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PBACB  BE  ABOUND  THEBl 

Pbacs  be  aroand  fhee  wherever  thou  revest. 

May  life  be  for  thee  one  enmmer's  day. 
And  an  that  then  wishest,  and  all  that  thou  lovcst. 

Come  Bmiling  around  thy  sunny  Way! 
If  aorrow  e'er  this  calm  should  break, 

May  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly 
That,  like  spring  showers,  they'll  only  make 

The  amiles  that  follow  shine  more  brightly. 

Time,  who  sheda  his  blight  o'er  all, 

Ai^  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death. 
On  thee  let  yean  so  gently  fall, 

Th^  shall  not  crash  one  flower  beneath. 
Aa,  half  in  shade  and  half  in  sun, 

This  worid  along  its  path  advances, 
M»J  that  side  the  sun's  upon 

Be  all  that  shall  ever  meet  thy  glances. 

FAREWELL. 

IiAVTfJbrewelll  thy  eruel  part. 
Hath  sadly  wrong  a  faithful  heart ; 
Ko  fear  of  guile,  or  change  in  thee 
JUarmed  its  foud  sincerity ! 
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How  oft,  when  in  the  twfli|^t  bow«r. 
Yon  sunk  npon  my  hettfing  breast. 

Its  qniek  throb  told  thy  beraty's  power* 
And  thon  eternal  truth  profiost  I 

But  now,  alas  I  no  tears  can  more 
One  sweet  return  of  kindred  lore! 
And  yet  no  thought  shaU  oherished  be 
False  and  irreverent  to  thee ; 
Though  eold  Indifference  modes  at  wo. 

With  lip  of  soom,  and  reckless  eye. 
For  thee  each  ferrent  wish  shall  glow* 

And  lacerated  Loto  shall  sighl 

For,  lady,  thine  the  secret  tear— 
The  sad  repinings  none  may  hear; 
Thy  genUe  heart  could  never  know 
A  triumph  o'er  another's  wo. 
And,  oh  1  when  toUa  the  mournful  knell 

That  sounds  my  spirit's  flight  on  high, 
Thoul't  not  forget  it  loved  thee  well. 

And  soothe  it  with  a  tender  sigh. 


WHEN  IN  A  GABDEN,  SWEET,  I  WALK. 

Whbv  m  a  garden,  sweet,  I  waU, 

The  charming  flowers  admiring. 
Each  nods  npon  its  tender  stalk. 

And  seems  my  touch  desiring; 
Though  all  of  beauties  are  possessed^ 

Too  much  to  be  rejected. 
Yet  only  one  for  Muy's  breast 

My  fKoaj  has  selected. 

Fun  conscious  of  thy  faith  and  trnthf 

No  wrong  to  thee  intended. 
Ah,  should  I  choose  some  other  youtb^ 

Be  not,  fond  youth,  offended; 
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The  tUiting  totr,  the  heftvinf  tigh^ 
Tnie  signs,  not  disr^iarded. 

But  by  »  maid,  more  fair  thaa  ^ 
O,  be  thy  lote  rewarded. 


l^AKB,  MY  LOTEl   OH!   WAKH  TO  BLXSCL 

Waxs,  my  love,  the  yonng  day  walcea  I 
And,  ftom  yonder  beams  of  U^ti^ 

The  star  of  morning  freshly  breaks* 
In  a  beam  of  pniple  light. 

Wake,  my  love !  from  yonder  bower 
The  skylaric  triUa  her  nuptial  song. 

Wake,  my  lore  1  has  sleep  the  power 
To  charm  thee  to  thy  lover**  wrong  ? 

Wake,  my  love  I  oh,  wake  to  bliss ! 

Th'  nnoonscions  rose  by  love  is  won» 
And  hopes  its  bhishing  leaves  to  kiss 

A  bridegroom  in  the  rising  sun. 

HAST  THOU  A  BLEBFLBSS  PILLOW  FBBST 

HjlR  thoa  a  deepless  pillow  prest. 
And  vainly,  vainly  sought  for  rest  t 
Ah,  say,  have  sighs  and  tears  oonfest 
That  love  wis  kindling  in  thy  breast  ? 

Alas  I  if  not,^hy  dost  thon  fly. 

To  lunmt  my  palli^my  sig^t,  mine  eye  ? 

Stm  looking,  as  ttblMraaderest  nigh^ 

Aworldofidolatr^r 

Oh  1  eease,  if  vanity  shoold  be 

The  only  aim  that  leads  to  me ! 

Ohl  eease,  while  yet  my  heart  is  free. 

From  hope,  and  fear,  and  love,  and  thee. 
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OH,  EAPPTl  HAPPYI  IiBT  EBB  DBBAIC 

Thov  TMtleu  god,  who  lot'tt  to  hold 

Thy  Ti^^  where  Zelida  dwells. 
In  peMtfiil  sleep  the  fair  infold ; 

Fvom  starts  and  tremors,  charms  and  speUs; 
From  goblin  guard  her,  elf,  and  sprite. 
Which,  prying,  hannt  defenceless  night. 
With  eye  too  free,  and  hand  too  bold. 
Oh,  happy  I  happy!  let  her  dream 
Of  some  most  sweet  celestial  theme. 
While  sylphs  glide  smiHng  by,  and  sparry  meteors  g^eaml 
Yfiih.  mosic  diarm  her  rarished  ears. 
Such,  and  so  heaTenly,  as  the  spheres 
To  ancient  sages  played. 
These  Taried  joys,  oh  Love,  deoreej 
Worthy  her  and  worthy  thee. 

To  nightly  soothe  th'  angelic  maid. 

OH  I  DID  THOSE  EYES. 

OkI  did  those  eyes,  instead  of  fire. 
With  bright,  bot  mold  affection  shine. 

Though  they  might  Idndle  less  desire. 
Love  more  than  mortal  would  be  thine. 

For  thou  art  formed  so  heavenly  fair, 
Howe'er  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam. 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair. 
That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 

When  Kature  stamped  thy  beauteous  birth, 

80  much  perfection  in  thee  shone. 
She  feared  that,  too  divine  for  earth. 

The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  own. 
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Therefore,  to  gnard  her  dearest  work, 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  prise. 

She  bade  a  secret  lightning  hirk 
Wilhin  those  once  celestial  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylphs  appal, 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blaze; 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all, 
But  who  can  dare  thy  ardent  gaze  f 

'Tis  said,  that  Berenice's  hair. 
In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  hearen ; 

But  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there/ 
Thou  would'st  so  far  outshine  the  seven. 

Tot  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll. 
Thy  sister  lights  would  scarce  appear; 

B'en  suns,  which  systems  now  control, 
Would  twinkle  c^y  through  their  ppbere. 


THE  LONELY  ISLE.        * 

Not  faster  yonder  rowers  might 
Fling  from  their  oars  the  spray ; 

Kot  faster  yonder  ripjding  bright. 

That  tracks  the  shallop's  course  in  night. 
Melts  in  the  lake  away, 

Than  men  from  memory  erase 

The  benefits  of  former  days. 

Then,  stranger,  go !  good  speed  the  while, 

VoT  think  again  of  the  lonely  isle ! 

JBigh  place  to  thee  in  royal  court, 

Hig^  place  in  battled  line; 
Good  hawk  and  hound  for  sylvan  sport, 
"Where  BeaiU^y  sees  the  brave  resort,— 

The  honoured  meed  be  thine  1 
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True  be  thj  >word,  thy  friend  emoere« 
Thy  lady  constant,  kind,  and  dear. 
And,  lost  in  Love's  and  Friendshipli  nnile^ 
Be  memoiy  of  the  lonely  iale. 


BACCHUS,  OOD  OF  JOYS  DIVUfrB  I 

Bi-OCHUS,  god  of  jojB  dirine  I 
Be  thy  pleaeorea  erer  ndne! 
Smile  on  this  thy  Totai/s  prayer. 
All  dae  is  not  worth  our  oare  :* 
All  oor  griefs  brisk  wine  dispels. 
Drinking  ev'ry  trouble  qnelli. 

^nnien  the  goblet  fbU  is  filled. 
Front  the  clTutering  Tine  distilled. 
Then,  indeed,  I'm  truly  blest. 
And  er'ry  anxious  thought's  at  rest; 
Whle  its  potent  jnice  I  qnaff, 
StiU  I  sing,  and  danoe,  and  laog^. 

Would  yon  be  for  ever  gay. 
Mortals,  learn  of  me  the  way; 
'Tia  not  beauty,  'tis  not  loTe, 
Will  alone  sufficient  proTC ; 
If  you'd  raise  and  charm  the  soul. 
Deeply  drain  the  spi<7  bowU 


BAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUB  SPOBT  TO-DAY. 

8^T,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  ? 

There's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air« 
Too  bright,  too  bold,  too  high,  too  gay. 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare. 
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Tis  fika  the  returning  bloom 

Of  those  days,  alas  I  gone  by. 
When  I  lored  each  hour,  I  scarce  knew  whom. 

And  was  bleat  I  knew  not  why. 

Aye,  those  were  the  days  when  life  had  wings. 

And  flew— oh  I  flew  so  wild  a  flight, 
niat,  like  tiie  lark  that  sunward  springs, 

'Twas  giddy  with  so  much  light. 
And  thoogh  of  some  plumes  bersA, 

With  tba^  mn  re  netlj  set, 
Tfe  enongih  of  light  and  wings  still  1^ 

Per  a  few  gay  soarings  yet ! 


THB  SEA.BOY  ON  THE  HIGH  AND  GIDDY 

MAST. 

To  Bnc^d's  towers  of  oak,  farewell  t 

No  more  for  me  shall  be  unfurled 
The  canvas  in  the  gale  to  swell. 

The  ocean  is  no  more  my  world ; 
Yet  tiieae  life's  earliest  years  I  fearless  passed, 
A  sea-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mast. 

niere  oft,  to  cheer  the  midnight  hour, 

^nie  hefansman  with  a  fan<7  free. 
His  ditty  tathe  wares  would  pour. 

Of  lore  on  shore,  or  storms  at  sea ; 
And  how  the  sea-boy,  'midst  the  rattling  blast. 
Keeps  station  on  the  high  and  giddy  mast. 

Bear  were  the  sounds,  though  rude  and  hoarse. 

Of  helm-a-lee  or  bdm-a-weather. 
To  bring  tiie  ressel  to  Her  course. 

And  k^  the  sails  well  filled  together : 
^Hiile  on  the  look-out  far  my  eyes  were  cast, 
^  ssa-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  ihast. 
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WOMEN,  WINE,  AND  FEIBNDSHIP. 

Ix  is  not  a  bowl  but  a  bottle  I  want, 
A  bottle  of  wine  and  the  friend  of  my  heart : 

Of  nectar  the  poets  in  garrets  may  rant — 
Can  fancy  the  pleasures  of  drinldng  impart  ? 

Of  drinking:,  the  pleasure,  the  pleasure's  extreme, 
A  friend  still  partaking  each  alternate  glass 

Of  port,  hook,  madeira,  or  Tin  de  champagne, 
8nch  pleasures  dry  fancy  can  never  surpass. 

But  if,  in  addition  to  drinking's  pure  joys. 
We  add  lovely  woman,  loved  woman's  sweet  channs. 

We  form  a  fond  whole,  which  all  canker  destroys 
In  friendship  and  wine,  and  a  woman's  fond  arms. 


HABK!  HOW  SWEET  THB*WOODLAEK  SINGS. 

HabkI  how  sweet  the  woodlark  sings 

She  tells  her  amorous  tale 
While  her  pennant  flight  she  wings 

Across  Ovoca's  vale. 
How  sweetly  do  her  notes  appear 

To  move  from  realms  above ; 
How  grateful  to  the  ravished  ear 

Her  little  tale  of  love. 

Oh,  tarry  still,  and  bless  my  sight. 

Sweet  charmer  M  the  grove. 
Ah,  where  thus  fleetly  bend  thy  flight? 

Why  thus  delight  to  rove  ? 
Oh,  sweet  enchantress,  turn  and  see       .  . 

The  pleasure  you  impart. 
And  le>  thy  sweetest  melody 

Still  gratify  the  heart ! 
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THE  EASTERN  POBTALS  OPEN  WIDE. 

Ths  Eastern  portals  open  wiae. 

And  PhoBbns  comes  the  world  to  <dieer. 
The  daj  receives  with  joj  its  guide. 

The  shades  of  night  soon  disappear  i 
So  youth  receives  love's  earliest  raj, 

His  heart  bound  with  the  witching  flame. 
And  nature  guides  him  on  his  way. 

He  seeks,  he  pants  for  nought  bat  fam«. 

But  mark  the  crimson-tinted  skj. 

That  tells  *the  sun  his  course  has  mn,* 
And  see  the  clouds  of  golden  dye. 

They  all  proclaim  his  labour  done ; 
Thus  time  o'ertakes  the  thoughtless  man, 

Though  love  still  plays  about  his  heart. 
And  to  us  proves,  that  passion  can 

Ev'n  unto  age  a  charm  impart. 


THIS  SHOWS  THE  HEAET  OP  A  SAILOR. 

TisH**  the  jacket  and  trousers  blue. 

The  song  or  the  grog  so  cheerly. 
That  show  us  the  heart  of  a  seaman  true. 

Or  tell  us  his  manners  sincerely : 
'Tis  the  hour  of  strife,  when  venturing  life, 

"Where  the  spirit  of  Prudence  might  fail  her; 
In  battle  he'll  sing,  *'  for  Britanma  and  Eling," 

And  this  shows  the  heart  of  a  sailor. 

Tisn't  his  merriment,  kindled  on  shore. 

By  ^e  cash  much  too  quickly  expended ; 
Tisn't  his  going  to  sea  for  more 

"When  the  store  in  his  locker  is  ended : 
Tis  the  hour  of  distress,  when  misfortunes  oppress. 

And  Virtue  finds  sorrow  assail  her, 
Tis  the  bosom  of  grief,  made  glad  by  reUof, 

That  pictures  the  heart  of  a  sailor. 
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IfO  BOSES  THAT  WREATHE  BOUND  TON  COT 

No  roses  ihst  wrestfaft  roond  yon  oot 

With  the  blosh  of  her  cheek  can  compete ; 
No  lephyrs  that  break  throng^  yon  grot 

As  her  breath  half  so  mild  or  so  sweet  f 
Yet  her  heart  oft  harbours  deceit. 

And  falsity  lurks  on  her  lips; 
Her  TOWS  are  as  fhtgile  as  sweet. 

And  false  as  the  air  that  she  sipa. 

Ko  lilies  that  ffrow  in  the  ^rore. 
With  her  fineness  of  form,  can  compare  | 

Nor  aucel  in  hearen  aboTC 
Can  match  with  the  grace  of  her  air. 

Yet  her  heart  oft  harbours,  &o. 

The  cygnet's  fiiir  plumage,  so  soft. 
Can't  Tie  with  the  down  of  her  breast ; 

Nor  lark,  that  sings  sweetly  alof^ 
Seems  half  in  spirits  so  blest. 

Yet  her  heart  oft  harbours,  Ac. 

The  cowslip  that  spangle»  the  Tsle 
Can't  Tie  with  the  sweets  of  her  Up; 

Nor  fawn  that  bounds  OTcr  the  dale 
Can  moTC  with  her  lightness  of  trip. 

Yet  her  heart  oft  harbours,  &o. 


TO-MOBEOW. 

Ir  my  purse  is  light,  why  my  heart  is  light,, 

I  scorn  an  thoughts  of  sorrow ; 
Against  it  Tli  fight,  with  all  my  might, 

In  hopes  of  a  better  morrow; 
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From  J07S  divine  and  the  rosj  wine, 

I  my  portion  of  spirits  inll  borrow  t 
With  the  wreath  of  Tine  I  will  entwine 

The  roses  of  hope  tor  to*morrow. 

Then  away.  Melancholy !  thy  presence  is  foUy, 

In  Tain  yon  would  fill  me  with  horror; 
Whom  try  to  appal  ye,  I'll  Uto  and  be  jolly. 

In  hopes  of  more  pleasnre  to-morrow  1 
BriTe  dnll  eare  away,  is  my  motto  each  day. 

And  decaf  to  each  offspring  of  sorrow  s 
I  mmsten  my  day,  and  striTe  to  be  gay. 

In  hopes  of  •  pleasanter  morrow. 


THE  BBIGHTEB  COUES  OF  LIFB  ABB  PAST. 

Ths  brighter  honrs  of  life  are  past— 

The  son  of  hope  is  set— 
Though  its  Hngering  beam,  as  it  glowed  its  last. 

Woke  the  tear  of  Tain  regret ; 
It  hath  left  a  trnlight  gloom  of  sadness 
I  would  not  lose  for  the  glare  of  gladnesst 

I  sojourn  on  ft  foreign  strand,— 

I  share  the  stranger's  bowl- 
Yet  dear  is  the  dream  of  my  natiTe  land,— 

Star  of  the  wanderer's  soul  1 
And  of  memory's  chain  (Lore's  farewell  token !) 
Bach  sacred  link  hath  remained  unbroken  1 


TBDE  SOLDIEB'S  FABEWELL. 

Thouok  distant  from  thee  and  the  wild  waves  of  ocean 
Forbid  such  •  hope  as  to  meet  ever  more. 

They  bind  not  our  hearts  from  a  kindred  emotion 
In  turning  again  to  the  days  that  are  o'er ; 
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Bcmf^mbranoe  may  ding  to  the  jojs  we  have  tasted. 
And  wake,  in  a  measure,  on  raptores  anew ; 

Bat  think  not— for,  ah !  thy  pnre  tears  would  be  wasted 
In  brooding, o'er  them  and  our  long,  last  adieu  I 

Farewell,  erer  dear,  though  to  part  be  corroding. 

When  glory  invites  me  'taa  mine  to  away  j 
Though  the  first  bolt  that  flies  should  fulfil  thy  foreboding, 

Kor  that,  nor  thy  tears,  should  invite  me  to  stay; 
Yet  think  not,  though  fame  swell  the  heart  of  thy  loTer, 

His  bosom  to  thee  can  be  erer  untrue ; 
Tin  energy  is  fled  shall  my  thoughts  erer  hover 

On  thee,  my  fond  lore,  and  our  long  last  adiea. 


FLATTERY. 

Thxtst  not  the  flatt'rer's  wily  tongue. 

Ye  gentle  modest  fair ; 
Avoid  the  strains  by  fiatt'iy  sung. 

Of  sycophants  beware. 

Trust  not  the  fawning  parasite, 

Beware  the  balefbl  theme; 
Tempt  not  by  lure  the  vrith'ring  blight. 

To  taint  thy  virgin  dream. 

For  flattery  is  the  oflspring  true. 

Engendered  in  these  times. 
Of  masked  hypocrisy,  who  drew 

Her  breath  in  other  climes. 

Then,  oh !  take  heed,  ye  gentle  fair. 
Of  flattery's  specious  guile ; 

Avoid  the  tempter's  artful  snarp. 
Which  would  thy  steps  beguile. 
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SCARCE  HAD  THE  PURPLE  GLEAM  OF  DAY. 

ScjLBCX  bad  the  pnrple  gleam  of  day 

Glanced  lightly  o'er  the  glowing  sea, 
"When  forced  by  fortune's  shafts  a.\r$ej, 

My  native  land,  I.  quitted  thee. 
There,  though  the  sable  raven  soar, 

And  pightly  screams  her  death-fraught  yell ; 
Though  rav'mng  ban-dogs  bay  my  door. 

And  howling  wolves  o'er  pace  the  deU; 

Though  ice-winged  tempests  fret  the  tkj, 

And  ohiU  the  early  flow'ret's  bloom; 
Though  still  we  see  our  rose-buds  die, 

And  in  the  si^ow  the  lily's  tomb : 
And  these  tired  feet  each  soil  have  pres^ 

Where  joy  and  pleasure  seem  to  bej 
Where  all  by  smiling  Heaven  is  blest. 

Still,  native  land,  I  sigh  for  fhee. 


THE  LOVER'S  ADIEXT. 

Thb  lamp  of  night  win  soon  cease  burning. 

Then  dip  once  more  in  the  cup  of  Joy ; 
Away  with  Sorrow !  that  child  of  Mourning 

Our  soul-drawn  kisses  will  soon  destroy  1 
Or  if  a  tear  of  affection  gushing. 

Should  dim  the  glance  of  thy  blue-eyes'  ray, 
0,  drop  a  tear  in  this  red  wme,  blushing. 

And  drink  the  wine  and  thy  woes  away  I 

Yet,  if  the  bursting  sigh  of  mourning 
Is  still,  mv  Ellen,  to  fondness  dear, 

0,  check  nd^then,  that  sigh's  returning. 
But  bathe  its  perfume  in  a  tw,v  I 
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Let  fhe  sweet  drops  of  wo  bedew  tbee. 
For  Fancy  tells,  in  those  fears  of  thine^ 

That  I  will  meet,  as  I  ever  view  thee, 
A  heart  as  Imd,  and  as  tme  as  thme. 

O,  when  rxpon.  this  wide  world  a  stranger* 

And  wand'ring  far  firom  my  native  isLe^ 
The  bolt  of  battle,  or  blast  <^  danger, 

Msj  leare  me  new  in  some  distant  scmIi 
When  the  last  sigh  on  mj  lip  is  dwelling, 

I'U  think  it  meets,  on  the  sephyrs,  blanc^ 
A  tear-dewed  sigh  from  mjr  angel  Ellen, 

To  800tb»m7  shade  In  a  distant  land. 

And,  O,  when  laid  on  a  day-cold  pillow. 

And  sleeping  far  from  mj  long-lost  home,, 
Or  slomb'cing  low  on  the  ocean's  billo  v. 

And  lolled  to  death  on  a  bed  of  foam  I 
The  star  of  love  o'er  the  moorliuid  glowing^ 

Or  trembling  down  on  the  wild  deep  brean^i. 
May  cheer  the  last  sigh  from  my  own  heart  flawing. 

And  light  my  soul  to  a  realm  of  rest. 


JACK  RATLIN. 

Jack  Raxlut  was  the  ablest  seanum,. 

None  like  him  conld  hand,  reef,  and  steer; 
No  dangerons  toil  but  he'd  encounter. 

With  skiU,  and  in  contempt  of  fear  i 
In  fight  a  lion— the  battle  ended. 

Meek  as  the  bleating  lamb  he'd  prove  s 
Thus  Jack  had  manners,  courage,  merit* 

Yet  did  he  sigh,  and  all  for  love. 

The  song,  the  jest,  the  flowing  liqnor. 
For  none  of  these  had  Jack  regard^ 

fie,  whilo  his  messmates  were  carousmg. 
High  sitting  on  the  pending  yard. 
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Would  think  tipon  his  fair  one's  b  autict. 
Swear  never  £rom  such  charms  to  rove ; 

That  truly  he'd  adore  them  living, 
And  djm^  sigh  to  rad  hi?  love. 

The  same  express  the  oraw  coimnand»i. 

Once  more  to  view  their  aatrre  laad; 
Among  the  rest  brong^  Jack  some  tidaafS^ 

Would  it  had  been  hia  love's  fair  haad  i 
Oh,  fate  1  her  death  defaced  the  letter. 

Instant  his  pulse  finrgot  to  movev 
With  qoivring  lips  and  eyes  uplifted, 

Bm  heaved  %  sigh  and  died  for  love. 


HAST  THOU  ESCAPED  THE  CAlTBTON'S  IKE. 

"Kkn  thou  escaped  the  cannon's  ire> 

Loud  thxmdering  o'er  the  troubled  mainf 
Hast  thou  escaped  the  fever's  fire,  * 

That  burnt  so  fierce  on  India's  plain  1 
Then,  WiDiam,  then  I  can  resign. 

With  scarce  one  sigh,  the  blooming  grace 
Which  in  thy  form  was  wont  to  shine. 

Which  made  so  bright  thy  yonthM  fina. 

That  fSsce  grows  wan.  by  sultry  dime. 

By  watching,  dim  those  radiant  eyea^ 
But  valour  gilds  the  wrecks  of  time. 

Though  youth  decays,  though  beauty  flies. 
An  honest  heart  is  all  to  me. 

Not  SOU  nor  time  makes  that  look  olc^ 
And  dearer  shall  the  jewel  be 

Than  yonth  ojt  beauty,  fMue  or  gold* 
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YOUNG  LOVE. 

Yomro  Lore  onoe  on  a  winter's  day, 

Wlien  thick  the  snow  fell  on  the  ground. 
Was  wandering  lone,  as  legends  say, 

Tet  no  where  shelter  found : 
His  path  lay  through  a  gloomy  wood 

But  stripped  was  eT^zy  shelt'ring  tree  1 
The  wild  wind's  rage  the  boy  withstood. 

Till,  ah  I  a  corse  lay  he ! 
And  tiie  urchin's  last  bequeath,— 
Dark  hemlock,  in  a  rosy  wreath. 


THB  SAILOB'S  WELCOME  HOME  FBOM  SEA. 

Cub  ship  in  port,  our  anchor  cast, 

The  tempest  hushed,  and  calm  the  main. 
We  little  think  of  dangers  past, 
Nor  those  that  we  may  meet  again. 
But,  while  the  cheerful  can  goes  aound. 
In  every  draught  is  pleasure  found, 
Eor  then  we  drink,  and  drink  with  glee. 
The  sailor's  welcome  home  from  sea. 

Though  hard  our  toil,  our  peril  great. 
Our  hours  of  ease  but  short  and  few. 

We  never  murmur  at  our  fate. 
But  each  fond  moment  past  renew. 

And  while  the  cheerlul  can,  &c« 


SMILE  AGAIN,  MY  BONNIE  LASSIE. 

Skilb  again,  my  bonnie  lassie. 

Lassie,  smile  again ! 
Prithee  do  not  frown,  sweet  lassie, 

for  it  gives  me  pain. 
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If  to  love  thee  too  ainoerely 

Be  a  fault  in  me, 
Thna  to  use  me  so  severely 

Is  not  kind  in  thee. 

Smile  again,  &c. 

Fare  fhee  well,  my  bonnie  lassie. 

Lassie,  fare  ye  well. 
Time  will  show  thee,  bonnie  lassie. 

More  than  tongue  can  tell. 
Though  we're  doomed  by  Fate  to  sever, 

(And  'tis  hard  to  part,) 
Still,  believe  me,  thou  shalt  ever 

Own  thy  faithful  heart. 

Then,  smile  again,  &o. 


THE  SOUNJ)  OF  THE  HORN. 

Toyonr  steeds,  my  bold  comradei,  let  us  away. 
The  hounds  are  all  ready,  the  morning  looks  gay; 
And  while  Nature  round  us  her  sweets  does  adorn. 
We'll  gallop  away  to  the  sound  of  the  horn. 

The  horn's  mellow  tones  might  awaken  the  dead. 
Or  make  the  poor,  sick  man  soon  hold  up  his  head ; 
E'en  Echo,  delighted,  each  sound  treats  with  scorn. 
While  gladly  she  answers  the  cry  of  tho  horn. 

*TU  sweeter  tbon  hautboys,  'tis  soft  as  the  lute. 
Indeed,  ev'ry  instrument  to  it  is  mute  I 
And  never  I'U  think  myself  poor  or  forlorn 
While  chasing  the  stag  to  the  sound  of  the  hom« 
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BRITISH  THUNDEBj 

OS,  mm  HKBOKB  OW  OLD  KXTGCAm. 

Thr  froe-bom  soldier  smilet  at  fear. 

For  England  proves  his  worth,  air. 
And  where  <her  enemies  appear, 

Is  sure  to  take  his  birth,  sir. 
With  valour's  arm,  he  takes  tho  field. 

And  by  his  deeds  of  wonder, 
The  vaunting  foe  is  forced  to  yield. 

Subdued  by  British  thunder. 

Or,  if  by  sea,  the  English  flag 

Is  treated  witii  insvilt,  sir. 
Her  gallant  tars,  who  scorn  to  brag. 

Soon  show  the  brave  result,  sir ; 
For  sh^  to  ship  and  gun  to  gun. 

By  matchless  deeds  of  w6nder. 
The  trembling  foe  must  yield  or  ran. 

Subdued  by  British  thimder. 

Thus  tars  and  soldiers  bravely  fight. 

For  England  and  her  laws,  sir. 
And  prove  their  worth  by  day  or  nighty 

When  justice  is  the  cause,  sir ; 
For  glory  and  their  native  land 

They  show,  by  deeds  of  wonder. 
No  foe  can  e'er  the  wrath  witiistand. 

Of  dsaik-ekarged  British  thunder. 


THE  SAILOB  CAST  ON  SOME  LONE  STRAND. 

The  sailor  cast  on  some  lone  strand, 
Despairing,  views  the  much-loved  land. 
And  sighs  for  distant  home ; 
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He  then  the  bi^less  haut  deplores 
When  first  he  left  his  native  shores. 
Afar  £rom  Mends  to  roam. 

The  ocean,  which  inoessant  Howb, 
On  his  sad  heart  no  joy  bestows ; 

For  low  beneath  the  foam 
Borne  lost  companion  he  hunenta, 
And  more  the  hi^ess  hoar  i>epenta 

When  he  fipom  friends  did  roam. 

Thus,  Anna,  mnst  I  long  deplore 

That  peace  which  now  retuma  no  matt, 

Ko  more  to  bless  my  home : 
Yet,  dearest  Anna,  let  no  fear 
Thy  peace  molest,— for  by  tiiis  Xmae, 

My  heart  shall  never  roam. 


THE  SOLDIEB'S  LAST  BIGH  IS  FOR  THEB. 

Thi  trnmpet  may  summon  the  soldier  afar. 

And  honour  mvites  him  to  arms ; 
Though  nerved  by  the  signal  that  calls  him  awajjr. 

He  grieves  to  abandon  thy  charms  { 
Should  lanreb  await  him  and  gloiy  abound. 

Yet  mark,  dearest  maid,  his  decree 
Subdued  by  defeat,  or  by  victory  crowned. 

Thy  soldier's  last  sigh  is  for  thee. 

But,  hark,  'tis  the  tirun^t  now  spetia  his  adiev  1 

And  caiUs  him  from  love  to  renown, 
Ihen,  oh  !  dearest  maiden,  believe  his  heart  tme. 

Though  fortune  may  smile,  or  may  frown. 

fihoidd  laurels  await  him,  &c. 
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MABIB,  MY  LOVE!  I'LL  COMB  TO  THEE. 

Whxit  the  son  sinks  to  his  coral  caves, 
Whra  the  winds  sleep  in  the  dark  blue  waves ; 
When  the  ocean  birds  are  gone  to  rest. 
And  lingering  twilight  dies  in  the  west; 
When  the  tapers  of  heaven  appear  on  high. 
And  the  pore  white  clouds  float  slowly  bj. 
When  the  moon  rises  ov»  the  sea. 
Then,  Marie,  my  love,  I'll  come  to  theo. 

I  will  come  to  thee  at  the  shadowy  honr. 
When  the  spirit  of  love  has  the  deepest  power; 
When'the  gossamer  fairy  sails  through  the  air. 
And  the  mermaids  dress  their  yellow  hair; 
The  vesper  hymn  and  thy  orisons  o'er. 
Hie  thee  away  to  the  lonely  shore ; 
The  mom's  soft  light  is  on  the  sea. 
Now,  Marie,  my  love,  I  come  to  thee. 

HIS  couirrRY  aio)  his  friends. 

What  if  the  sailor  boldly  goes. 

To  distant  dimates  bound. 
Braves  winds  firom  every  point  that  blows 

The  varying  compass  round. 
No  longer  when  oompdl'd  to  rove. 

To  make  him  rich  amends. 
As  the  needle  tme  he  finds  his  love. 

His  country  and  his  friends.  * 

Thus  every  danger  life  enoures. 

May  to  o'erwhelm  him  come. 
Trouble  at  sea  only  ensures 

Pleasure  that  waits  at  home. 
He  braves  the  storm,  that  calm  to  prove 

Propitious  fortune  sends ; 
As  the  needle  true  to  find  his  love. 

His  country,  and  his  friends. 


Digitized  by  Google 


25 


A  FRISND  AlTD  A  SONG,  A  BOTTLE  AND  BOWL. 

Though  Yenns  and  Bacchus  may  boast  of  their  power, 
Oor  senses  to  charm,  and  rank  care  to  deyour. 
But  as  things  tan*  a  finish  are  not  quite  the  ton, 
8o's  afiiend  and  a  bottle,  without  a  good  song. 

Then  Apollo  iuTite,  that  famed  musical  blade, 
WluHlispela  checkered  scenes  which  iu  life  may  ]>erTade, 
And  who  bears  on  his  arms  this  loved  motto,  or  scroll, 
A  tme  finend  and  a  song,  and  a  bottle  and  bowl. 

The  tube  of  content  Il^hiff  off  with  my  fHend, 
While  concord  and  harmony  round  us  attend. 
The  enjoyment  of  life,  and  a  zest  to  the  whole. 
Is  a  friend  and  a  song,  and  a  bottle  and  bowl 

As  a  sweet  golden  role,  let  temp'rance  abound, 
Be  reason  the  gnide,  as  the  glass  is  put  round. 
And  while  freedom  and  merit  replenish  the  whole, 
Here's  our  friend  and  a  song,  and  a  bottle  and  bowl. 


HER  HERO  CLAIMS  A  WELCOME  HOME. 

With  what  hard  terms  fond  loyers  oope. 

That  cruel  Fate  imposes; 
Absence  and  danger  banish  hope. 

And  thorns  choke  up  the  roses. 
Yet  that  her  lover  dangers  prove 

To  earn  the  hero's  name. 
Must  she  suspend  the  joys  of  love 

To  sweU  the  lists  of  Fame. 

Nor  with  too  timid  woman's  fears 

Let  her  fond  heart  be  troubled ; 
The  storm  appeased,  a  calm  appears— 

Her  transports  are  redoubled ; 
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Her  hero  daami  •  welcome  honM. 

Well  earned  that  glorious  name ; 
His  brows  the  laurel  well  beoome 

Th»t  swells  the  list  of  Fame. 


RATHER  LET  MB  QUAFF  THE  WINE. 

Of  fragrant  myrtles  let  me  lie, 
And  Love,  my  slaTe,  the  wine  snpply. 

Too  soon  we  seek  the  Stygian  gloom  { 
Time  flies,  and,  since  to  du|/;  we  go. 
Why  idly  bid  the  incense  flow. 

And  spill  the  juice  upon  the  tomb  ? 

Ah  I  rather  let  me  quaff  the  wine,  / 

And  bid  the  rose  my  brows  entwine. 

While  youth,  while  health,  the  bosom  warnu 
Then,  prithee,  love,  delight  my  heart. 
Ere  Death  despatch  Ms  certain  dart. 

And  bring  some  goddess  to  my  arms. 

DRINK,  AND  FILL  THE  BOWL  AGAIN. 

Bbing  me,  boy,  s  flowing  bowl. 

Deep  and  spacious  as  the  sea. 
Then  shall  every  noble  soul 

Drink  and  fathom  it  with  me  j 
While  good  humour  is  afloat. 

E'er  to  part  would  be  a  sin ; 
Let  us  sail  in  pleasure's  boat,— 

Drink,  and  fill  the  bowl  again. 

Let  the  hoary  miser  toil. 
We  such  sordid  views  despise ; 

Giveus  wine,  and  beauty's  smile, . 
There  each  glowin;?  rapture  lies. 
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"Wiilo  good-fellowship  we  boasl^ 

nil  the  goblet  to  the  brim ; 
Lovely  woman  1  is  mj  toast. 

Drink,  and  fill  the  bowl  again. 

Care,  thou  bane  of  every  joy. 

To  some  distant  region  fly ; 
Here  reigns  Bacchns,  jolly  boy  I 

Hence,  old  greybeard,  hence,  and  die. 
While  we  reyel  in  delight. 

E'er  to  part  would  be  a  sin ; 
And,  since  Care  is  pnt  to  flight. 

Prink,  and  fill  the  bowl  again. 


COME,  COURAGE,  LADS,  Aim  DRINK  AWAY. 

Com,  conrage,  lads,  and  drink  away, 
A  man,  upon  his  wedding-day. 
Ought,  surely,  well  his  part  to  play 

At  stingo  or  October. 
For  who  would  be  that  stupid  elf. 
For  whim,  caprice,  or  love,  or  pelf. 
To  poison,  hang,  or  drown  himself. 

Or  marry  when  he's  sober. 

For  madam's  will  at  nothing  stops. 

She  must  haye  balls,  and  routs,  and  fops. 

And  often  ransack  all  the  shops. 

In  gay  attire  to  robe  her : 
Then  drink  the  day  you  take  a  wife. 
As  the  last  comfort  of  your  life. 
For,  ever  after,  noise  and  strife 

Are  sure  to  keep  you  sober. 
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HEAVE-A-HEAD !  PULL  AW  AY. 

BoBV  at  sea,  and  mj  cradle  a  frigate. 

The  boatsvain  he  nursed  me  true  blue ; 
I  soon  learnt  to  fight,  drink,  and  jig  it. 
And  quis  every  soul  of  the  crew. 
So,  merrilj  push  round  the  glasses. 
And  strike  up  the  fiddles,  huzza ! 
And  foot  it  away  with  the  lasses, 
Tol  de  rol,  heaye-a-head,  pull  awa j ! 

A  tar,  though  his  hopes,  should  be  lopped  off. 

His  courage  should  ever  hold  fast. 
So  Tom  Tough,  when  his  ooloiurs  were  popped  oft. 

His  blue  jacket  nailed  to  the  mast. 

So,  merrily,  Jta. 

To  lore  and  to  fight's  a  tar's  duty, 
.Ard  either  dehpht  to  him  bring. 
To  live  with  hia  favourite  beauty, 
'  Or  die  for  his  country  and  king. 

So,  merrily,  &o. 


WHAT  CARE  I  HOW  FAIR  SHE  BE? 

Shai.1^  I,  wasting  in  despair. 

Die,  because  a  woman's  fair  ? 

Or  make  pide  my  cheek  with  care, 

'Oause  another's  rosy  are  P 

Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 

Or  the  flowery  meads  in  May, 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  fair  she  be  P 

Shall  my  foolish  heart  be  pined 
'Cause  I  see  a  woman's  kind  ? 
Or  a  weU-disposed  nature 
Joined  with  a  lovely  feature  P 
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Be  she  meelcer,  kinder  than 
Turtle-dove  or  pelican. 

If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 

What  care  I  how  kind  she  be  ? 

Shall  a  woman's  virtue  move 
Me  to  perish  for  her  love? 
Or,  her  mexifs  value  known, 
Make  me  quite  forget  mj  own  ? 
Be  she  with  that  goodness  blest 
Which  may  gain  her  name  of  best; 

If  she  be  not  such  to  me, 

What  care  I  how  good  she  be  ? 

'Caase  her  fortune  seems  too  high. 

Shall  I  play  the  fool  and  die? 

Those  tiiat  bear  a  noble  mind 

Where  they  want  of  riches  find. 

Think  what  with  them  they  would  do 

That  without  them  dare  to  woo ; 
And,  unless  that  mind  I  see,  ^ 

What  care  I,  though  great  she  be  ? 

Great,  or  good,  or  kind,  pr  fan:, 
I  will  ne'er  the  more  despair ; 
If  she  love  me,  this  believe, 
I  win  die  e'er  she  shall  grieve ; 
If  she  slight  me  when  I  woo, 
I  can  scorn,  and  let  her  go ; 

For,  if  she  be  not  for  me. 

What  care  I  for  whom  she  be  ? 


1  WILL  LAUGH  AND  I  WILL  SING. 

BxDre  me  flowers,  and  bring  me  wine ; 

Boy,  attend  thy  master's  call ; 
Round  my  brow  let  myrtles  twine. 

At  my  feet  let  roses  fall. 
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Breathe  in  sofsest  notet  ihe  flute. 
Form  the  song  and  sound  the  lute. 
Let  thj  gentler  accents  flow 
As  the  whisp'ring  Zephjm  blow.. 

Sorrow  would  anno j  mj  hearty 

But  I  hate  its  baneful  sting; 
J07  shall  chase  the  rapid  dart». 

I  will  langh  and  Iwill  sing. 

Breathe  in  softest  notes,  &c. 

What  ayailB  the  downcast  eye  ? 
What  avails  the  tear,  the  sighf 
Wh J  should  grief  obstruct  one  wwf 
When  we  lire  but  for  a  day  ? 

Breathe  in  sofleat  notes,  &m, 

MY  SWEET  GIRL,  MY  FRIEND  AKD  PITCHEB. 

Thb  wealthy  fool,  with  gold  in  stMre,. 

WiU  still  desire  to  grow  richer ; 
Oiye  me  but  these,  I  ask  no  more. 

My  charming  girl,  my  friend,  and  pitcher* 
My  friend  so  rare,  my  girl  so  feir. 

With  such  what  mortal  can  be  richer? 
Give  me  but  these,  a  fig  for  care. 

With  my  sweet  girl,  my  friend,  and  pitcher. 

From  morning's  sun  I'd  never  grieve. 

To  toil  a  hedger  or  a  ditcher ; 
If  that,  when  I  came  home  at  eve, 

I  mi«ht  ■eqjoy  my  friend  and  pitcher. 

My  friend  so  rare,  Sbo, 

Though  Fortune  ever  shuns  my  door, 
I  know  not  what  can-thus  bewitch  her ; 

With  all  my  heart,  can  I  be  poor. 
With  my  sweet  girl,  my  fiiend,  and  pitcher  ? 

My  friend  so  rare,  &o. 
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OBAZY  JAIFB. 


WxET,  fair  maid,  in  erery  featore. 

Are  snch  rigns  of  fear  exprest? 
Can  a  irand'ring,  irretolied  creature* 

WxCh  such  horror  illl  th j  breast  P 
Bo  my  frenzied  looks  alarm  thee  f 

Trust  me,  sweet,  thjfean  are  rain ; 
Ifot  for  kingdoms  vroidd  I  harm  thee» 

Shan  not  then,  poor  crasy  Jane ! 

Post  thon  weep  to  see  my  anguiahf 

Hark  me,  and  avoid  my  wo ; 
When  men  flatter,  sigh,  and  langoish. 

Think  them  false :— I  found  them  so ! 
For  I  loved,  ah  f  so  smcerely, 

Kone  could  erer  lore  again; 
Bnt  the  youth  I  lored  so  deaily. 

Stole  the  wits  of  orasy  Jane  1 

Fondlf  my  young  heart  received  him. 

Which  was  do<Mned  to  love  hut  oae ; 
He  sighed,  and  vow'd,  and  I  believed  him  > 

He  was  false,  and  I'm  undone. 
From  that  hour,  has  reason  neves         « 

Held  her  empire  o'er  my  brain, 
Henry  fled, — ^vHlh  him  for  ever 

Fled  the  wits  of  crazy  Jane! 

Kow,  foriom  and  broken-hearted. 

And  with  frenzied  thoughts  beset  i 
On  that  spot  where  last  we  parted — 

On  that  spot  where  first  we  met ; 
Still  I  iing  my  love-lorn  ditty,— 

8f  ill  I  slowly  trace  the  plain. 
While  each  passer>by,  m  pitty, 

Griea,  *  God  help  thee,  crazy  Jane !' 
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WILLIAM  AND  JESSE. 

Tbb  whitened  breakers  lashed  the  shore 
When  William  did  from  Jesse  part. 

And,  as  the  surge  heaT'd  more  and  more. 
So  swelled  with  grief  her  bursting  heart. 

The  evening  held  its  peaceful  reign. 
Then  gently  melted  into  night, 

Soon  did  the  skj  shut  in  the  main. 
And  William's  ship  was  out  of  sight. 

The  whistling  winds,  the  billow's  jar, 
Now  William  polls  the  yielding  rope! 

1^0  friendly  moon,  no  twinkling  star. 
To  lend  a  single  glimpse  of  hope. 

And  now,  a  thousand  leagues  apart, 
For  many  a  moumfol  mom  and  night 

Was  tender  Jesse  sick  at  heart. 
That  William's  ship  was  out  of  sight. 

The  radiant  sun  dispelled  the  dew. 
Two  ling'ring  years  had  passed,  or  more. 

When  Jesse  paid  to  William  true 
Her  iiy)ming  visit  to  the  shore. 

She  saw  a  ship  at  random  driven. 
Sweet  Hope  created  new  delight. 

And,  as  she  poured  her  thanks  to  heaven. 
Her  William's  vessel  hove  in  sight. 


OF  WOMAN'S  SMILE,  AND  WOMAN'S  CHAEMS. 

Of  woman's  smile,  and  woman'scharms, 

A  thousand  praises  number; — 
She  lights  the  peaceful  world  to  arms,. 

And  bids  the  battle  slumber. 
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Booh  nectar  hangs  npon  her  lip ; 

Sadi  son-beamsdanoeabont  her; 
Man  dreams  of  heanren  whmie*er  he  aipa^ 

And  £uLde8  none  withonl  her. 

Thoogh  cased  in  asafl,  that  spnmathe  lance. 

And  armed  iritb  martial  boldness; 
She  wonnds  irith  one  bewitching  j^aDCCf 

That  mdts  his  iey  coldness. 
Yet,  whOe  he  owns  her  soft  control. 

And  bends  in  silken  slayery ; 
Her  cheering  rcnce  cm  wake  his  seal 

To  deeds  of  matchless  brayery. 


THB  SLIGHTED  HEABT. 

Wnv  early  affection  mj  bosom  first  cherished, 
Hj  spirit  adored  thee,  azul  bowed  at  thy  shrine; 

Bat  lore  like  the  mist  of  the  morning,  has  perished, 
Twas  the  first— 'tis  the  last,  that  will  ever  be  mine. 

Filiein  heart,  I  hare  waked  ijrom  the  dream  that  de* 
ceired  me, 

I  hsfeborst  £rom  the  chains  that  ensha^od  my  so«l| 
But,  thoogh  thy  deceit  of  fond  hopes  has  bereaved  me. 

Wild  widies  will  rise,  that  no  power  can  control. 

Vhoogh  the  spell  is  dissolred,  yet  the  heart  thoa  hail 
slighted. 
Bull  festering  and  rankling— sbaU  nerer  again 
Oa  earth  taste  repose ;  it  is  withered  and  blighted, 
Ihe  shaft  may  be  drawn,  bat  the  woond  will  remain. 
10ft  o 
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SING  TO  BEAUTY  BRIGHT. 

Wmf  l)e«xty  bright  first  sheds  its  light. 
How  sweet's  the  lorely  pleasure. 

Its  lustre  brings,  on  hetreiily  wings, 
True  blessings  without  measure. 

Then  sing,  oh!  singinVraise  of  beauty  bright. 
Of  loTe,  of  mirth,  and  pleasure; 

Then  sing  of  beauty  bright. 

They  boast  that  wine  has  joys  dirine. 

But  with  it  there's  no  treasure; 
Gire  me  the  eyes  of  sparkling  jet. 

In  them  I  find  pure  pleasure ; 
The  joys  of  wine  are  but  a  moment's  stay. 

Bat  beauty  stays  for  ever. 

Then  sing  of  beauty  bright. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 

What's  that  I  espy  in  my  Clara's  blue  eye  F 

A  tear  P  yes,  by  all  that  is  charming ! 
A  sigh,  too,  I  hear,  from  the  breast  of  my  dear. 

Ah  me  1  these  are  omens  alarming ! 

Bay,  what  has  opprest  my  dear  Clara's  sweet  breast  ? 

Why  heaveth  that  bosom  so  high  ? 
Why  vanish  the  wiles  of  your  roseate  smiles  P 

And  whence  is  that  piteous  sigh  P 
Come,  Clara,  be  brief,  and  tell  me  your  grief. 

Now,  tell  me,  and  don't  be  deceiving; — 
Said  she,  quite  morose,  "  why,  then  you  are  the  oatise 

Of  all  my  thus  foolishly  grieving,** 
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PistractioD  and  death  !  in  erery  breath 

Pon't  I  swear  that  I  love  70a  to  madness  P 
How  then  can  you  doubt,  and  those  cherry  lips  pout. 

With  whining,  and  weeping,  and  sadness  P 
Think  you  that  my  love  can  possibly  lOTe, 

Or  irom  yon,  sweet,  ever  dissever  P 
To  banish  your  pain,  I  now  swear  again 

I  love  you  more  dearly  thaa  erex. 

Hy  bosom,  by  heaven  I  by  grief  would  be  riven 

If  ever  you  fancy  me  fickle ;   . 
Then,  C3sra,  be  kind,  onburthen  thy  mind« 

And  dry  op  thy  tears  as  they  trickle. 

With  a  smile  and  a  leer,  saad  Clara, "  my  dear, 

Ko  rival  I  dread  to  dispute  thee ; 
Bat  whra,  on  the  lawn,  you  met  me  this  morn. 

Yon  know,  yon  forgot  to  tahUe  me." 


OFT  DT  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 

OfT  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  me  :— 
The  smiles  and  tears  of  boyhood's  years. 

The  words  of  love  then  8|>oken, 
The  eyes  that  shone,  now  dimmed  and  gone. 

The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  linked  together, 
Pre  seen  around  me  fall. 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather, 
IfiBel  like  one  who  treads  alone 

Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled,  whose  garlands  dead. 

And  all  but  he  departed. 
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OF  MB. 

I LO  va  to  dwtD  within  Mine  loan  retrett^ 

'Mongit  f(diafe  daric»  inhabitation  rode. 
And  hear  the  diatant  torrent*  §  angrj  roar. 

Or  gliding  atreamlet*  mnrmnringif  aweet  I 
There,  atndiona  on  tomea  of  heaTen-firanght  lore, 

Haie  on  each  gift  dirine  of  aolitnde : 
l^or  would  I  oonrt  tke  cjpnan'a  tempting  lip. 

For  wonld  I  loiter  in  her  perfumed  way, 
Kor  would  I  wish  tke  roay  wine  to  aip. 

For  th^d  bat  lead  my  wayward  mind  aatray. 
The  vine  ahoold  throogh  my  humble  lattice  creep, 

It*B  purpled  dusters  should  my  sun-ahade  be. 
And,  in  the  Elysmm  of  my  fisncy,  keep 

Ky  thoughts  on  her  who  fon^y  thinks  of  me. 

Shut  from  the  worid,  and  its  tumultuous  strifb^ 

I'd  lead  the  life  led  by  the  chosen  few ; 
Lowly  each  wish,  content  should  all  supply. 

Rich  in  the  lore  of  her,  my  balm  of  life  ; 
Ko  more  on  pride  or  fsshion  I'd  rely, 

So  buoy  my  hopes  and  blight  each  better  view  t 
Tia  but  a  dream,  yet  thus  my  thoughts  will  roam. 

And  where  its  wild  sweet  song  the  linnet  weavea 
Wiah  Lore  to  dwell ;  and,  m  that  fairj  home. 

Amidst  the  summer's  green  umbrageous  learea. 
From  mom  till  ere,  my  harp  deyoatly  pour 

Its  sweetest  tones,  and  erer,  wakefolly. 
Its  TotiTe  lays  breathe  in  that  lone,  wild  bower 

To  that  sweet  maid  who  fondly  thinks  of  me. 
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THE  WOODPBCSXR. 


I  nnw  by  the  smoke  that  bo  gnoeftilljoaried 
Abore  the  green  elms,  that  a  cottage  was  near. 

And  I  Mid,  if  there's  peace  to  be  found  in  the  worid, 
A  heart  that  is  humble  might  hope  for  it  here, 

Srexy  leaf  was  at  rest,  and  I  heard  not  a  sound. 

Bat  the  woodpecker  tapping  the  hollow  beech-tree. 

And  here  in  this  lone  little  wood,  I  exclaimed. 

With  a  maid  who,  was  lorely  to  soul  and  to  eye ; 
Who  would  Unsh  when  I  praised  her,  and  weep  if  I 


How  blest  could  I  lire,  and|how  calm  could  I  die. 

Every  leaf  was  at  rest,  &o. 

By  the  shade  of  yon  sumach,  whose  red  berry  dips 
In  the  gush  of  the  fountain,  how  sweet  to  recline  ; 

And,  to  know  that  I  sighed  upon  innocent  lips, 
Whidi  ne'er  had  been  sighed  on  by  any  bat  mine. 
Every  leaf  was  at  rest,  &c. 


AH,  SIGH  NOT  FOR  LOVE 

Ah,  sigh  not  for  lore,  if  you  wish  not  to  know 
Every  torment  that  waits  on  us  mortals  below; 
Jiyau  fain  would  avoid  all  the  dangers  and  snares 
That  attend  human  Ufe,  and  escape  all  its  cares  1 

Sigh  not  for  love,  &c. 

If  eheerfhlness  smiles  on  the  glass  that  you  sip, 
"^nd  yon  wish  not  to  dash  the  sweet  cup  from  your  lip. 
If  life's  rin  you'd  see  sparkle  with  pleasure's  gay  beam. 
Hot  destroy  the  bright  babbles  that  rise  on  the  stream. 
Sigh  not  for  love,  &o. 
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If  joa  dread  the  sharp  pangs  that  assail  the  fond  heart. 
If  jroa  wish  to  shun  sorrow,  and  mirth  would  impart. 
If  yoa  prise  a  calm  life,  with  contentment  and  ease. 
If  pleasare  can  charm  jou  and  liberty  please. 

Sigh  not  for  love,  &o. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  NEaLEOTED  LOVE. 

iiimcsD  is  the  lustre  of  that  radiant  eje, 
lied  are  the  roses  of  that  polished  qheek. 

Mate  are  those  Ups  that  vent  the  strugg^ng  sigh, 
CionvuLuTe  throbs  that  iv'rj  bosom  sleek. 

Disherelled  hang  those  locks  of  aabnm  hue. 
Which  oft  that  neck,  in  tresses,  would  adorn,— 

Ah !  do  not  those  portend  that  love's  untrue. 
And  has  not  William  left  his  maid  forlorn. 

Tes,  faithless  youth!  thj  practice  was  bat  art; 

Another's  grief  has  sovereign  charms  for  thee. 
Or  never  could  thj  soul  first  win  my  heart, 

And  then  abandon  it  to  misery. 


ALAS!  THE  BATTLE'S  LOST  AND  WON. 

Alas  1  the  battle's  lost  and  won, 

Dick  Flint's  borne  off  the  field 
Bf  Death,  from  whom  the  stoutest  run. 

Who  makes  whole  armies  yield  i 
Dick  well  in  honour's  footsteps  trod. 

Braved  war  and  its  alarms ; 
Now  DeaMi  beneath  the  humble  sod 

Has  grounded  his  arms  1 
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Dick's  marched  before  ns  on  a  route. 

Where  erery  soldier's  sent. 
His  Are  is  dead,  his  coaras;e  oat 

His  ftmmtiniiion  spent; 
His  form  so  active  now's  a  olod, 

His  grace  no  longer  charms : 
For  Death  beneath  the  humble  sod 

Has  grounded  his  arms. 

Come,  fire  a  voll^  o'er  his  grave, 

Dead  marches  let  ns  beat ; 
Ww's  honours  well  become  the  brare. 

Who  sound  their  last  repeat. 
All  must  obej  Fate's  awful  nod. 

Whom  life  this  mom?nt  warms; 
Death,  soon  or  late,  beneaUi  the  sod 

Will  ground  the  soldier's  arms. 


HB  WILLEBTUBN! 

Hx  win  return  I  oh !  never  doubt  thy  lover. 

With  glowing  bosom  he'll  return  to  thee; 
8o(m  as  the  cares  of  busj  day  are  over. 

Beneath  thy  lattice -grate  his  form  thoul't  scet 
The  day  #as  made  for  slavery  and  sorrow, 

And  'tis  in  hours  of  silence  and  repose. 
When  weary  wretches  dream  upon  the  morrow. 

That  hearts  like  ours  should  meet,  to  breathe  their 
secret  woes ! 

See!  now  the  beams  of  ruddy  morning  shining. 

Warn  his  relnctant  feet  from  thee  to  part ; 
But  when  in  western  skies  yon  orb's  declining. 

Again  he'll  press  thee  to  his  bleeding  heart ! 
He  will  return !  oh!  never  doubt  thy  lover. 

Soon  as  the  golden  stars  of  eve  appear; 
When  all  the  toils  of  busy  day  are  over. 

Beneath  thy  lattice-grate  his  voice  shall  greet  thy 
listening  ear ! 
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TOSS  OPF  THB  MIGHTY  WINB. 

Lr  nonglit  but  joj  be  found,. 
Wbile  the  ipMrklipg  drink  goes  roand* 

Let  the  tong  and  tout» 

Be  our  proudest  boatt. 
While  Beoohos,  jolly  god,  ia  erowned. 

Let  the  jovial  god  be  seen, 
"Vnth  love'i  enchanting  queen  i 

And  their  lips  divine 

Taste  the  crusted  wine. 
And  enjoy  the  featiTe  scene. 

Then,  aft  the  goblet's  shrine. 
We'll  never  sink  or  pine  j 

But  psas  the  glass 

To  each  favourite  lass. 
And  toss  off  the  mighty  wine. 


LOVB  Ain>  MIRTH  CAS  MAEB  US  WISB. 

PlulBusb,  goddess  all  divine ! 
Come,  O  come,  mr  sonl  is  thine; 
Come,  O  come,  with  graceful  air». 
Come,  and  drive  away  dull  Care; 
Care,  that  suits  with  sordid  minds* 
Such  aa  fear  or  aVrice  binds. 
Selfish,  sullen,  human  brutes. 
Those  alone  dull  Care  best  suits. 

Bring  with  thee  sweet  dimpled  Lov^ 
Cupid  will  With  Pleasure  rove; 
Bacchus,  too,  must  join  the  train ; 
Bacchus  prompts  the  jocund  strain. 
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Meny  Momiu,  too,  appear; 
Momiu  is  a  foe  to  Care; 
Let  me,  let  me  join  the  choir 
Plea8Qre*iB  my  soul's  desire. 

ru  with  Baoohns  toss  the  glass. 
And,  with  Cupid,  toast  my  lass. 
Or  with  waggish  Momos  langh ; 
Thus  m  live  and  thus  I'll  quaff; 
Henoe  with  all  your  sober  rules. 
Wretched  pedants,  prating  fodla; 
Musty  morals  I  despise. 
Lore  and  mirth  can  make  vm  wise. 


WHSBB  HOirOUB  CALLB  THBB  WEKD  THY 
WAY. 

Whbu  honour  ealls  thee  wend  thy  way. 

Since  we  must  1»d  adieu ; 
The  prayer  that  could  not  win  thy  stay 

Shall  still  thy  course  pursue. 
And,  should  the  storm  around  thee  wail. 

Or  wild  thoughts  rend  thy  breast. 
Hay  that  fond  prayer  with  heaven  preTail, 

And  hush  them  still  to  rest. — Farewell ! 

Wann  hearts  are  few,  the  woild  is  ccd. 

In  other  lands  than  this. 
And  heroes  learn,  ere  they  grow  old. 

That  lore  alone  is  bliss. 
Then  aU  in  rain,  should  glory  shine. 

To  giTe  thee  joy  or  rest; 
Find  thou  a  heart  that  loves  like  mine. 

And  thou  wilt  still  be  blest.— FarewcU  I 
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THEX,  FAEE  THEE  WELL,  MY  OWN  DEAB 
LOVE. 

Tbbit,  fare  tbee  well,  my  own  dear  lore. 

This  world  has  now  Ibr  as 
No  greater  grief,  no  pain  abore^ 

The  pain  of  parting  thus. 
Dear  love ! 

The  pain  of  parting  thus. 

Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  m^t. 

Some  few  short  hours  of  bliss. 
We  might,  in  nomVnng  them,  forget 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 
Dear  lore  I 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  thisi 

But,  no ;  alas !  we  have  never  seen 

One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray, 
But  still  there  came  some  cloud  between* 

And  chased  it  all  away. 
Dear  love ! 

And  chased  it  all  away. 

Yet  e'en  could  those  sad  moments  last, 

Far  dearer  to  my  heart. 
Were  hours  of  grief  together  past. 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart. 
Dear  love ! 

Than  years  of  nurth  apart. 

Farewell,  our  hope  was  bom  in  fears. 

And  nursed  'mid  vain  regrets ; 
Like  winter  suns,  it  rose  in  tears. 

Like  them,  in  tears  it  sets. 
Dear  love ! 

Like  them,  in  tears  it  sets. 
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YES,  THOU  WILT  BE,  MUST  BE  MINE ! 

SXGITATIYB. 

Tbzxblx,  ye  genii,  in  your  oaves. 
Low  hid  beneath,  the  ocean  waves  I 
Tremble,  je  genii  of  the  air. 
For  soon  my  power  will  roach  you  thepo. 


Yes,  thou  wilt  be,  most  be  mine  ! 

Far  and  wide  thy  light  shall  shine  ! 

I  will  live  A3  none  before 

E'er  have  lived  on  life's  dull  shore; 

Yet  my  spirits  never  sink, 

Kor  my  weary  eyelids  wink. 

Pearls  and  mamonds,  they  shall  be 

But  as  pebbles  of  the  sea 

And  the  air  that  round  me  blows 

Breathe  but  of  the  morning  rose  i 

And  my  spirits  never  sink, 

Nor  my  weary  eyelids  wink. 

I  will  ever  youthful  be. 
Sickness  shall  not  come  near  me ; 
Hight  and  day  the  wine  shall  flow. 
And  the  fairest  ronnd  me  glow ; 
Yet  my  spirits  never  sink. 
Nor  my  weary  eyelids  wink. 


BWEET  SUNG  THE  LARK,  HIGH  POISED  m 
AIB. 

BwKKT  song  the  lark,  high  poised  in  ail^ 

When,  on  as  sweet  a  morn. 
In  Hymen's  fane,  one  fate  to  share, 

Anna  and  I  were  sworn. 
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BweeAlj  the  thnuh,  in  vftried  song. 

The  Taoftnt  joy  increased, 
"When,  kindly,  came  the  village-throng 

To  j(Hn  the  marriage-featt. 
But  tweeter  sang  the  nightingale. 

Love's  herald  of  the  grove. 
When  CynUiia,  through  the  silver  vale. 

Led  to  the  bower  of  love. 

The  lark's  sweet  morning  song  of  joj 

Is  known  bj  that  content,     . 
A  lovelj  girl  and  blooming  boj 

Are  given  ns  to  cement. 
The  thrash,  still  merrHj,  at  noon, 

Li  varied  cadence  sings. 
When  smiling  Fortune  oft  some  boon. 

To  cheer  our  labour,  brings. 
Kor  time  far  distant  shaU  we  grieve. 

Though  blessing  now,  and  blest. 
When  Philomel,  at  Nature's  eve, 

ShaU  lull  us  into  rest. 


THE  HAPPY,  MBBRY,  MDTSTEBL-BOY. 

THBorGH  Cambria's  sweet  valleys  I  stray, 

Begardless  where  Chance  bids  me  roam ; 
A  cottage  my  shelter  to-day. 

To-morrow  a  castle  my  home : 
^o  cares  disturb  my  peacefol  breast, 

I  rise,  at  early  dawn,  with  joy. 
And  calmly  sink,  at  eve,  to  rest, 

A  happy,  merry,  minstrel-boy. 

Soft  ditties  I  sing  to  the  fair. 
And  strains  of  renown  to  the  bold; 

My  roundelays  banish  despair. 
And  cheer  both  the  voung  and  the  old. 

No  cares  disturb,  &o 
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A  LONELY  -AKAB  MAID. 

A  LOiTBLT  Arab  maid, 

The  desert* s  aiTD{>Ie  ohildi 
Unskilled  in  arts,  by  whiob,  'tis  said, 

Man's  lore  maj  be  befipiilnd. 
Idke  some  nprootea  flower  am  I, 

Upon  a  riv^r  flang. 
To  float  a  little  hour,  than  die. 

Unheeded,  as  I  sprung. 

But,  if  thy  firiendl  J  hand 

Should  lift  me  from  the  tide, 
And  bear  me  to  some  distant  land. 

To  bloom,  th  J  bosom's  pride. 
O !  sooner  from  his  darling  rose 

The  nightingale  shall  roam, 
Than  I  disturb  that  heart's  repose. 

Which  lore  hath  made  my  home. 


THE  PIPE  OP  TOBACCO  J 

OB,  AJr  KKBLBX  OV  LCTB. 

Iv  some  emblem  of  life  ev*ry  wit  has  his  jest. 

Touched  with  spleen,  as  they  touch  the  last  guinea. 
But,  abore  aU  their  symbols,  the  one  I  like  best. 

Is  a  full  smoking  pipe  of  Yirginia. 
As  the  pipe  shows  the  weakness  and  frailty  of  life, 

(Pot  'tis  brittle,  and  easily  liroke,) 
So  the  foibles  of  man,  with  his  follies  so  rife. 

Are  well  represented  by  smoke. 

lo,  the  wealthy  old  cit,  heaping  sum  upon  sum, 
Driring  trade  to  all  parts  of  the  earth, 

With  his  let  uaptuih  on,  till  it  mounts  to  a  plumb. 
Making  gold  the  criterion  of  worth; 
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And  the  miser,  who  daily  ia  cheating  himself 

For  th'  enjoyment  of  other  guess  folk, 
When  the  fell  sergeant.  Death,  lays  his  hand  on  thoif 
pelf. 

Don't  thej  find  'tis  all  nothing  but  smoke. 

Oft  the  poor  hungry  poet,  with  labour  and  care. 

Racks  his  brain  for  some  promised  meed ! 
When  the  boon  he  receives  is  dispersed  in  the  air. 

Like  the  fume  of  the  Indian  weed; 
And  the  hero,  as  oft  seeking  glory  and  fame. 

Meets  a  fame  which  ho  never  bespoke. 
And  finds  out  that  proud  phantom,  called  Honour  by  naa%«t 

E'en  at  best  is  but  vapour  and  smoke. 

Thenthe  keen  fortune-hunter,  so  knowing  and  deep, 
.  With  his  heart-piercing  sigh,  most  sincer. 
For  the  well-jointured  widow  has  ceased  to  weep. 

He's  ioT  puffing  his  amoke  in  her  ear. 
And,  ye  maids,  of  each  flattering  coxcomb  beware. 

When,  with  rapture  your  smiles  they  invoke. 
For  too  otten  'tis  found,  to  the  grief  of  the  fair. 

That  their  vows  are  but  vapour  and  smoke. 

But  tobacco's  possessed  of  a  quality  rare. 

From  its  dust-rising  fragrance  wu  find. 
And,  when  its  warm  fumes  are  absorbed  in  the  air. 

They  leave  a  sweet  odour  behind : 
Thus,  a  true  honest  soul  proves  his  virtue  and  worth. 

Whom  grim  Death  bows  him  under  his  yoke. 
By  the  gen'rous  esteem  his  name  holds  npon  earth. 

For  the  rest — ^is  but  vapour  and  smoke ! 
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THE  OCEAH"  IS  THE  SEAMAITS  HOME. 

O,  ToiT,  whose  lives  on  land  are  passed. 
And  keep  from  dangerons  seas  aloof. 

Who  careless  listen  to  the  blast. 
Or  beating  rains  upon  the  roof,— 

Ton  little  heed  how  seamen  fare. 

Condemned  the  angry  storm  to  bear. 

Sometimes,  while  breakers  vex  the  tide. 
He  takes  his  station  on  the  deck ; 

And  now,  lashed  o'er  the  vessel's  side, 
He  clears  away  the  onmb'ring  wreck : 

Yet,  while  the  billows  o'er  him  foam. 

The  ocean  is  his  only  home. 

Still  fresher  blows  the  midnight  gale : 
*  *  All  hands  reef  top-sails,"  are  the  cries ; 

And,  while  the  clouds  the  heavens  veil. 
Aloft,  to  reef  the  sail,  he  flies  ! 

In  storms  so  rending  doomed  to  roam. 

The  ocean  is  the  seaman's  home. 


I  BEVEL  IN  HOPE  AND  JOY  AGAIN. 

I  BXTSL  in  hope  and  joy  again ; 
A.  ray  shin^  over  my  brea^ng  chain. 
Beams  like  a  beacon  the  gloom  above. 
And  lights  my  path  to  my  lady  love  1 

I  feel  like  a  monntam>3tream  set  free 
From  the  stem  frost-spirit's  mastery. 
Rushing  down  from  its  rocky  height. 
Leaping  and  sparkling  in  wild  delight. 

I  revel  in  hope  and  joy  again ! 
I  seek  my  love  as  that  stream  the  main : 
They  shall  tnm  the  tide  with  a  silken  glove. 
Ere  they  bar  my  way  to  my  lady-love  I 
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VTEEN  ANGBY  NATIONS  BUSH  TO  ABM8. 

Wezk  angrj  nations  msli  to  arms. 

And  dare  Britannia's  peace  molest. 
Whilst  Discord  sounds  his  dire  alann»» 

And  fills  yrith  rage  each  hostile  breast. 
The  gallant  tar,  at  Honour's  call. 

Springs  forth  to  meet  his  country's  foos. 
And  fixed  to  conquer,  or  to  fall. 

His  breast  with  martial  ardour  gUym. 

Behold  him  in  the  dreadftd  scene. 

Where  heroes  fall  to  rise  no  more. 
He  braves  his  fat«  with  dauntless  mien. 

And  bids  the  thundering  cannons  roar  ; 
No  fears  appal  his  manly  mind. 

Or  if,  perchance,  he  heaves  a  sigh, 
•lis  for  the  girl  he  left  behind,— 

A  sailor  never  dreads  to  die. 

In  honour's  deathless  page  enrolled. 

Conspicuous  shines  each  hero's  name. 
Each  guardian  of  his  native  land. 

Whose  bosom  nobly  pants  for  fame ; 
On  them  the  British  fair  bestow 

Their  choicest  smiles,  their  favours  sweet. 
When,  crowned  with  laurels  from  the  foe. 

They  lay  their  wreaths  at  Beauty's  feet. 


PLEASUBE'S  LIKE  THE  FLOWEB. 

Whbk  in  the  world  ray  days  I  past. 
All  shone  so  bright  and  pleasant; 

I  felt  so  sure  that  joy  would  last, 
I  wasted  moments  present. 


Digitized  by  Google 


FIcMwre's  like  th«  flower. 

Frail  and  fleeting  ever 
Now  it  decks  the  bower, 

Kow  ia  gone  for  ever  I 

Yet,  now  ixttmtired  in  gloomy  sbrine, 
Shonld  ongiit  shine  bright  and  pleastuit^ 

At  foltf  past  I'll  not  repine. 
But  Uess  the  moments  present. 

HeasarflTalike  the  flcrwer,  &c. 


FILL  THE  BOWI^-TO  WOMAN  FULI 

Oh  !  teQ  me  not  therms  joj  on  earth. 

Where  woman  is  not  found! 
Ohl  ten  me  not  the  soul  of  miriJi 

Li  rapture  beams  around. 
Except  where  lovelj  woman  give 

Her  soft  bewitching  wile. 
When  all  around  the  board  there  lives 
The  sunshine  of  her  smile.. 
Then  fill  the  bowl,  to  woman  fill 
-    The  sparkling  goblet  up ; 
With  raptured  soul  we'U  quaffthe  wine. 
And  bless  the  hailow'd  cup. 

There's  not  a  charm,— a  social  bliss,— 

Sut  what  with  her  we  share; 
And  trouble,  fair  one !  even  thia^ 

Prom  thee  we  learn  to  bear. 
For  'tis  upon  thy  gentle  breast. 

We  pillow  all  our  fears ; 
And,  as  the  beams  on  ocean  rest. 

Thy  smile  comes  o'er  our  tears. 

Then,  fill  iSie  bowl,  &o. 
105  9 
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THB  TAJSfQ  OF  FABEWELL 

FOBGXT  not  the  ftutH  thoa  hM  Towed, 

Thongh  Fortane  forget  to  be  tnie; 
Bemember  the  bosom  that  bowed. 

In  smuhine  or  sorrow,  to  yoa. 
0«  there  is  a  glance  of  the  eye, 

A  look  which  no  language  can  teU, 
A  speech  in  the  soul-breaUiing  sigh. 

Which  softens  the  pang  of  farewell ! 

The  roses,  in  summer,  are  sweet. 

The  lilies  are  loyely  and  fair. 
But  flowers  are  clothed  in  deceit. 

For  the  thorn  and  the  mildew  are  there. 
Then,  trust  not  the  q;>oiler,  whose  smiLe 

Would  lure  thee  with  magical  spell, 
Kor  giro  me  that  glance,  to  beguile. 

Which  softens  the  pang  of  farewell! 


GIVE  MB  DEATH  OB  LIBEBTT. 

Weiuv  happy  in  my  native  land, 

1  boast  my  country's  charter, 
I'll  never  basely  lend  my  hand 

Her  liberties  to  barter. 
The  noble  mind  is  not  at  all 

By  poverty  degraded, 
'Tis  guilt  alone  can  make  us  fall. 

And  well  I  am  persuaded 
Each  free-bom  Briton's  song  slioiua  te, 
"  Or  give  me  death  or  liberty  1" 

Though  small  the  power  which  Fortune  grants, 

And  few  the  gifts  she  sends  us. 
The  lordly  hireling  often  wants 

That  freedom  which  defends  us. 
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By  law  sectired  from  lawless  strife* 

Our  house  is  oar  etuteUums 
Thus,  blessed  with  all  that*  s  dear  in  life# 
For  lucre  shall  we  sell  'em  ? 
ITo :  ererj  Briton's  song  should  he, 
**  Or  giro  me  death  or  liberty  1" 


SOLDIER,  BESTl  THY  WARFABB  O'ER. 

SoLDiXB,  rest!  thy  warfare  o'er. 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking ; 
Dream  of  battled  fields  no  more. 

Days  of  danger,  nights  of  waking; 
In  our  isle's  enchanted  hall, 

Hands  unseen  thy  couch  are  strewing, 
Fairy  strams  of  music  fall. 

Every  sense  in  slumber  dewing. 
Soldier,  rest  1  thy  warfare  o'er. 
Dream  of  fighting  fields  no  more; 
Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking, 
Horn  of  toO,  nor  night  of  waking. 

"No  rude  sound  shall  reach  thine  ear, 

Armour's  clang,  or  war-steed's  champing. 
Trump  nor  pibroch  summon  here, 

Hnstering  clan,  or  squadron  tramping 
Tet,  the  lark's  shrill  fife  may  come. 

At  the  day-break  firom  the  fallow* 
And  the  bittern  sound  the  drum. 

Booming  from  the  bitter  shallow. 
Ruder  sounds  shall  none  be  near; 
Guards  nor  warders  challenge  heret 
Here's  no  war-steed's  neigh  and  champing, 
Shouting  Qlans  or  squadrons  stamping. 
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IF  I  SWBAB  BY  THAT  EYE,  TOTTLL  AILOW. 

Iv  I  twew  hj  that  eye,  you^  alloir 

Its  look  is  80  ahiflang  aad  ftew. 
That  the  oath  I  might  take  on  it  aow. 

The  Tory  next  ^Moe  would  undo. 

Those  babies  that  nestle  so  slj 

Bach  different  arrows  hare  got, 
TbsA  atn  oa&  on  the  glance  of  an  eje 

Booh  as  yours  may  be  off  in  a  shot. 

Shonkl  lawear  by  the  dew  on  yo«r  lip. 
Though  each  nKMaoaltthetreaaiihiiPfem, 

If  my  constanoy  wishes  to  trip, 
I  may  kiss  off  the  oatk  wImb  I  ahooso. 

Or  a  sigb  may  disperse  from  that  flower 
The  dew  and  the  oath  that  are  there : 

And  rd  make  a  new  tow  er'ry  hour. 
To  lose  thetn  so  sweetly  in  air. 

But  dear  up  thait  heaT'n  of  year  brow, 
Kor  fancy  my  faitii  is  a  feather; 

On  my  heart  I  will  pledge  you  my  tow. 
And  they  both  must  be  broken  togeOier. 


I  SIGHED  ALONE  FOE  YOTJ. 

Whut  first  I  left  my  native  aofl. 
Wide  o'er  the  foaming  surge  to  toil* 

Add  bade  my  firiends  adieu. 
In  passing  sif^  my  bursting  heart 
Did  to  the  winds  its  grief  inqpazt 
■  Bat  sighed  alone  for  you. 

And  when  in  whistling  stormy  gales, 
JEaiuB  sternly  split  our  sails. 
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TdtmrnfMsm  yiem  9 
When%htxiingflma]ied,  And  tiMi&4ev  MtMd; 
And  split  our  mainmaBt  by.  tka  bowd, 

I  ai(^ied  aloae  ibr  7011. 

In  gnn-shot  when  wa  did  disoem. 
And  all  the  crew  from  stem  to  stecn^ 

Prepared  to  drub  tiie  foe  ; 
I  oalml J  Tievad,  from  side  to  tide^ 
The  havoo  made  bj  each  bvoadside. 

Bat  sighady  alas,  lor  yom. 

And  when  in  dodc  oar  ship  was  laid. 
And  erery  tax  kb  wages  paid. 

His  pleasorea  to  porsoe ; 
I  hastened  to  the  girl  I  loTed« 
Bat  find  my  f*an's  inconstant  proved,. 

Yet  still  moat  sigh  for  you. 

HT  SOUL  IS  EBEE,  EABEWELL. 

Ybb— I  have  lored  and  honoored  thee, — 
Nor  goile,  nor  fear  of  goile  were  mine ; 

Bat,  oh  1  i^ice  thoa  canst  faithless  be, 
111  grieve  not  for  a  heart  like  thine  I 

Xadf ,  when  first  thme  azure  eye 
Met  aad  eontroUed  n^y  raptored  gaze, 

Slina  waa  tka  fond  and  pleading  sigh 
That  fervent  adoration  paja. 

Could  I  have  known  what  now  I  know» 
Its  beam  but  brightened  to  betray, 

JA  vain  had  shone  the  spoiioos  glow 
That  led  a  trosting  heart  astray. 

Ti*  not  an  eye  of  brightest  hue 

Cm.  Woman's  nobler  speU  impart,— 

PideHty  and  Feeling  true 

forge  the  strong  fetters  of  the  heart. 
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And  the  brief  charm  hath  lost  its  power- 
Indignant  Pride  shaU  now  rebel ; 

For,  cold  and  false  one  1  from  this  honr 
My  soul  is  free.— Farewell— Farewell ! 


THE  SAILOB'S  LULLABY. 

FxAOZVirL  slnmb'ring  on  the  ocean. 

Seamen  fear  no  danger  nigh. 
The  winds  and  wares,  in  gentle  motion. 
Soothe  them  with  their  luUabj^- 
Lullaby,  lullaby,  lullaby. 
Soothes  them  with  their  loUaby. 

Is  the  wind  tempestnous  blowing. 

Still  no  danger  they  desciy ! 
The  guileless  heart,  its  boon  bestowing. 

Soothes  them  with  its  lullaby— 

Lullaby,  Slo, 


AH,  TELL  ME  NO  MORE,  MY  DEAR  aiRI^ 
WITH  A  SIGH. 

Ah,  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  girl,  with  a  sigh, 

liiat  a  coldness  will  creep  o'er  mj  heart. 
That  a  sullen  indifference  will  dwell  on  my  eye. 

When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart. 
Shall  thy  graces,  O  Cynthia  I  then  gladden  my  day. 

And  brighten  the  gloom  of  my  night. 
Till  life  be  extinguished,  and  fond  memory  stray. 

Which  it  ought  to  review  with  delight  ? 

Upbraiding,  shall  gratitude  say  with  a  tear. 
That  no  longer  I  think  of  those  charms. 

Which  gave  to  my  bosom  such  rapture  sincere. 
And  fiftded  at  length  in  my  arms  ? 
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Whjyes!  it  inftj  happen*  thou  damsel  diTliM, 

To  be  honest— I  freely  declare, 
IRiat  e'en  now  to  thj  converse  so  mnch  I  incline 

Pre  alreadj  forgot  thou  art  fair. 


A  HEART  THAT  LOVES  THEE  DEARLY,  LOVB. 

IX AY,  dearest  girl,  forbear  to  fear. 
The  future  shall  not  wake  a  tear ; 

ni  woo  thee  still  as  dearly,  loTe. 
O,  that  my  wild  harp  could  reveal 
The  anzioos  donbts,  the  pangs  I  feel. 

For  thee,  still  felt  sincerely,  love. 

May  flatt'ring  hope,  youth's  sweetest  guide, 
StiU  o'er  those  anxious  doubts  preside, 

Donbts  torturing  too  severely,  love ; 
Gild  each  fond  tear  with  rapture's  smile. 
And  with  some  fairy  spell  beguile 

A  heart  that  loves  thee  dearly,  love. 

Then  shall  the  dictates  of  that  heart, 
To  thine  its  timid  love  impart, 

TiU  it,  too,  bum  sincerely,  love; 
For  there  is  lodged  within  my  breast 
A  sigh  that  finds  no  place  of  rest, 

A  heart  that  loves  thee  dearly,  love. 

TO-MORROW. 

Iff  the  downhill  of  life,  when  I  find  I'm  declining, 

May  my  fate  no  less  fortunate  be. 
Than  a  snug  elbow  chair  will  afford  for  reclining. 

And  a  cot  that  o'erlooks  the  wide  sea ; 
With  Mn  ambling  pad  pony  to  pace .  o'er  the  lawh. 

While  I  carol  away  idle  sorrow ; 
And,  blithe  as  the  lark,  that  each  day  hails  the  dawn^ 

Look  forward  with  hope  for  to-morrow. 
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With  ftporobat  mj  door«  boihfbraluUic  vid  tlttdab  ^9% 

As  the  sunshine  or  njn  mij^  prevsfl.; 
And  a  small  qwtof  ground  fbr  the  use  of  the  qp^dti^  toei 

With  a  bam  for  the  we  of  the  flail : 
A  oow  for  my  dairjr,  a  dog  for  my  game. 

And  a  parse  when  a  friend  wants  to  b<mrowt 
m  enTy  no  nabob  his  ndies  aqd  fame, 

Or  what  hononcs  majf  wait  him  tOfonozTow. 

l^pm  the  bleak  northern  blast  mqr  my  oot  be  oompleteitf 

Seonred  by  a  neighbouring  hill ; 
And  at  night  may  repose  steal  npon  me  more  sweetly. 

By  the  sound  of  a  mnrmnring  rill : 
And  while  peace  and  plenty  I  find  at  my  board. 

With  a  heart  free  from  sickness  aad  sorrow; 
With  my  friends  let  me  share  what  to^y  may  afiyrd. 

And  let  them  spread  the  table  to-monow. 

And  when  I,  at  last,  must  throw  off  this  fhul  coverings 

Which  I  haye  worn  for  threescore  years  and  ten ; 
On  the  brink  of  the  grave  I'll  not  seek  to  keep  hovering, 

Nor  my  thread  wish  to  spin  o'er  againi 
But  my  face  in  the  glass  I'll  serenely  surrey. 

And,  with  smiles,  count  each  wriaUe  and  frirrow ; 
As  this  old  worn  out  stufl^  which  is  tlureadbare  to-day. 

Hay  become  everlasting  to-morrow. 

AND  WILT  THOU  WEEP  WHEN  I  AM  LOW. 

Ajn>  wilt  thou  weep  whrni  I  am  low  t 
Sweet  la4y,  speak  those  words  agai«, j 

Yet,  if  it  grieve  thee,  say  not  so-~ 
I  would  not  gplve  that  bosom  pain. 

My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  are  gone, 
My  blood  runs  coldly  through  my  breast. 

And,  when  I  perish,  thou  alone 
Will  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest. 
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And  yet  mefhinks  a  gleam  of  peace 
Doth  throagh  my  cloiid  of  auguih  ihine. 

And  for  a  vliile  my  sorrows  cease, 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mlae. 

Gh,  lady,  blessed  be  that  tear» 

It  falls  for  one  who  cannot  weepi 
Such  predoos  <frops  are  doubly  dear 

To  those  whose  eyes  no  tear  may  iteep. 

Sweet  lady !  once  my  heart  was.warm,  # 

With  every  feeling  soft  as  thine; 
Bnt  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 

A  wretch  seated  to  repinf. 

Yet,  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low  f 
Sweet  lady,  speak  those  worcb  again : 

Tet,  if  they  grieye  thee,  say  not  so— • 
I  would  not  gire  that  bosom  pain, 

BEABEST  YOUTH,  THIS  HEABT  WILL  BREAK. 

Dbabbst  youth,  this  heart  will  breac. 

If  cnie^  soldiers  take  thee  far ; 
Why  peaceful  home  and  me  forsake. 

To  court  the  dangers  of  tiie  war? 
But  all  is  home,  when  thou'lt  resort^ 

My  Sandy's  smiles  sndk  comfort  bring  i 
The  humble  Tillage  is  a  court. 

Graced  by  the  preaeaca  of  a  king. 

Hy  silken  gown,  my  cotton  hose, 

Hy  cap  of  lace  I  leave  behind; 
Hy  hands  and  face  I  must  expose 

To  scorching  sun,  to  rain,  and  wind. 
With  him  I'tt  meet  the  blast  so  keen. 

And  smile  whfle  on  the  billows  tost; 
The  heart  whwe  love  is  warm  within. 

Enjoys  a  l^y  in  Winter's  frost 
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TIME  IS  ON  THE  WING. 

Btvmw,  strew  with  roses, 

Life's  rough  path  uxd  lets  be  gaj  ; 
Artless  yoath  proposes. 

And  trifles  time  away. 
But  youth,  a  fleeting  April  mom, 

This  lesson  seems  to  bring. 
Every  rose  will  bear  a  thorn. 

And  time  is  on  the  wing. 

Trip,  trip  to  measnre. 

Dulcet  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
Warble  songs  of  pleasure, 

Adown  the  flowery  grove. 
But  Love's  sweet  voice  will  oft  betray, 

And  Pleasure  cloyed  will  sing. 
Every  flower  vnll  fade  away. 

And  time  is  on  the  wing. 


HERB  WE  MEET  TOO  SOON  TO  PAST. 

Hbbk  we  meet  too  soon  to  part, 
Here  to  leave  will  raise  a  smart. 
Here  PU  press  thee  to  my  heart, 

"Where  none  have  place  above  thee  I 
Here  I  tow  I  love  thee  well. 
Could  but  words  unseal  the  speU, 
Had  but  language  strength  to  tell, 

Pd  say  how  much  I  love  thee. 

Here  we  meet  to  soon,  &o. 

Here  the  rose  that  decks  thy  door. 
Here  the  thorn  that  spreads  thy  bower. 
Here  the  vnllow  on  the  moor. 
The  birds  at  rest  above  thee. 
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Had  they  Hght  of  life  to  see. 
Sense  of  soul  like  me  and  thee. 
Soon  might  each  a  witness  be. 
How  doatingly  I  Jove  thee. 

Here  we  meet  too  soon,  Ac. 

JF  WmE  AND  MUSIC  HAVE  THB  POWER, 
I»  wine  and  music  have  the  power,  •^ 

To  ease  the  sickness  of  the  soul,* 
Let  PhcBbus  every  string  explore. 

And  Bacchus  fiU  the  sprightly  bowl. 
pet  them  their  friendly  aid  employ. 

To  make  my  Chloe's  absence  light; 
And  seek  for  pleasure  to  destroy 

The  sorrows  of  this  live  long  night. 
But  ahe  to-morrow  will  return, 

Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great; 
Thy  myrtle  strew,  thy  odours  bum. 

And  meet  thy  favWte  nymph  in  state. 
Kmd  goddess !  to  no  other  powers. 

Let  us  to-morrow's  blessings  own ; 
The  ^ling  loves  shaU  guide  the  heart. 

And  all  the  day  be  thine  alone. 


UP  WITH  THE  LIGHT,  MY  MAIDEIT  BEIGHT. 
Vv  with  light. 
My  maiden  bright. 
The  thmsh  twitters  on  the  tree. 
Each  meny,  merry  bird  to  his  mate  doth  call. 
And  the  bridal  waits  for  thee. 
The  sun-beams  pass 
On  the  dew-spread  grass. 
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And  gold  gleams  are  ia  the  tkyi 
The  mom's  balmy  breese  to  thj  caseBMntliMW 
iLnd  thy  bridegroom  is  waiting  fiw  Umb. 

The  lover  spake, 

«  Fair  maid,  awake/' 
Yet  the  maiden  still  she  slept, 
*■  Why  tarries  she  ficom  me  P  thy  bonny  faoe  TU  see," 
And  lightly  to  her  wiadow  he  leaped.  • 

One  cry  he  gave, 

Then  still  as  the  grare. 
In  dim  horror  he  fixed  his  dark  eye. 

For  there  his  lady  bright. 

Slept  her  long,  changeless  nig^t. 
And  a  blood-sprinkled  corpse  weltered  nigh. 


FABEWELL  FOB  EVER. 

Aim  mnst  I,  Ellen,  say  adieo. 

And  bid  thy  face  farewell  for  erer  f 
No  longer  tar»  my  eyes  on  yon. 

On  thee,  my  lore  ? — O,  noTor,  never  I 
The  son  most  first  forbear  to  shine. 

Books  sink  to  dost,  and  mountains  SMC 
Ere  I  can  leave  saoh  charms  as  thin0» 

Or  say  farewell,  farewell  for  ever  I 

And  mnst  I  hear  thy  voice  no  more  P 

Thy  smiles  be  lost  to  me  for  ever  f 
Besign  each  grace  unseen  before  ? 

O,  no,  my  love  I  O,  never,  never  I 
The  wings  of  time  n^nst  cease  to  fly; 

The  tide  to  flow,  and  worlds  dissever^ 
Ere  I  can  breathe  the  parting  sigh. 

Or  say,  farewell— farewell  for  ever ! 
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WB  WILL  LOTB  TILL  LIFE  ITSELF  EIPIEE3. 

SvBDVB,  subdue  the  hopeless  flame 

Within  thj  bosom  borning; 
Go  seek  a  heiot  may  bless  thy  ohoice. 

By  love  for  lore  rcitorning. 
Ifo,  no,  I  feel  I  ne'er  can  meet 

Anotibier  to  adore,  dear; 
For  thee  alone  this  heart  must  beat 

Until  it  beat  no  Tston,  At»t, 
Then,  tiiongh  worlds  divide  our  hearts, 

We'U  cherish  still  their  fires ; 
Though  ages  part  us,  we  will  love 

Till  life  itself  expires. 

Alove  like  oars,  so  warn,  to  posn. 

Let  advene  fortune  sever ; 
In  absence  it  on&Mnng  blooimi. 

Unaltered,  and  for  ever. 
It  is  an  ever-burning  star. 

O'er  storms  sublimely  riding; 
With  stea^  light,  our  wandering  oourae 

Through  life's  rough  ocean  guiding. 

Then,  though  worlds,  &o. 


THIS  HBAET  IS  ALL  THY  OWN. 

Tex  hour  is  come  that  we  must  part. 

And  cold  is  thy  farewell  J 
While  thou,  within  this  lonely  heart* 

Must  ever  dearer  dwdL 
Within  the  doister^a  holy  cell 

My  shame  I  must  recall ; 
^ere  oft  must  burning  Mem'ry  teA 

Thy  triun^h— and  my  falL 
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And  there  ITl  pour  the  ceaseless  tear 

Of  penitence  for  sin ; 
And  strive,  by  onp  incessant  prayer. 

Thy  soul's  release  to  win  I 
FareweU!  thy  parting  pang  is  past, 

I  erred  for  thee  alone ; 
And,  oh !  until  it  breathe  its  last. 

This  heart  is  all  thy  own. 


ADOBED  AND  BEAUTEOUS  ISABEL. 

Adobkd  and  beantoos  Isabel, 
To  leave  my  home  if  fate  compel. 
As  o'er  the  deep  the  vessel  flies. 
When  foreign  regions  round  me  rise. 
Thy  image  in  my  soul  shall  dwell. 
With  love  unchanged,  unchangeable. 
Adored  and  beauteous  Isabel. 

Adored  and  beauteous  Isabel, 
Should  fate  ring  out  a  deeper  knell. 
And  stricken  by  the  deadly  baU, 
In  honour's  strife  thy  lover  fall. 
For  thee  his  latest  sigh  shall  swell. 
Thy  name  his  dying  breath  shall  tell. 
Adored  and  bea^iteons  Isabel. 

OH  TWINE  IN  THry  GARLAND,  SWEET  MAID. 
Oh  I  twine  in  thy  garland,  sweet  maid. 

This  blossom  so  lovely  and  wild. 
Which  smiles  in  the  sun  and  the  shade, 

•Tis  heart's  ease,  contentment's  sweet  child. 
For  the  wise  and  the  simple  it  springs. 

And  blooms  for  the  great  and  the  poor  ; 
'Tis  found  in  the  gardens  of  kings, 

And  adorns  the  cottager's  door. 
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One  half  of  its  leaves  had  their  birth 

In  Bonbeams,  so  golden  their  hae. 
The  other  seems  fostered  bj  earth, 

They're  so  dark  and  so  shadowy  too. 
Thns  a  light  from  the  heavens  is  shed. 

To  temper  each  trial  ire  meet ; 
Whilrt  contentment  its  magio  shall  spread. 

To  render  each  blessing  more  sweet. 


8HB  LOVED,  AITD  LOYED  8INCEBBLY. 

Ths  tear  that  pearled  my  Clara's  cheek. 

And  dewed  the  rose  of  Beanty, 
Jn  ^ist'ning  raptore  seemed  to  speak. 

How  high  it  priased  the  duty ; 
And,  ere  the  drop  dissolved  away. 

From  where  it  clang  so  dearly, 
The  matchless  maid  was  heard  to  say. 

She  loved,  and  loved  sincerely 

The  binsh  that  oritisoned  Clara's  face. 

Her  every  look  adorning, 
Gave  softening  sweetness  to  each  grace, 

like  san>tints  of  the  morning ! 
Bnt  sweeter  to  the  trembling  heart. 

That  beats  for  her  so  dearly. 
To  hear  my  Clara's  tongue  impart— 

She  loved,  and  loved  sincerely. 

THE  SAILOB'S  BBIDE. 

Aziovs,  long  tedious  hours  I  mourn. 

Throughout  the  solitary  day. 
And,  sighing,  wish  my  love's  return, 

Who  sails  the  ocean  far  away ; 
Whilst  the  bold  tar  adventurous  braves 
The  Airy  of  the  stormy  waves. 
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When,  restiww,  tossixn?  on  my  bfefl, 
I  hear  the  midnight  Btonns  debate. 

And  rude  winds  homing  o'er  my  head, 
I  tremble  for  my  sailor's  fate; 

Whilst  the  bold  tar  adventurous  braTes 

The  fury  of  the  stormy  waves. 

Hy  Poll,  he  oAmu  ones,  no  mooral 
Ck)me,  wipe  away  that  fallen  tear, 

I  travel  to  the  distant  shore. 
To  bring  back  treasures  to  my  dear  } 

For  this  thy  sailor  feaxless  braves 

The  danger  of  the  ocean's  waves. 

He  msikes  me  smile  amidst  my  woe. 
The  tear  he  kisses  from  my  eye ; 

But  when  he's  gone,  my  sorrows  flow, 
j^d  oft  I  heave  a  lonely  sigh? 

Whilst  far  away  my  sailor  braves 

The  dangers  of  the  ocean's  waves. 


GALLAin:  TOM. 

It  blew  great  guns,  when  gallant  Tom 

Was  taking  in  a  sail. 
And  squalls  came  on,  in  sight  of  home. 

That  strengthen'd  to  a  gale ; 
Broad  sheets  of  vivid  lightning  glar'd. 

Reflected  by  the  main ; 
And  even  gallant  Tom  despair'd 

To  see  his  love  again. 

The  storm  came  on  I  each  T*g  a-boM^ 

Was  into  tatters  rent ; 
The  rain  through  every  erevioe  pouec'di 

All  fear'd  the  dread  event. 
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The  pmnps  were  choVd— their  awfhl  doom 

Seemed  snre  at  every  strain ; 
Each  tar  despair'd,  e'en  gallant  Tom 

To  see  his  love  again. 

The  leak  was  stopt,  the  winds  grew  dnXl^ 

The  billows  ceas'd  to  roar. 
And  the  torn  ship,  almost  a  hnQ 

In  safety  reach'd  the  shore,  > 

Crowds  ran  to  see  the  wondrous  sight  I 

The  storm  had  rag'd  in  vain ; 
And  gallant  Tom,  with  tme  delight. 

Beheld  his  love  again. 

COME,  DEAEEST,  TOUCH  THE  OASTINET* 

Com,  dearest,  ere  the  stin  is  set. 
Come,  lightly  touch  the  castinet ; 
Its  sound  can  waken  pleasure  stiH, 
And  dance  the  lively  seqnadille 
Before  the  evening  shadows  throw 
Their  dusky  garb  o'er  aU  below. 

Come;  he  whose  path  is  through  the  skiet 
Shall  beam,  at  least,  o'er  brightened  eyesj 
Come ;  heaven  is  smiling,  earth  is  gay. 
And  breezes  bear  our  woes  away. 
Come,  dearest,  touch  the  castinet. 
Our  sonla  may  feel  its  music  yet. 

NOW  GOOD  NIGHT. 

Kow  good  night— 
Roxnn)  each  hill,  and  tower,  and  treo. 
Darkness  deep  her  mantle  closes. 
While  all  nature  calm  reposes  j 
Darkness  brings  no  rest  to  me. 
Kow  good  night,  love,  now  good  night. 
105  a 
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Dearest  love- 
Still  may  no  fond  thooght  of  me 

Thy  calm  hoar  of  rest  enoatnber ; 

Bat  good  angels  watch  thy  8la];nber, 
Round  the  pillow  press'd  by  thee. 

So  good  night,  love— so  good  night. 


THE  MAIDEN  I  LOTS. 

Thb  maiden  I  love  is  the  theme  of  my  lay. 

She  is  blooming  and  fair  as  the  mom  just  begaOf 
Her  eye  soft  and  bright  as  the  first  beam  of  day. 

And  hei;  ringlets  like  dark  doads  that  cok  roond 
the  son. 
Like  heaven's  own  light,  whm&  heaven  is  most  bright, 

Her  smiles  saoh  a  brilliancy  everywhere  throw ; 
In  ^e  depth  of  her  eyes  a  divinity  lies. 

And  a  god  seems  to  dwell  on  her  beautifal  brow. 

Sach,  sach  is  the  maiden  I  live  to  adore. 
And  I  prize  her  the  wealth  of  the  worid  aboro; 

I  have  told  her— I've  sworn  all  this  o'er  and  oer. 
Yet  she  smiles  on  my  sorrow  and  not  on  my  Icve. 

The  hope  of  my  heart  may  in  sadness  depart. 
While  it  beats  it  win  cherish  her  memory  still, 

Thoagh  its  efforts  may  die,  and  its  best  feeling  lie. 

Like  the  ocean  roand  Hecla,  etemaUy  chilL 


THE  ZISS. 

Thb  kiss,  dear  maid,  thy  Vtps  have  left» 
Shall  never  part  from  mine. 

Till  happier  hoars  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  thine. 
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The  parting  glance  that  fondly  gleams. 

An  eqnal  love  may  see» 
The  tear  that  from  my  eyelids  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

The  kiss,  &c. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest. 

In  gazing  when  alone; 
5or  one  memorial  for  a  breast. 

Whose  thoughts  are  aU  thine  own. 
By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

lliat  heart  no  longer  fVee, 
Must  hear  the  lore  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 

Hiokiss,  &c. 


AMBROSIAL  WINB. 

Wi'll  tnen  with  jorial  spirits  join. 
And  sip,  and  sip  ambrosial  wine ; 
With  ^arkling  wit  and  flowing  bowls* 
The  cheerfbl  song  and  glowing  sonls» 
To  welcome  pleasnre,  welcome  gle^ 

Well  langh  at  toil  and  trouble, 
Per  in  the  cheerful  glass  I  see 

Good  hnmour — see  it  double. 

If  there  is  aught  on  earth  divine, 
Tis  cheerful  hearts  and  rosy  wine ; 
Wh«i  these  have  ceased  their  j  ovial  reign. 
Oh !  take  me  back  to  heaven  again. 

To  welcome,  &o. 


Digitized  by  Google 


68 


COME  SHININC  fOBTH,  MT  DSAR^ST. 

Com,  diliiinf  forCh»  mj  deares(^ 

With  looki  of  wann  delight; 
Shed  joj  as  thoa  appearest, 

like  morning  beams  of  light. 
Idke  rooming's  beam  of  light,  I0TO9 

Mild  ahinea  thine  asnre  eje ; 
Thine  absence  is  a  night,  love. 

In  which  I  droop  and  die. 

Oh,  let  me  heir  that  tongae,  lova^ 

Whose  mosio  thrills  mf  heart. 
Like  notes  bj  angels  song,  love. 

When  sonls  in  bliss  depart. 
And  at  thy  casement  rising, 

ninme  my  ravished  sight, 
like  day  the  world  surprising, 

With  morning's  beam  of  light. 


THE  ROBIN'S  PETITION. 

Wnsir  the  leaves  had  deserted  the  trees. 

And  the  forests  were  chilly  and  bare ; 
When  the  brooks  were  beginning  to  fireeze, 

And  the  snow  waver'd  fast  through  the  air^ 
A  robin  had  fled  from  the  wood 

To  the  snug  habitation  of  man ; 
On  the  threshold  the  wanderer  stood, 

Axld  thus  his  petition  began :— 
••The  snow's  coming  down  very  fast, 

No  shelter  is  found  on  the  tree ; 
When  you  hear  this  unpitying  blast, 

I  pray  you  take  pity  on  me. 
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"  The  hipe  and  the  haws  are  all  gone, 

I  can  find  neither  berry  nor  sloe ; 
The'groond  is  as  hard  as  a  stone. 

And  I'm  almost  boned  in  snow. 
H7  little  dear  nest,  once  so  neat. 

Is  now  empty,  and  ragged^  and  torn ; 
On  some  tree  should  I  now  take  my  seat, 

I  should  be  frozen  qnite  fast  before  mom. 
Then  throw  me  a  morsel  of  bread,  * 

Take  me  in  by  the  side  of  your  ilre. 
And  when  I  am  warmed  and  fed. 

rU  whistle  without  other  hire. 

*'  Till  the  snn  be  a^^ain  shining  bright. 

And  the  snow  is  all  gone,  let  mo  stay ; 
0!  see  what  a  terrible  night, 

I  shall  die  if  yon  drive  me  away ; 
And  when  yon  come  forth  in  the  mom. 

And  are  talking  and  walking  around, 
0!  how  will  your  bosom  be  torn. 

When  you  see  me  lie  dead  on  the  ground. 
!nien  pity  a  poor  little  thing. 

And  throw  me  a  part  of  your  store, 
Illfly  off  in  the  first  of  the  spring, 

And  never  will  trouble  you  more.** 


THE  TRUMPET  OF  JOY. 

I  uyrn,  but  I  dare  not  say  who. 

Yet  treasure  his  name  in  my  heart; 
,  Pond  heart,  that  in  infancy  knew 

Each  tender  access,  and  its  smart. 
And  mutual,  dear  youth,  is  the  flame, 

A  flame  which  no  ill  can  aimoy, 
Por  Hymen  will  sanction  the  same. 

When  Love  sounds  the  trumpet  of  joy. 
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I  griere  when  the  yontli  if  9m%y, 

Though  seldom  he  leaTes  me  behmd; 
Yet  stdll  I  have  something  to  s&j. 

And  charge  him  with  being  unkind: 
Bat  why,  silly  girl,  do  I  chide  P 

O,  tell  me,  dear  Capid,  sweet  boy ! 
When  Hymen  will  make  me  a  bride. 

And  Loye  sonnd  the  trumpet  of  joy 

I'll  chide  thee,  I'll  chide  thee  no  more, 

'Tis  cruel  to  wound  a  kind  swain ; 
O I  rather  his  pardon  implore. 

Than  triumph  in  giving  him  pain. 
For  then,  oh !  my  bosom's  delight. 

Think,  Rosa,  thy  peace  will  destroy; 
Ko,  Hymen  our  hands  will  unite. 

While  LoYe  sounds  the  trumpet  of  joy. 


ADIEU  TO  THE  VILLAGE  DELIGHTS. 

AniBU  to  the  village  delights, 

Which  lately  my  fancy  enjoyed: 
19^0  longer  the  country  invites ; 

To  me  all  its  pleasures  are  Toid. 
Adien  1  thou  sweet  health-breathing  hill. 

Thou  canst  not  my  comfort  restore; 
For  ever  acUeu  I  thou  dear  riU, 

My  Lacy,  alas!  is  no  more. 

She,  she  was  the  cure  of  my  pain. 

My  blessing,  my  honour,  my  pride; 
She  ne'er  gave  me  cause  to  complain, 

'TiU  that  fatal  day  that  she  died. 
Her  eyes,  that  so  beautiM  shone. 

Are  closed  for  ever  in  sleep ; 
And  mine,  since  my  Lucy  is  gone. 

Have  nothing  to  do  but  to  weep. 
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Could  mj  teun  the  bright  anget  restore, 

Like  a  funntain  the^r  never  should 
Bat  Lucy,  alas  I  is  no  more, 

And  I  am  a  stranger  to  peace. 
Let  me  copy  with  fervour  devout. 

The  virtues  that  glowed  in  her  heart ; 
'Then  soon,  when  life's  sand  is  ran  oat. 

We  shall  meet  again  never  to  part. 


THOUGH  FATE,  MY  GIRL,  MAY  BID  US  PART. 

Though  fate,  mj  ^1,  may  bid  us  part. 
Our  souls,  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever. 

The  heart  will  seek  its  kindred  heart. 
And  ding  to  it  as  dose  as  ever. 

But  must  we,  must  we  part  indeed  P 

Is  all  our  dream  of  rapture  over  P 
And  does  not  Julia's  bosom  bleed. 

To  leave  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover  P 

Boes  she,  too,  mourn  P    Perhaps  she  maj. 
Perhaps  she  weeps  our  blisses  fleeting. 

But  why  is  Julia's  eye  so  gay. 
If  Jidia's  heart,  like  mine,  is  beating  P 

I  oft  have  loved  the  brilliant  glow 
Of  n^Eiture  in  her  blue  ^es  stealing ; 

But  can  the  bosom  bleed  with  woe. 
While  joy  is  in  the  glances  beaming  P 

"So,  no;  yet,  love,  I  will  not  chide. 
Although  your  heart  were  fond  of  roving ; 

Kor  that,  nor  all  the  world  beside, 
Ck)uld  keep  your  faithful  boy  from  loving. 
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Toall  toon  be  distant  from  his  eje. 
And  with  yon  all  that^s  worth  poaseMuig ; 

O,  than  it  will  be  sweet  to  die. 
When  lifb  has  lost  its  onlj  blessing. 


THE  HARDT  SAILOB  BRAVES  THE  OCBAIT. 

Ths  hardj  sailor  brares  the  ocean. 

Fearless  of  the  roaring  wind* 
Tet  his  heart,  with  soft  emotion. 

Throbs  to  leave  his  love  behind. 

To  dread  of  foreign  foes  a  stranger. 
Though  the  youth  can,  daontless,  roam. 

Alarming  fears  paint  every  danger 
In  a  rival  left  at  home. 

The  hardy  sailor,  &•• 


THE  TBOUBADOUR. 

OhOWKSQ  with  love,  on  fire  for  fame^ 

A  Troabadoor  that  hated  sorrow. 
Beneath  his  lady's  window  came. 

And  thos  he  snng  his  last  good-morrow : 
«  My  arm  is  in  my  country's  right. 

My  heart  is  in  my  true  love's  bower; 
Gaily  for  love  and  fame  to  fight 

Befits  the  gallant  Troubadour.* 

And  while  he  march'd,  with  helm  on  head 

And  harp  in  hand,  the  descant  rung ; 
As  faithM  to  his  favourite  maid. 

The  minstrel's  burden  still  he  sung  t 
*  "ilLj  arm  it  is  my  sountry's  right. 

My  heart  is  in  my  lady's  bower ; 
Resolved  for  love  and  fame  to  fight, 

I  come,  a  gallant  Troubadour.' 
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EVn  when  the  battle's  roar  was  deep. 
With  dauntless  heart  he  hewed  his  way, 

'Mid  sphntering  lanoe  and  falchion's  sweep. 
And  still  was  heard  his  warrior  lay  i 

*  Hj  life  it  is  my  coontiy's  right, 
Xy  heart  is  in  my  lady's  bower; 

For  loTO  to  die,  for  fame  to  fight, 
I  the  valiant  Troubadour,* 
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Alas  I  upon  the  bloody  field. 

He  fell  beneath  the  foeman's  glaive; 
But  still  redining  on  hb  shield. 

Expiring,  sung  the  exulting  stave  t 
•  My  Ufe  it  is  my  country's  right. 

My  heart  is  in  my  lady's  bower  i 
For  love  and  fame  to  fall  in  fight 

Becomes  the  valiant  Troubadoor.* 


MART,  I  BELIEVED  THEE  TRUE. 

Mist,  I  believed  thee  true. 

And  I  was  blest  in  thus  believing; 
But  now  I  mourn  that  e'er  I  knew 

A  girl  so  fair  aud  so  deceiTing. 
Few  have  ever  loved  like  me : 

Oh!  I  have  loved  thee  too  sincerely! 
And  few  have  e'er  deceived  like  thee, 

Alas  I  deceived  me  too  severely. 

Fare  thee  well!  yet  think  awhile 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee; 
Who  now  would  rather  tvust  that  smile. 

And  die  with  thee,  than  live  without  thee. 
Fare  thee  well !  Ill  think  on  thee. 

Thou  leav'st  me  many  a  bitter  token ;    . 
For  see,  distracting  woman,  see 

Mj  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  is  broken. 
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FARE  THEE  WELL. 

Futs  tiiee  well,  snd  if  for  ever, 

StiU  for  ever  fore  thee  welll 
Eren  though  nnforgiTing,  never 

'Oainst  thee  can  mj  hewt  rebel. 
Would  thftt  hreaot  were  bared  before  thee. 

Where  thj  head  so  oft  hath  lain. 
While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  thee 

Which  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again. 

Would  that  breast,  bj  thee  gl^uiced  over, 

Everj  inmost  thought  might  show. 
Then  thou  wouldst  at  length  discover 

*Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 
But  'tis  done,  all  words  are  idle. 

Words  from  me  are  vainer  still ; 
But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 

Force  their  waj  agunst  the  Vrill. 

Fare  thee  well,  thus  disunited, 

Tom  firom  every  nearer  tie. 
Seared  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted. 

More  than  this,— I  scarce  can  tell. 


DAMON  AJH)  CELIA. 

A  SAWV  of  hope  my  soul  revives. 

And  banishes  despair. 
And  yet  my  dearest  Damon  lives, 
,    MsJce  him,  ye  gods,  your  care. 
Dispel  those  gloomy  shades  of  night. 

My  tender  grief  remove, 
O  send  some  cheering  ray  of  light. 

And  guide  me  to  my  love. 
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Thus  in  a  secret  fiiendJy  shade. 

Then  pensive  Celia  monrned  ' 
While  conrteoDs  Echo  lent  her'aid. 

•And  sigh  for  sigh  refcnmed. 
When  sodden  Damon's  well-lmown  face. 

Each  namg  fear  disarms. 
He  eager  springs  to  her  embrace. 

Bhesmks  into  his  arms 

BA2SKS  OP  BOmrz  DOOK. 
Tk  banks  and  braes  of  bonny  Boon. 

How  can  ye  bloom  so  fresh  and  fir  P 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  Httlo  bii^. 

And  I  sae  weaiy  fo*  o'  care? 
T^  break  my  heart,  ye  litfle  birds. 

That  wanton  through  the  flow'ring  thorn 
Temnd  me  of  departed  joys,      ^     "^"^ 

I>eparted  nerer  to  return. 
Oft  have  I  roam'd  by  bonny  Boon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine, 
Wliero  ilka  bird  sung  o' its  love.        ^ 

And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi- lightsome  heart,  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree : 
But  my  fause  love  a'  stole  my  rose 
But,  ahl  he  left  the  thorn  to  me. 

ADDmoHAI.. 

Te  roses,  blaw  your  bonny  blooms. 

And  draw  Uie  wild  birds  by  the  burn : 
VoT  Luman  promised  me  a  ring. 

And  ye  maun  aid  me  should  I'mourn. 
Ah  I  na,  na,  na,  ye  needna  mourn. 

My  een  are  dim  and  drowsy  wonij 
Te  bdnny  birds,  ye  needna  sing. 
For  Luman  never  can  return.  * 
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Mj  Luiiuui'b  lore,  in  broken  ai^hs. 

At  dawn  of  daj  by  Doon  ye'se  hear 
And  mid-day,  by  the  willow  green. 

For  him  I'll  shed  a  silent  tear. 
Sweet  birds,  I  ken  ye'U  pity  me. 

And  join  me  wi'  a  plaintive  sang;. 
While  echo  wakes,  and  joins  the  mana 

I  mak  for  him  I  loe'd  sae  lang. 


FORGET  MB  NOT. 

Jjovq  have  I  loTed, 

And  loved  thee  too  sincere  ; 
Time  has  but  proved 

That  thou  art  doubly  dear. 
Then,  where'er  you  rove. 

Think  on  that  spot 
■\Vhere  I  dwell  with  love. 

And  forget  me  not. 

When  in  thy  breast 

Soft  pleasure  soreads  her  power* 
By  friends  caress 

In  mirth's  gay  fleeting  hour. 
When  one  more  fair 

Superior  arts  hath  got. 
Let  mem'ry  be  dear. 

And  forget  me  not. 

And  when  Death's  cold  dart 

Shall  fell  me  to  the  grave. 
To  leave  thee,  my  heart 

Its  latest  throb  must  grieve. 
But  if  above 

Spirits  power  have  got. 
Still  will  I  love. 

So,  forget  me  not. 
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HE  LOVES,  AND  RIDES  AWAY. 

At  the  Baron  of  KowbraT's  cate  was  seen 

A  page  with  a  courser  black ; 
There  came  ont  a  knight  of  noble  mien. 

And  he  leap'd  on  the  oonrser  s  back ; 
His  arms  were  bright,  his  heart  was  ligh^ 

And  he  snng  this  merrj  laj— 
**  How  j<dlil7  lives  a  fair  young  knight  1 

He  loves,  and  rides  away." 

A  lady  look'd  over  the  castle  wall. 

And  she  heard  the  knight  thus  sing ; 
This  lady's  tears  began  then  to  fall. 

And  her  hands  she  began  to  wring, 
"And  didst  thou  then  thy  true  love  plighty^ 

And  was  it  but  to  betray? 
Ah  1  tarry  awhile,  my  own  dear  knight; 

In  pity  don't  ride  away." 

The  knight  of  her  tears  took  no  heed. 

While  scornful  laugh' d  his  eye  1 
Ue  gave  the  spur  to  his  prancing  steed-* 

**  Good  bye,  sweetheart,  good  bye." 
And  soon  he  vanish'd  from  her  sight. 

While  she  was  heard  to  say, 
**  Ah !  ladies,  beware  of  a  fair  young  knight. 

Hell  love,  and  he'll  ride  away." 
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TE  STREAMS  THAT  ROUND  MY  PRISON  CREEP. 

Yk  streams  that  round  my  prison  creep. 

If  on  your  mossy  bank  you  see 
My  gallant  lover  stand  and  weep. 

Oh  murmur  this  command  from  me  t 
My  mistress  bids  thee  haste  away, 

And  shun  the  broad-«;|red  watchful  day* 
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Ye  calca,  that  loTe  with  me  to  sigh. 
If  in  your  breezj  flight  yon  see 

Mj  dear  Floretki's  lingering  nigh. 
Oh  whisper  this  command  bom  me 

Thy  mifltreea  bids  thee  haste  awaj. 
And  shnn  the  broad^ejed  watchfid  di^ 


WHEN  LAID  ON  A  MOTHER'S  POND  BRBaST. 

Whxv  laid  on  a  mother's  fond  breast. 

That  bosom,  the  fount  of  my  Ufe, 
That  bosom,  my  pillow  of  rest. 

The  song  of  affection  is  rife ; 
Dost  thoa  snule  in  thy  dreams,  my  poor  ohUd  P 

Then  wake  not  to  look  on  pale  sorrow. 
Nor  of  infancy's  joys  be  beguiled 

By  the  woes  that  may  reach  thee  to-morrow. 

When  snnshine  my  eyelids  unclosed. 

And  I  smil'd  at  the  radiant  sky. 
My  knees  she  devoutly  compos'd. 

And  my  little  hands  lifted  on  high : 
Dear  baby,  a  father  lives  there. 

Who  from  infancy's  heart  chases  sorrow; 
Who  hearing  a  mother's  fond'prayer. 

May  grant  thee  a  joyful  to-morrow. 


FAITHLESS  EMMA. 

I  WAiTDBXBS  once  at  break  of  day. 
While  yet  npon  the  sunless  sea, 
In  wanton  sighs  the  breeae  delayed. 
And  o'er  the  wavy  surface  played; 
Then  first,  the  fairest  face  I  knew. 
First  loT'd  the  eye  of  softest  blue. 
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And  ventured,  fearful,  first  to  rap 
The  sweets  that  hong  apoa  the  lip 

Of  faithless  Emma. 

So  mix'd  the  rose  and  lilies  white. 
That  nature  seem'd  uncertain  quite 
To  deck  her  cheek  what  flower  she'd  choose. 
The  lilj  or  the  blushing  rose; 
I  wish  I  i^e'er  had  seen  her  eye, 
Ne'er  seen  her  cheek  of  doubtful  dje. 
And  nerer  never  dared  to  sip 
The  sweets  that  hang  upon  the  lip 

Of  faithless  Emma. 

For  tlioagh  from  rosy  dawn  of  day 
I  xove  along,  and  anxious  stray 
TiiX  night  with  curtain  dark  descends. 
And  day  no  more  its  gleaning  lends. 
Yet  still,  like  hers,  no  cheek  I  find, 
lake  hers,  no  eye,  save  in  my  min4. 
Where  still  I  fancy  that  I  sip 
The  sweets  that  hung  upon  the  lip 

Of  faithless  Emma. 


FORGET  THEE  I 

FoBOST  thee !  in  the  banquet  halls. 

Go,  ask  my  fellow  men. 
Or  ask  the  tear  that  secret  falls. 

If  I  forget  thee  then  ? 
The  midnight  honrd,  with  song  and  wine, 

I  ev«r  shared  with  thee; 
The  midnight  hours,  they  still  are  thine. 

And  fatal  memory. 

Forget  thee  I  in  the  mirthfbl  dance. 
There  steals  some  eje's  bright  ray 
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Like  tliine,  tluit  makes  mo,  with  ito  g]Ance» 

Tnra  swift  in  tears  awaj. 
Go,  ask  mj  minstrels,  when  thej  breathe 

The  Terse— the  poet's  pen ; 
Which  eaoh  Parnassian  sweet  hath  wreathe^ 

If  I  forget  thee  then  ? 

Forget  thee !  oh,  there  is  bat  om 

Coold  from  mj  memory  chase 
Eaoh  sweet  charm  I  have  gazed  apon» 

Each  sofUj  winning  grace. 
To  be  that  one's  mj  first— first  tow 

I  pledg'd  with  infant  breath, 
A.nd  he  comes  to  demand  me  now. 

Thy  riTal,  Ioto,  ia—deatA, 

Forget  thee  !  when  my  funeral  urn 

Thy  tearful  gaze  shall  meet, 
▲nd  censors  of  aroma  born. 

Exhaling  at  my  feet ; 
When  winds  and  storms  careering  sweep 

Unheeded  o'er  my  breast ; 
And  cypress  waves,  then  torn  and  weep. 

And  own  mT  loTe's  at  rest. 


WHEN  VULCAN  FORGED  THE  BOLTS  OF 
JOYB. 

WsEir  Tnlcan  forged  the  bolts  of  JoTe^ 

In  Etna's  roaring  glow, 
I^eptnne  petition'd  he  might  proTe 

Their  use  and  power  below. 
Bat  finding  in  the  bonndless  deep 
Such  thunders  would  but  idly  sleep. 
He  with  them  armed  Britannia's  hand. 
To  goard  from  foes  our  native  land* 
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Long  may  the  hold  the  awfiil  right. 
And  when,  through  farolkig  flsme. 
She  darts  her  ▼engeance  in  the  figh^ 

Maj  Justice  guide  her  aim : 
And  when  engaged  in  future  war«« 
Oar  heroes  bold,  and  gallant  tars, 
Shall  launch  her  fires,  from  eyeij  hand^ 
On  merj  foe  to  Bxitain'a  land. 


THE  MAITLY  HEAET  WITH  LOVE  OEU 
PLOWING. 

Tsx  manly  heart  vith  love  o*erfk>wing 

Each  fairer  virtue  oalla  its  ovn, 
'lis  beauty's  task,  soft  smiles  bestowing, 

To  share  and  soothe  the  lover'a  moan. 
Hail,  sacred  love  I  through  heaven  and  «iMrth, 
HaQ,  sacred  flame  that  gave  ua  birth  I 
And  love,  the  ilia  of  life  beguiling. 

The  aoal  in  willing  bondage  leads. 
And  while  to  peace  each  trouble  smiling. 

Its  potent  away  aU  nature  pleads; 
ITor  aught  can  dearor  raptures  prove 
Than  two  fond  hearts  that  truly  love  i 
Love  and  truth,  and  truth  and  love, 
Imnlate  the  joys  above. 


THE  GLASSES  SFAJUO^ 

Tm  glaaaes  eparkle  on  the  board. 

The  irine  is  ruby  bright. 
The  reiga  of  pleasure  is  restored. 

Of  eaae  and  fond  delight. 
The  day  Is  gone,  the  night's  (wr  oym* 

Then  let  ns  feast  the  soul; 
If  any  pain  or  care  remain. 

Why,  drown  it  in  the  bowL 
UI6  , 


Digitized  by  Google 


8!2 


This  worid,  thej  say,  's  a  worid  of  woe. 

But  thftt  I  do  deny ; 
Can  torrow  from  the  goblet  flow. 

Or  pain  from  beauty's  eye  ? 
The  mae  are  fools  witii  all  their  roles. 

When  they  would  joys  control ; 
If  life's  a  pain,  I  say  again. 

Let's  drown  it  in  the  bowL 

That  time  flies  fast  the  poet  lings ; 

Then  sorely  it  is  wise 
In  rosy  wine  to  dip  his  wings. 

And  seise  him  as  he  flies. 
The  night  is  oors,  then  strew  with  flowers 

The  moments  as  they  roll : 
If  any  pain  or  care  remain. 

Why  drown  it  in  the  bowL 


ADIBU  I  ADIEU  1  MY  NATIVE  SHOBE  ! 

Adtmv  !  adieo  I  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue ; 
The  night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar. 

And  shrieks  the  wild  sea-mewl 
Yon  son,  that  sets  upon  the  sea» 

We  follow  in  his  fiif^ht; 
Farewell,  awhile,  to  him  and  thee. 

My  native  land— good  night  I 

With  thee,  my  bark,  I'll  swifUy  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to> 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark  blue  waves. 

And,  when  ye  fail  my  sight. 
Welcome,  ye  deserts  and  ye  caves. 

My  native  land— good  night! 
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SEMEMBEB,  LOV:^,  BEMEMBBB. 

Twis  ten  o'clock,  one  moonlight  night, 

I  ever  shall  remember. 
And  every  star  shone  twinkling  bright 

In  dreary  dark  December : 
When  at  the  window,  tap,  tap,  tap, 
I  heard  a  oert^  well-known  rap ; 
And  with  it,  too,  these  words  most  clear, 
^  Eemember  ten  o'clock,  my  dear, 

*'  Remember,  love,  remember  I 

Hy  mother  dozed  before  the  fire. 

My  dad  his  pipe  was  smoking, 

Kor  could  I  for  the  world  retire  ] 

0,  was  it  not  provoking  I 
At  length,  the  old  folks  fast  asleep, 
I  ran,  my  promised  word  to  keep ; 
When,  sure,  his  absence  to  denote. 
He,  on  the  window-shntter,  wrote, 
"  Bemember,  love,  remember  V* 

And  did  I  need  a  hint  so  sweet  ? 

O,  no !  for,  mark  the  warning, 
WHiich  laid,  **  at  church  we  were  to  meet. 

By  ten  o'clock,  next  morning  V* 
And  there  we  met,  no  more  to  part. 
To  twine  together,  hand  and  heart ! 
And  since  that  day,  in  wedlock  join'd. 
The  window-flhatter  brings  to  mind, 

"Bemcinber,  love,  remember!" 
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COMMON  SBNBB  AITD  QEimJS, 

While  I  touch  the  string. 

Wreath©  my  broW  with  laurel; 
Tor  the  tale  I  sing 

Bears  for  once  a  moral : 
Common  Sense,  one  night. 

Though  not  used  to  gambols. 
Went  out  by  moonlight. 

With  Genius,  on  his  rambles. 

Common  Sense  irent  on. 

Many  wise  things  saying; 
Cut  a  light  that  shone 

Soon  set  GFenius  straying. 
One  his  eyes  ne'er  raised 

From  the  path  before  him; 
The  other  idly  gazed  , 

On  each  bright  doud  o'er  him. 

But  they  came  at  last 

To  ashady  riwr; 
Common  Sense  soon  past 

Safe,  as  he  doth  erer : 
But  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  heaven  that  minute, 
Neyer  saw  the  brook. 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it. 

How  the  wise  one  smSed, 

When  safe  o'er  the  torrent, 
▲t  that  yooth  «o  wild. 

Dripping  from  the  current  t 
Sense  went  home  to  bed. 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 
On  the  bank,  'tis  said, 

Died  of  that  cold  river. 
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HEBE'S  THE  BOWER. 

Hxbx'b  the  bower  she  loved  so  mach. 

And  here's  that  tree  she  planted ; 
Here's  the  harp  she  nsed  to  touch. 

Oh  1  how  that  touch  enchanted : 
Boses  now  unheeded  sigh, 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreathe  them  ? 
Songs  around  neglected  lie, 

Where's  the  lip  to  breathe  them  ? 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  loved 

Ke'er  shall  feel  its  sweetness ; 
Time,  that  once  so  fleetly  moved, 

UTow  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 
Years  were  days  when  here  she  strayed. 

Days  were  moments  near  her ; 
Heaven  ne'er  formed  a  brighter  maid, 

29'or  pity  wept  a  dearer. 


AH,  8TJEE  A  PAIR  WAS  KETEB  SEEy 

Ah,  snre  a  pur  was  never  seen 

So  justly  formed  to  meet  by  natore. 
The  youth  excelling  is  in  mien. 

The  maid  in  every  grace  of  feature. 
Oh,  how  happy  are  such  lovers. 
When  kindred  beauties  each  discovers, 
For  surely  she 
Was  made  for  thee. 
And  thou  to  bless  this  lovely  oreature. 

So  mind  your  looks,  your  children  thence 
Will  early  learn  the  task  of  duty. 

The  boys  with  all  their  father's  sense. 
The  girls  with  aU  their  mother's  beauty. 
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Oh,  how  happy  to  inherit 

▲t  onoe  sach  graces  and  snch  tpirit» 
Thng,  while  you  live. 
May  Fortune  give 

Each  hlessing  equal  to  your  merit. 


THEBE  BE  NONE  OP  BEAUTY'S  DAUGHTERS. 

Thbxr  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee. 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me. 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charmed  ocean's  pausing. 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 
And  the  luU'd  winds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 

Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep. 
Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving. 

As  an  infant's  asleep. 
So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 
To  listen  and  adore  thee. 
With  a  full  but  soft  emotion. 
Like  the  swell  of  summer's  ocean. 


COME,  DEAEEST  MARY,  YOUR  LOVEB  IS  NE AIl^ 

Com,  come,  dearest  Mary,  your  lover  is  near. 

And  the  moon  on  the  ocean  is  shining; 
The  breeze  o'er  the  mountain  dispels  every  fear. 

As  love  on  thy  casement's  reclining: 
The  clouds  as  they  pass  o'er  the  sky's  silvered  face. 

Bids  nature  perform  all  its  duty. 
And  the  twinkling  stars  seem  to  smile  on  the  grace 

Of  my  Mary,  my  h)ve,  life,  and  beauty. 
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But  hear  me,  sti]],  Mary,  in  aooents  so  xrsrm, 

OaU  down  blessings  on  her  I'm  addressing, 
And  should  this  sweet  scene  be  o'erwhelmed  by  a  storm^ 

I'd  protect  thee,  my  lore,  still  confessing : 
And  should  hearen's  bolts  on  my  head  chance  to  fall, 

I  would  never  forsake  thee,  my  charmer; 
But  angels'  assistance  to  Mary  I'd  call. 

And  wotdd  perish  ere  danger  sfionld  harm  her. 


THE  MAID  THAT  I  LOVE  BEST. 

CiTPrD,  loTcly,  charming  boy : 

Oentle  god,  befriend  my  prayer, 
Tom  my  bosom's  grief  to  joy. 

Love  alone  should  triumph  tbero. 
Since  thy  vof  ry  sworn  am  I, 

Grant  a  lorer  one  request. 
Bear  a  tear  and  bear  a  sigh 

To  the  maid  that  I  love  best. 

Softly  whisper  in  her  ear 

How  for  her  alone  I  bum ; 
Tdl  her,  by  that  sigh  and  tear. 

Love  lihe  mine  should  meet  return. 
Then,  to  certify  my  bliss. 

Then,  to  make  me  truly  blest. 
Bring  me  back  a  tender  kiss 

From  the  maid  that  I  love  best. 

Yenus  then  shaU  thee  repay 

With  a  thousand  kisses  sweet ; 
Then  my  sonnets,  night  and  day. 

Shall  thy  victory  repeat. 
Haste,  then,  haste  I  on  wings  of  speed, 

Haste,  and  calm  thy  ruffled  breast; 
Bear  the  charge  to  thee  decreed 

To  the  maid  that  I  love  best. 
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O,  THOtT  ART  THE  LAD  OF  MY  HSABT,  WILLY, 

O,  THOV  srt  the  lad  of  my  heart,  "WUIljt 

There's  lore,  and  there's  life,  and  glee, 
There's  a  cheer  in  thy  voioe  and  Ay  boanding  step, 

And  there's  bliss  in  thy  blithesome  e'e  ; 
Bat,  oh,  how  my  heart  was  tried,  Willy, 

For  little  I  thought  to  see 
That  the  lad  who  won  ihe  lasses  all 

Would  ever  be  won  by  me. 

Adown  this  path  we  came,  WiUy^ 

"Twas  just  at  the  hour  of  eve ; 
And  will  he,  or  will  he  not,  I  thought. 

My  fluttering  heart  relieve  ? 
80  oft  we  paus'd  as  we  saunter'd  on, 

Twas  fear — and  hqpe— and  fear; 
But  here,  at  the  wood,  as  we  parting  rtood» 

'Twas  rapture  his  tows  to  hear  I 

Of  TOWS  so  soft— thy  tows,  Waiy! 

Who  would  not,  like  me,  be  proud , 
Sweet  lark,  with  thy  soaring,  echoing  Mug, 

Oome  down  firom  thy  rosy  cloud. 
Come  down  to  thy  nest,  and  teU  thy  ibato 

But  tell  thy  mate  alone-* 
Thou  hast  seen  a  maid  whose  heart  of  Ions 

Is  as  merry  and  light  as  thy  own. 


OH  !.THAT  KISS,  THAT  SWEET,  8WBBT  KISS. 

On  Baltic  billows  rode  my  ship. 
The  boatswain  loud  was  calling  I 

On  mine  Paulina  press'd  her  lip. 
And  said,  while  tears  were  faUiag^ 
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In  forei^  climes,  O !  tbinlc  on  this ! 

Tour  heart  let  nancfht  deprave  it ; 
Bat  bring  me  back  mj  parting  Ides, 

Aa  pore  as  when  I  gare  it 
Oh !  that  Idas  I  that  sweet,  sweet  kiss  1 

The  kiss  she  gare  at  parting; 
In  pain  and  grief,  still  brought  relief. 

And  kept  the  tear  fsam  starting. 

In  breeze  and  battle,  fire  long  years, 

I  did  a  seaman's  duty ; 
"When  pleasure  call'd,  I  cIos*d  my  ears, 

And  tarn'd  my  eyes  from  beauty. 
The  wanton's  tsJe  of  boasted  bliss 

I  heard,  bat  ne'er  believed  it. 
And  back  I've  brought  that  parting  kiss. 

As  pure  as  I  received  it. 

0  that  kiss,  &o. 


THE  PBIAR  OF  OltDEES  OBAT. 

I IX  a  friar  of  orders  gray. 

And  down  the  vsllies  I  take  my  way  ; 

I  poll  not  blackberry,  haw,  or  hip, 

Ck>od  store  of  venison  fills  my  scrip 

Hy  long  bead-roll  I  merrily  chant, 

■Whera'er  I  walk  no  money  I  want; 

And  why  Fm  so  plump,  the  reason  I'U  tell— 

Yfho  leads  a  good  life  is  sure  to  live  well. 
What  baron,  or  'squire. 
Or  knight  of  the  shire, 
lives  half  so  well  as  a  holy  friar  P 

After  supper  of  heaven  I  dream, 
Sat  that  is  fat  pullet  and  clotted  cream; 
Myself,  by  denial,  I  mortify— 
"With  a  diiinly  bit  of  a  warden  pye : 
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Fm  doth'd  in  uokolotb  for  mj  tin, 

With  old  uok  wine  Fm  lin'd  within; 

A  chirping  cap  is  mj  matin  tong, 

And  the  vesper't  bell  is  mj  bowl,  ding  dong. 

What  baron  or  'squire,  &o. 


A  DAMSEL  STOOD  TO  WATCH  THE  FIGHT. 

A  DAMsn  stood  to  watch  the  fight. 

On  the  banks  of  Einslea  Mere, 
And  they  brought  to  her  feet  her  own  true  knight 

Sore  wounded,  on  a  bier. 
O,  let  not,  he  said,  while  yet  I  live. 

The  cruel  foe  me  take, 
But  with  thy  lips  one  sweet  kiss  give. 

And  cast  me  in  the  lake. 
About  his  neck  she  wound  her  arms. 

And  kissed  his  lips  so  pale. 
And  ever  more  the  war's  alarms 

Came  loudly  up  the  vale. 
She  drew  him  to  the  lake's  deep  side. 

Where  the  red-heath  fring'd  the  shore ; 
She  plunged  with  him  beneath  the  tide. 

And  they  were  seen  no  more. 


ADIEU  I  MY  MUCH-LOVED  GIBL,  ADIEU  ! 

AnzBiT  I  my  much-loTed  girl,  adieu ! 

My  country  calls — ^I  must  away. 
Farewell!— mayest  thou  be  ever  true 

To  him  who  will  be  far  away. 

The  thought  of  thee  will  nerve  my  heart. 

Whilst  o'er  the  battle-field  I  go ; 
Thy  lovely  form  will  shield  the  dart. 
And  guard  me  from  the  furious  foe. 
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The  soldier's  toil  will  Ughtsomo  seem. 
Whilst  thy  dear  image  fills  his  breast ; 

Thy  smile  will  cheer  his  midnight  dream. 
As  he  his  wearied  limbs  doth  rest. 

Farewell  I— and  when>again  1  come 
To  dasp  thee  to  this  aching  heart, 

I  ne'er  again  will  from  thee  roam. 
Bat  we  will  meet  no  more  to  part.  - 


GOD,  OUR  KING,  AND  EIGHT. 

Fbom  birth  mj  native  land  Tve  owned 

As  Liberty's  blest  shore ; 
In  every  heart  she  sits  enthroned. 

And  stands  at  every  door. 
Then,  shaU  we  lose  our  chartered  right 

Through  base  and  sordid  knaves  ? 
Ko,  while  we've  hearts  and  hands  to  fight. 

We  never  will  be  slaves. 

Britannia's  sons,  with  freedom  bom. 
Ne'er  heed  a  foreign  foe  ; 

Our  fertile  fields  are  gilt  with  com. 
And  shaU  we  lose  them  ?•— No  I 

We  love  the  soil,  and  will  protect 
Or  make  that  soil  our  graves, 

Kor  e'er  this  sacred  truth  neglect- 
That  Britons  can't  be  slaves. 

Then,  let  ns  raise  onr  hampers  high 

With  foaming  liqaor  bright. 
And  every  effort  still  defy 

'Gainst  Gk>d,  our  king,  and  right ! 
Join  hand  and  heart  with  one  accord. 

And  waft  it  o'er  the  waves ; 
By  land  and  sea  be  this  the  word — 

That  Britons  wo'n't  be  slaves. 
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HUSHBD  BE  THAT  8IOH. 

Ask'st  thou  how  long  my  love  sliall  sta^v 

When  all  that's  new  is  past  t 
How  long— ah,  DeKa,  can  I  say 

How  long  my  life  will  last  T 
Dry  be  that  tear,  be  hushed  that  sigh— 
At  least,  I'll  lore  thee  till  I  die. 

And  does  that  thought  affect  thee  too. 
The  thought  of  Damon's  death  f 

That  he  who  only  lives  for  you. 
Must  yield  his  fiuthful  breath?— 

Hushed  be  that  sigh,  be  dry  that  tear, 

Nor  let  us  lose  our  heayea  here. 


WITH  HAPLESS  TEAKS; 

OS,  THE  BOABHTG  SKA, 

With  hapless  tears  and  breaking  heart. 
Fair  Susan  with  affection  true. 

Saw  William  from  her  door  depart. 
And  faintly  sighed  out->loYe,  adien  1 

Poor  luckless  maid  I   the  roaring  se* 

Is  deaf  to  pity,  love,  and  thee. 

Stout  Ben,  bereft  of  ev'ry  joy. 
And  struggling  with  a  father's  fears. 

Left  his  dear  wife,  and  infant  boy, 
A  poor  man's  legacy— hie  tears. 

Ah  1  widowed  wife,  the  roaring  sea 

Is  deaf  to  pity,  lore,  and  thee. 

Each  anxious  for  their  wished  return. 
Counts  every  minute  of  delay : 
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AH  hearts  with  expectation  burn. 

To  welcome  those  so  long  awaj. 
Delusive  l^^w,  the  roaring  sea 
Is  de«f  to  pitj,  love,  and  thee. 


MARCH  TO  THE  BATTLE  PIELD. 

ILixcH  to  Ihe  batile-iield. 

The  foe  is  now  before  us ; 
Each  heart  is  Freedom's  shield* 

And  heaven  is  shining  o'er  as  t 
The  woes  and  pains,  the  gaUing  chaim. 

That  kept  our  spirits  under. 
In  proud  disdain  we've  broke  again. 

And  tore  each  link  asunder  1 
Harch  to  the  battle-field. 

The  foe  ia  now  before  us ; 
Each  heart  is  Freedom's  shidd^ 

And  heaven  is  smiHng  o'er  us ! 

Who  for  his  country  brave 

Would  fly  from  her  invader  ? 
Who,  his  base  life  to  save. 

Would,  traitor-Hke,  degrade  her  ? 
Our  imUowed  cause,  our  home  and  laws 

'OahiBt  tyrant  Power  sustaiDing ; 
We'll  ^ain  a  crown,  of  bright  renown. 

Or  die  our  rights  maintaining  1 
March  to  the  battle-field. 

The  foe  is  now  before  us ; 
Sich  heart  ia  Freedom's  shield. 

And  heaven  is  smiling  o'er  us  I 
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TO  FIGHT  FOB  FAME  AKD  QLOBY. 

Whsx  first  he  left  Lis  native  shore. 

To  wander  o'er  the  trackless  main; 
Tom  sighed  to  think  that  he  no  more 

His  native  land  might  see  again. 
For,  ah !  the  finends  he  left  were  dear. 

The  girl  he  loved  was  fair  and  kind. 
And  when  he  dropped  a  glistening  tear, 

'Twas  shed  for  those  he  left  behind. 

To  fight  for  fame  and  glory 

But  in  the  battle's  rode  alarms. 

When  every  danger  flits  around; 
Thoughts  of  them  his  bosom  warms. 

And  foremost  in  the  fight  he's  found. 
No  sighs,  no  tears  can  then  molest. 

For  love  with  friendship  thus  combined 
Still  cheers  a  gallant  seamen's  breast. 

Still  animates  a  Briton's  mind 

To  fight  for  fame  and  glory. 


HOW  FLEET  ABB  THE  HOUBS  SO  STEALING. 
How  fleet  are  the  hours  so  stealing. 

When  winged  thus  by  pleasure  away ; 
While  the  glow  of  the  heart  is  revealing 
The  light  that  invites  us  to  stay. 

When  thy  charms,  sweet  Susan,  come  cheer  an, 
O,  'tis  heaven  tiius  to  bask  in  thy  smile ; 

Time  may  fly,  but  he  never  can  tear  us 
From  looks  that  enchant  us  the  while. 

Though  music's  soft  powers  may  awaken 

The  thought  of  our  earlier  years. 
When  the  heart  was  by  sorrow  unshaken. 

The  cheek  was  unfurrowed  by  tears ; 
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*Tis  thy  charms,  like  the  beams  of  themornini^ 

Dispel  every  shadow  of  pain. 
And  the  blush  of  thj  cheek  that,  in  burning. 

Tells  of  bliss  of  a  happier  reign. 


THOSE  HOUES  ABE  DEAB  TO  MEMORT. 

Oh  r  I  Gonld  weep  for  those  past  hours. 

Which  bound  in  chains  our  mind. 
As  lightly  as  the  wreathe  of  flowers 

That  round  thy  brows  I  twined; 
How  fresh  the  garlands  that  we  wroathed. 

And  sweet  those  flowers  we  wove ; 
And  dear  those  moments— oh  1  they  breathed 

Of  happiness  and  love. 

Those  wreathes  are  faded  now,  and  dead. 

And  scattered  on  the  plain ; 
Those  happy  times,  alas !  are  fled. 

And  ne'er  return  again ; 
Yet,  though  for  ever  fled— those  hours 

Are  dear  to  memory ; 
As  those  neglected,  withered  flowers 

Still  yield  a  fragranoy. 


THE  TRT7MPET  OF  GLORY. 

Oh  !  think,  when  a  hero  is  sighing. 
What  danger  in  such  an  adorer  I 

What  woman  can  dream  of  denying 

»  The  hand  that  lays  laurels  before  her? 

No  heart  is  so  guarded  around. 

But  the  smile  of  the  victor  will  take  it ; 

"So  bosom  can  slumber  so  sound. 
But  the  trumpet  of  glory  would  wake  it  I 
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Love  sometimes  is  given  to  sleeping. 

And  woe  to  the  heart  that  allows  him  ! 
For,  ah !  neither  smiling  nor  weejanj 

Have  power  at  those  moments  to  ronso  him. 
Bat,  though  he  were  sleeping  so  Cast, 

That  the  life  almost  seemed  to  forsake  hira, 
Believe  me,  one  soul-thrilling  blast 

I^omthe  trumpet  of  glory  would  wake  him 


A  SOLDIEB'S  GRATITUDE. 

Whatb'bb  my  fate,  where'er  I  roam. 

By  sorrow  still  oppressed, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the  peaceful  home 

That  gave  a  wanderer  r  st. 
Then  ever  rove  life's  sunny  banks. 

By  sweetest  flow'rets  strewed; 
Still  may  you  claim  a  soldier's  tbanits, 

A  soldier's  gratitude. 

The  tender  sigh,  the  balmy  tear. 

That  meek-eyed  Pi*y  gave. 
My  last  expiring  hour  shall  cheer. 

And  Wess  the  wanderer's  grave ! 

Then  ever  rovo,  &o. 


THE  MaBINEE. 

RvDDSBLKSB,  my  shattered  barik. 

Driven  by  wild  fatality. 
Hurries  through  the  tempest  dark. 

O'er  the  immeasurable  sea. 
Yet  one  star  the  clouds  sbinoe  Uuoagli; 

Little  star,  shine  on»  I  pray ; 
Oh,  that  star  is  vanished  too— 

My  last  anchor  breaks  away. 


Digitized  by  Google 


Gloomy  misto  the  horjroa  bound, 

Furioasly  the  waters  roar, 
Prightfol  golfs  are  yawning  round, 

Fearfiil  gnlft  along  the  shore, — 
Then  I  cried  in  wild  despair, 

*<Barth  and  heaven  abandon  me  !'* 
Fool  1  the  heavenly  pilot  there 

Kay  the  silent  helmsman  be. 

Through  the  dark,  the  maddened  iraves. 

O'er  the  dangerous  craggy  bed, 
lOdst  the  night  enveloped  graves,— 

Lo !  I  was  in  safety  led 
By  the  unseen  guardian  hand,— 

Darkness  gone,  and  jcalm  the  air,— 
And  I  stood  on  Eden's  land,— 

Three  sweet  angels  hailed  me  there ! 

Everlasting  fount  of  love ! 

Now  will  I  ooxifide  in  thee ; 
Kneeling  midst  the  joys  above. 

Thy  resplendent  face  I  see. 
Who  can  paint  thee  ?— fair  and  bright ! 

Thy  soul-gladdening  beauty  tell  P 
Kidst  heaven's  music,  and  heaven's  light. 

Parity  ineffable  1 

'Oh!  unutterable  joy ! 

In  thy  light  to  breathe— to  be  I 
Strength,  and  heart,  and  soul  employ. 

Oh  my  God  Tin  loving  thee. 
Though  my  path  were  dark  and  drear. 

Holiest  visions  round  me  rise. 
Stars  of  hope  are  smiling  there—     ' 
Smiling  down  from  paradise. 
105  e 
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I  FLT  TO  MEET  MY  LOTB 

Wmv  the  bee  at  ere  repoeee 
On  a  bed  of  flragrant  roeee; 
Wben  the  soreech-owl  wingt  its  flighty 
At  the  wished  approach  of  night ; 
When  sweet  Philomela's  strains 
First  salntesthe  darkened  plains; 
Then  I  sedc  the  willow  grore. 
Then  I  fly  to  meet  mj  lore ! 

When  the  ploughman's  homeward  straymns 
And  the  chirping  cricket's  plajing 
When  the  hornet,  fatal  bee» 
Tarries  in  the  hollow  tree ; 
When  the  bat,  with  beetle  ejesb 
Bound  the  spiry  torret  flies ; 
Then  I  seek  the  willow  grove. 
Then  I  fly  to  meet  my  love ! 

When  the  light  of  day's  departini^. 
And  her  beams  bright  Lona's  darting ; 
When  the  raven  jonmeys  home. 
And  the  heifers  cease  to  roam; 
When  the  merry  pipe  and  tabor 
Call  the  mstio  swains  from  laboor; 
Then  I  seek  the  willow  grove. 
Then  I  fly  to  meet  my  love ! 


SWEET  HOPE,  THOU  ART  A  SOYEREIO:^ 
BALM. 

SWBM  hope,  thon  art  a  sovereign  balm 

For  hearts  by  sorrow  woonded ; 
Thy  smiles  impart  a  tender  calm. 

E'en  when  by  storms  sorroonded  1 
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For,  like  the  many-tinted  bow. 
Griefs  atmosphere  thou  cheerest^ 

And  darker  as  the  shadows  grow 
The  blister  thou  appearest. 

And  thongh,  by  every  tongne  reviled. 

As  treaoherona,  false,  deceiving,— 
Who  hath  not  dried  his  tears  and  smiled. 

Thy  promises  believing? 
Then  still  m  court  thy  soothing  power. 

And  thy  sweet  influence  cherish  j 
To  fhee  m  ding  in  life's  last  hour, 

Kor  quit  fhee  till  I  perish. 


THIS  IS  THE  GROVE,  AND  THIS  THE  BOWER. 

This  is  the  tall  and  stately  grove 
Where  we  so  oft  delighted  rove 

To  breathe  the  evening  air  ; 
This  is  the  cool  and  shady  bower. 
Where  of  Love's  soft  and  magic  power 

WeVe  often  sung,  sweet  fair. 

This  is  the  calm  and  purling  stream 
Which  often,  by  the  moonlight's  gleam. 

Has  borne  our  bark  away ; 
Where,  as  the  moments  gaily  pass'd. 
We've  wish'd  that  love  and  life  might  last, 

A  neveof-ending  day. 

But,  as  the  hours  of  life  are  few, 
Xet  us  these  virtuous  joys  renew 

On  each  succeeding  day  j 
Come,  sing  again  thy  song  of  love  j 
Come,  let  us  rove  through  yonder  grove  j 

Come,  Bosa,  come  away! 
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ON  XHB  BANEB  OF  ALLAlf  WATER, 

Ov  the  banks  of  Allaa-w»ter, 

Wlien  the  sweet  spring  time  did  fall^ 
Was  a  miller's  lovefy  daoghter 

The  fairest  of  them  alL 
For  his  bride  a  soldier  sought  hex. 

And  a  winning  tongue  had  he, 
Oa  the  banks  of  Allan-water, 

Kone  was  so  gay  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan- water. 

When  brown  Aatomn  spreads  its  storo; 
Then  I  saw  the  miller's  daughter. 

But  she  smiled  no  more. 
For  the  summer  grief  had  brought  her. 

And  the  soldier  false  was  he ; 
On  the  banks  of  Allan-water 

None  was  so  sad  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan-water, 

When  the  winter  snow  fell  flast. 
Still  was  seen  the  miller's  daughter. 

Chilling  blew  the  blast. 
But  the  miller's  lovely  daughter. 

Both  from  cold  and  care  was  free ; 
On  the  banks  of  Allan-water, 

There  a  corpse  lay  she. 


THE  BIRK8  OF  INVERMAT. 

Thb  smiling  mom,  the  breathing  spring. 
Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  sing; 
And  while  they  warble  from  each  spray. 
Love  melts  the  universal  lay. 
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Xet  US,  Amftadft,  timely  wiao, 
lake  them  improve  the  hoar  that  fliei. 
And  in  soft  rsptnres  waste  the  day, 
Amang  the  Inrks  of  InTermay. 

Por  soon  the  winter  of  the  year. 
And  age,  life's  winter  will  appear ; 
At  this,  thy  loToly  bloom  will  fade, 
Ab  that  will  still  the  verdant  shade. 
Our  taste  of  pleasure  then  is  o'er, 
The  feather'd  songsters  are  no  more; 
And  when  tiiey  droop  and  we  decay. 
Adieu  the  birks  of  InvOTmay. 

MEMORY  AlfD  LOYE. 

As  Mranory  once  reeHned 

Within  her  breezy  bowers. 
She  carefully  entwined 

A  wreath  of  fairest  flowers. 
"Tis  for  Life's  fav'rite  child," 

She  then  ezclaim'd,  *'  I've  dress'd  it/' 
At  which  yoong  Taloor  smil'd. 

And  for  the  prize  contested. 

When  Friendship  next  appear'd. 

Whose  wishes  seemed  the  purest. 
By  Hope  and  Candour  oheer'd. 

He  thought  his  claims  the  surest— 
When  Love,  so  young  and  fair. 

With  sweetness  came  advancing. 
Soft  pleasure  in  his  air. 

His  eyes  with  rapture  glancing. 

**  Oh !  Love,"  then  Memory  cried, 
"Thy  joys,  though  <^  the  fleetest, 

**  AUhoui^  to  some  denied, 
"They  still  are  found  the  sweetest. 
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"'TiB  on  thy  browi  alone 
"The  light  of  Life  it  shming, 

"  Then  be  the  wreetii  thy  own, 
**  Of  Memoiy'fl  fond  dedgning.** 


8T0P»  WHERE  ARE  YOU  GOINa. 

Thb  moon  shone  bright,  when  WiUiem  said, 

*<  How  charming  is  the  weather ; 
Come,  lore,  it  is  too  soon  for  bed. 
So  let  ns  walk  together." 
O  then  he  pressed  me. 
And  caressed  me. 

Each  tender  kiss  bestowing ! 
I,  with  a  frown. 
Cried,  looking  down, 
*<  Stop,  where  are  yon  going  ?" 

The  yonth  was  oheok'd,  and  stood  amai'd. 

Till  love  his  canse  befriended; 
Then  heaVd  a  sigh  and  fondly  gas'd. 

And  hop'd  he'd  not  offended. 

O  then  he  press'd  me,  fte. 

Ifow  really  he'd  hare  left  me  quite. 

If  I  had  bat  consented ; 

Bat  no,  it  was  too  fine  a  night, 

To  stay  alone  contented ; 

O  then  we  walked. 

And  sweetly  talked. 

Each  hetft  with  raptare  glowing  I 
Nor  more  could  say, 
Not  all  the  w»y, 
•*  Stop,  where  are  yon  a-going  ?*» 
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FILL  THE  BOWL  AGAIN. 

Thx  spsriding  wine's  enchanting  glow,' 

IHamineB  soft  delight ; 
And  while  we  feel  new  raptures  flow. 

Both  care  and  pain  take  flight. 
Then  why  should  mortals  e'er  repine* 

Or  think  their  eflEbrts  vain. 
But  seek  the  charms  of  rosy  wine. 

An4  flU  the  bowl  again. 

When  loTO  and  beauty  both  combine^ 

And  generous  soub  inspire, 
Wkhout  the  help  of  ro^  wine. 

The  flame  must  soon  expire. 
Then  woe  the  feeble  mind  enthrals. 

We  seek  relief  in  Tain; 
TSl  one  bright  thought  to  drinking  calla^ 

Then  flU  the  bowl  again. 

Though  sages  urge,  in  serions  strain. 

That  wine  destroys  the  soul. 
That  with  it  glory's  sought  in  Tain, 

While  heaven  is  in  the  bowL 
But  though  they  preach  this  silly  theme. 

Why  they  themselyes  will  deign 
To  toy  with  mirth  in  life's  gay  dream. 

And  fiU  the  bowl  again. 


HBKRY  ACQ)  LOUISA  5 

OB,  LOTS  Ajn>  PKJLOl. 

iETo  more  the  trumpet's  martial  sound 
OaUs  Henry  from  his  dear; 

No  ling'ring  pang  or  fatal  wound 
Doth  cause  the  pensiTe  tear. 
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Hit  wailike  toils  are  ceased  and  o*ot. 
What  pleasiire  fills  his  breast ; 

Hewdoomes  peace,  with  joy,  onoe  Hiore, 
Ko  foe  distorba  his  rest. 

Hjs  constant  love  with  nrtne  blessed, 
Now  daimshis  tender  care ; 

Louisa  shone,  bj  all  confessed, 
A  beanteons  lorelj  fkir. 

The  Ciithftil  tow  joang  Henry  made, 

Secnred  his  Uissfbl  pride ; 
Louisa  was  the  hi^py  maid. 

And  Henry's  channing  bride. 


FAR,  FAB  AT  BBA. 

'TwA9  night  when  ihe  bell  had  toQ'd  twehre. 
And  poor  Bnsan  had  sank  on  her  pillow. 

In  her  ear  whispered  som«  flitting  etrB— 
Yoor  love  now  is  tost  on  a  billow. 

Far,  far  at  ti& 

AH  was  dark  as  she  woke,  oat  of  breath, 
Not  an  object  her  fears  could  discover. 

All  was  still  as  the  silence  of  death, 
Saye  fancy,  which  painted  her  lover. 

Far,  far  at  se 

So  she  whispered  a  prayer,  closed  her  eyes. 
Bat  the  phantom  still  haunted  her  pillow. 

Whilst,  in  terror  she  echoed  his  cries 
As,  straggling,  he  sunk  on  the  biUow, 

Far,  far  at  se 
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ERE  AROUND  THE  HUGE  OAK. 

Ebs  around  the  huge  oalc,  that  o'ersha^ows  yon  mill. 

The  fond  ivy  had  dar'd  to  entwine ; 
Ere  the  church  was  a  ruin  that  nods  on  the  hill. 

Or  a  rook  built  its  nest  on  the  pine. 

Could  I  trace  back  the  time,  of  a  far  distant  date. 

Since  my  forefaters  toil'd  in  this  field ; 
Andtibe  farm  I  now  hold  on  your' honour's  estate. 

Is  the  same  which  my  grandfather  till'd. 

Te,  d^ing,  bequeathed  to  his  son  a  good  name. 

Which,  unsullied,  descended  to  me ; 
'or  my  child  I've  preserved  it,  unblemished  with  shame. 

And  it  still  from  a  spot  shall  go  free. 


SPIRIT  OP  LOVE !    THE  HEART  STILL 
DECEIVING. 

Spibis  of  Love!  the  heart  still  deceiving. 
Still  on  the  dim  ^e  deUciOus  dreams 'weaving, 
StiUwith  sad  pleasure  the  torn  bosom  heaving. 

Go !  I'm  thy  slave  and  thy  victim  no  more. 

Spirit  of  Hope!  from  thy  light  |>inion8  shedding. 
Flowers  where  the  steps  of  young  Passion  are  treading 
Sonny  hues  over  life's  sullen  clouds  spreading. 
Here  live  or  die  at  thy  shrine  I  adore. 

B^iit  of  JoyI  on  those  bosoms  descending. 
Gome,  like  llie  day-star  Uie  weary  night  ending; 
Come,  like  the  bow  with  the  summer  storm  blending. 
Bid  all  the  anguish  of  true  love  be  o'er. 

Love,  from  my  bosom  the  traitor  disdaining. 
If  I  am  scorned  I  shall  die  uncomplaining ; 
No  bitter  tears  musf  those  rich  cheeks  be  staining  ; 
No  thought  of  "^oe  must  those  young  cheeks  be  painng. 
Spirit  of  Love,  Ac. 
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THE  ROSE  OP  THE  VALLEY. 


Thb  iom  of  the  TaUey  in  spring-time  wm  gaj. 

The  roM  of  the  valley  it  withered  sway ; 

The  swaana  all  admired  it,  its  praaaea  rqpeat» 

An  emblem  of  virtue,  so  simple  and  sweet : 

Baft  the  blight  marred  the  blossom,  and  soon,  well-a-d^. 

The  rose  of  the  valley  it  withered  away. 

The  roee  of  the  valley  a  truth  can  impart. 
By  the  rose  of  the  valley  I  picture  my  heart; 
The  sun  of  content  cheered  the  mom  of  its  birth. 
By  innocence  rendered  a  heaven  on  earth ; 
But  Tirtue  and  Peace  left  the  spot,  well-a-day  1 
And  the  rose  of  the  valley  it  withered  away. 


THE  COTTAGE  OF  JOY. 

Tkovoh  grandeur  and  wealth  are  my  lot. 

And  Fortune  on  me  deigns  to  smile. 
My  pride  is  the  maid  of  the  cot. 

Whose  heart  is  a  stranger  to  guile ; 
8he*s  pure  as  the  dew-drop  or  snow. 

No  vices  her  charms  e'er  destroy. 
Her  breast  is  forsaken  by  Woe, 

Vor  she  lives  in  the  cottage  of  Joy. 

Her  station's  inferior  to  mine. 

Yet  her  virtue  PU  never  betray. 
But  lead  her  to  that  happy  shrine 

To  which  Cupid  dictates  the  way. 
United,  all  pomp  PU  deride. 

And  with  her  my  sweet  hqurs  employ. 
Then  naught  shall  I  covet  beside. 

Blest  with  her  and  the  cottage  of  Joy. 
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THB  INDIAN  JASMINE-FLOWEB. 

flow  lovely  the  jaamine^flower 

Blooms,  far  from  man's  obeerving  ejes» 
Axud,  haTing  Hved  its  little  hour. 

There  withers— there,  sequestered,  dies ! 
Thongh  fkded,  jet  'tia  not  forgot ; 

A  rich  perfiune,  that  time  can't  seter, 
lingers  in  that  nnfiriended  spot. 

And  decks  the  jasmine's  grave  for  erer. 

Thus,  thus  shonld  man,  who  seeks  to  soar. 

On  Learning's  wing,  to  Fame's  bright  skj. 
Ear  from  his  feUows  seek  that  lore. 

Unheeded  Uo§ — sequestered  die. 
Thus,  like  the  jasmine,  when  he's  fled. 

Fame's  rich  perfiome  wHl  ever  keep 
Idng'ring  around  the  faded  dead. 

As  saints  that  watch  some  infant's  sleep. 


KO,  NO,  FAIR  HSRBTIOE,  IT  CANNOT  BB. 

No,  no,  fair  heretiok,  it  cannot  be 

Bat  an  ill  love  in  me. 

And  worse  for  thee; 

For  were  it  in  my  power 

To  love  thee  now  this  hour 
More  then  I  did  the  last, 

'Twonld  then  so  fall 

I  mi|^t  not  love  at  aU  ; 
Xove  that  can  flow,  and  can  admit  increase 
Admits  as  well  an  ebb,  and  may  grow  less. 

True  love  is  still  the  same. 
The  torrid  xones 
And  those  more  friged  ones 
It  must  not  know  | 
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For  loTe  grown  cold  or  hot 

Is  false,  and  fnendship  not; 

The  thing  we  have  for  that*  s  a  flsme  would  die« 

Held  down  or  np  too  high : 
Then  think  I  love  more  than  I  can  express, 
And  wonld  laj  more  oonld  I  but  love  thee  less. 


ONE  KIND  LOOK  FROM  THEE,  MY  LOVE. 

TEOueH  winds  should  roar. 

And  torrents  ix>nr, 
I'd  traverse  land  and  sea,  my  ]ove» 

And  think  eacdi  ill 

O'erbalanced  still 
Bj  one  kind  look  from  thee,  my  love ! 

The  while  he  spoke,  I  ne'er  should  hear 

The  roaring  of  the  billow ; 
The  rudest  rock  would  down  appear. 

Were  his  kind  arm  my  pillow. 

Ko  grief  mine  eyes  could  e'er  betray. 

If  joy  in  his  were  beaming ; 
And  if  I  kissed  his  tears  away, 

'Twould  stop  my  own  from  streaming. 

Though  winds  should  roar,  te. 


THERE  IS  A  SWEET  AND  PLEASING  HOUR. 

Thbbx  is  a  sweet  and  pleasing  hour. 
Secure  from  ev'ry  evil  power. 
Replete  with  joys  like  those  above,— 
'Tis  the  sweet  hour  of  mutual  love. 
This  time,  to  youth  and  beauty  dear. 
Is  oft  embittered  by  a  tear. 
To  think  that  beauly's  fragrant  flower 
May  fade  and  wither  in  an  hour. 
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Then  m  the  ohanos  of  yoath  most  fade. 
And  lie  forgotten  in  the  shade. 
Let's  oatoh  love's  moments  ere  they're  passed, 
Hot  miss  them  for  they  cannot  last. 

There  is  a  sweet,  &c. 


DEBPLY  STILL,  WITHOUT  A  MOTION. 

Dbbvlt  still,  without  a  motion. 

Lies  the  bosom  of  the  deep ; 
Wliile  each  breese  that  roams  the  ocean. 

On  its  sorfaoe  seems  to  sleep, 

Scarody  swells  a  single  wave. 

All  is  silent  as  the  grave. 

But  Heaven  grows  brighter, 

The  clouds  part  asunder. 

Loud  murmurs  the  sea  breese 

That  slumbered  before ; 
The  ship  spreads  her  pinions. 

The  billows  break  under 
Her  prow  as  she  passes ; 
But,  lo  1  'tis  the  shore. 


BUT  SHOULD  SHB  FALL,  FAREWELL  AT 
ONCS  TO  LIFE. 

Ths  bolt  has  burst  1  the  doud  that  hung 

So  long  in  air  suspended. 
Hath  now  abroad  its  terrors  flung. 

Hath  now,  in  fiery  storm,  descended ! 
And  hark  I  the  Moslem  trumpet  calls,— 

Haste,  haste,  to  man  the  fortress-walls. 

Soldiers  of  Heaven  I  who  bum  to  shed 
Heaven's  vengeance  on  the  unftuthful  head. 
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Oh,  shrink  not,  nnee  no  mortal  power 
Can  haste  or  staj  Death's  certain  hoar. 

No  more  let  AUa  nerre  my  hand. 

And  be  our  battle-word, 
Deetmotion  to  jon  impions  band,— 

The  Koran  or  Hie  sword! 
Yet  be  some  hor'ring  spirit  near. 

To  shield  Amanda  through  the  donbtfdl  strife» 
Right  onward,  dauntless  then  I'll  bear. 

Bat,  thoold  she  £iU,— fareweUat  onoe  to  life  I 


LOVB  m  MY  BOSOM  LIKE  A  BEE. 

LoTB  in  my  bosom  like  s  bee 
'  Both  sack  his  sweet ; 
Now  with  his  wings  he  plays  with  me. 
Now  with  his  feet. 

"Within  mine  eyes  he  makes  his  nest. 
His  bed  amid  my  tender  breast ; 
My  kisses  are  his  daily  feast. 
And  yet  he  robs  me  of  my  rest. 

Strike  I  my  late— he  tones  the  string. 
He  mnsic  plays,  if  I  so  sing; 
He  lends  me  every  Hring  thing. 
Yet,  orael,  he  my  heart  doth  sting. 

What  if  I  beat  the  wanton  boy 

With  many  a  rod. 
He  will  repay  me  with  anm^. 

Because  s  god. 

Then  sit  Hiou  safely  on  my  knee. 
And  let  thy  bower  my  bosom  be  i 
O,  Capid,  so  thou  pity  me, 
I  will  not  wish  to  part  from  thee. 
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WE  SHALL  YET  BE  BLEST  AND  FKEE. 

Kos  more  sweet  Hie  water  pxishing 
In  the  thirsly  pilgrim's  ear; 

ITot  more  dear  the  day-beam  Unahing 
On  the  sighted  traveller's  fear. 

Than  the  stndn  which  whispers  me. 
We  shall  yet  be  blest  and  firee  1 

Voice  of  hope,  thy  fairy  nimxbers 
Wake  my  tranced  sool  again ! 

Glad  I  start  firom  sorrow's  slumbers, 
listening  to  thy  magic  strain. 

Hark  1  again  it  whispers  me. 

We  shall  yet  be  blest  and  free. 


0,  THE  PATH  OP  LIFE  IS  BOUGH  AND  DBEAB, 

0  ISM  path  of  life  is  rough  and  drear 

When  hope  is  gone. 
And  Sorrow,  with  a  passing  tear. 
Looks  sadly  on  I 

Though  many  bowers 

Are  deok'd  with  flowers. 
And  all  may  still  look  green; 

Yet,  in  a  day. 

They  fade  away. 
In  life's  dark  scene. 

Thongh  Lore  may  smile,  and  Joy  adorn 

Onr  yoathM  days, 
StiU  fleeting  lore  oft  bears  a  thorn, 
Its  power  decays ! 
For,  like  a  ray 
Of  beaateons  day. 
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He  sheds  a  heaTenlj  light  I 

But  soon  the  beam 

Is  bat  s  gleam. 
And  all  is  night. 

Thovgh  Friendship's  power  m^j  charm  the  breast. 

To  memory  dear; 
Btill  fell  Deceit  will  ofb  infest. 
And  canse  a  tear  i 
Thus  Care  annojs 
AU  mortal  joys , 
That  yet  hath  ever  been  1 
So  let  me  close. 
In  calm  repose. 
This  life's  dark  scene. 


LOVBtlS  VAINLY  TBY  TO  BANISH. 

LoTKBS  Tsinly  try  to  banish 
From  their  hearts  the  tyrant  boy  j 

Bat  their  efforts  idly  vanish. 
To  remove  the  padufol  joy. 

Some  attempt  to  heal  their  angoisn. 
In  absence  from  the  crael  fair ; 

Hear  her  sighs^  again  they  languish 
Love's  delicious  chains  to  wear. 

Some,  their  turdent  flame  to  smother. 
Seek  relief  in  floods  of  wine ; 

Love  will  come,  a  bold  intruder. 
And  around  their  cup  entwine. 


THEBE'S  SOME  SPELL  IN  THIS  HOUB. 

How  sweetly  beams  the  sunset 
O'er  lake,  and  wood,  and  glades  1 
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One  moment,  from  the  moantain 
The  last  pale  radiaiwe  fades. 

On  noiseless  wings  the  twilight 

Sails  over  earth  and  sea : 
And  nightingales  are  breathing 

Their  songs  to  night  and  me. 

There's  some  spell  in  this  honr« 

That  Hf ts  us  from  the  earth ; 
I  weep»  yet  'tis  not  scmtow; 

I  smile,  yet  'tis,  not  mirth. 

Bnt  brighter  now,  and,  stiU  more  bright. 

The  fire  of  eve  is  streaming ; 
With  er'ry  moment  some  new  light 

From  yon  blue  sky  is  beaming. 

One  star,  and  now  again  another, 

0*er  the  water  trembles ; 
1^  far  and  near,  and  eVry  part, 

A  mead  of  spring  resembles. 

WILT  THOU  BE  MUTE,  PAlB  CABOLINBI 

WiiiT  thon  bo  mine,  fair  Caroline  ? 

For  thee  I  sigh  and  sorrow ; 
Yoang  Edward  sighed,  and  kneeling  cried. 

Wilt  thon  be  mine  to  morrow  ? 

The  smile  divine,  fair  Caroline 

From  Venus  seemed  to  borrow ; 
I  win  be  thine,  blushed  Caroline; — 

I  will  be  thine  to-morrow. 

The  mom  appears,  their  bosoms  cheers-* 

Poor  lovers  doomed  to  sorrow ; 
His  conntxy's  foes,  to  fight  he  goes. 

And  leaves  her  on  the  morrow. 
105  H 
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A  fatal  dart  soon  pierced  his  heart ; 

The  news  strikes  her  with  smrrov; 
m  still  be  thine !  cried  Cardine, 

And  died  upon  the  morrow. 


MY  HEART  WITH  LOVE  18  BEaTINQ. 

ity  heart  with  love  is  beating. 

Transported  by  your  eyes  ; 
Alas,  there's  no  retreating. 

In  Tain  a  captive  flies. 

Then  why  shch  anger  cherish  ? 

Why  turn  thy  eyes  away  ? 
Fbr  if  yon  bid  me  perish, 

Alas !  I  most  obey. 

OooM  deeds  my  heart  discover, 
Oonld  valour  gain  your  charms, 

I'd  prove  myself  a  lover 
Against  a  world  in  arms. 

Proud  fiair !  thus  low  before  you 

A  prostrate  warrior  view. 
Whose  sole  deUght  and  glory 

Are  centered  all  in  you. 

BE  MINE,  DEAB  MAID. 

Bi  mine,  dear  maid,  this  faithftd  heart 

Can  never  prove  untrue ; 
'Twere  easier  far  with  Ufe  to  part. 

Than  cease  to  live  for  you. 
My  soul,  gone  forth  firom  this  lono  breast. 

Lives  only,  love,  in  thine ; 
There  is  its  holy  home  of  rest. 

Its  dear,  its  chosen  shrine. 
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Then  tarn  thee  not  away,  my  dear> 

Oh,  torn  thee  not  away,  lore  j 
For  by  the  light  of  truth,  I  swear 

To  love  thee  night  and  day  love. 

'I%9  not  mine  eye  thy  beanty  loves, 

Mine  ear  thy  tnnefiil  voice ; 
But  'tis  my  heart  thy  heart  approves, 

A  lifb  enduring  choice. 
The  kuk  shall  first  forget  to  sing, 

When  mom  unfolds  the  east. 
E'er  I  by  change  or  boldness  wring 

Thy  fond  confiding  breast. 

Then  turn,  &c. 


ALL  COMBINED  m  HER  I  LOVE. 

'Tis  not  her  beauty  that  I  prise ; 
Though  she  has  beauty  might  compare 
With  those  who  are  most  brightly  fair! 

'Tis  not  the  lustre  of  her  eyes ; 
Thotigh  she  has  eyes  to  wake  desire. 
And  set  a  world  of  hearts  on  fire; 
Though  in  her  form' the  Graces  move, 
'Tis  not  for  these  alone  I  love. 

'Tis  not  her  dazzling  wit  that  charms; 
Though  she  has  wit  that  lightly  plays. 
And  darts,  unwoonding,  by  its  rays ! 

ISs  not  her.sterling  sense  that  wanu^ ; 

Though  sense  and  judgment  govern  still 
Each  word  and  action  at  her  will ! 
Kot  beauty,  wit,  nor  sense  could  move. 
Yet  all  combined  in  her  I  love. 
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THE  SENSITIVE  HEART. 

Thb  rose  on  her  bosom  had  £sded» 

niohfi^  warmed  by  tiie  beams  firom  her  eyej 
The  flowor  seemed  to  droop,  as  persuaded 

Its  charms  with  her  cheek  could  not  vief 
Yet  when  I  peroeiTed  the  fair  swelling 

'Which  heaved  its  soft  bed  of  repose. 
How  I  envied  the  drooper  its  dwelling. 

And  wished  myself  blest  like  the  rose. 

Sore  the  hand  that  could  gather  the  flower 

And  place  it  so  fondly  to  rest, 
ICay  inoUne,  in  some  fortunate  hoar. 

To  give  me  a  place  in  that  breast ! 
My  happiness,  then,  were  completed, 

rd  ne'er  from  that  harbour  depart ; 
Kay,  rd  bloom,  though  the  rose  had  retreated. 

In  the  warmth  of  her  sensitive  heart. 


LOVE  SMILES  ON  LAUGHTER  AND  WINE. 

Thx  stars  that  in  clusters  shine  o'er  us. 

To  earth  lend  a  soul-cheering  glow; 
Thon^  darkness  brood  dimly  before  us. 

Our  pathway  grows  bright  as  we  go. 
As  stars  gem  the  aaure  of  heaven, 

That  else  were  mere  darkness  and  night* 
So  Hope's  starry  beams  have  been  given 

To  shine  where  Joy  loses  her  light. 

But  brighter  than  all  the  stars  o'er  ns. 

Or  Hope,  in  Misfortune's  dark  nig^t. 
Is  Love,  sitting  smiling  before  us. 

In  Beanty's  majestical  light. 
To  earth  Fate  awarded  three  treasures. 

Like  star's  on  life's  darkness  to  shine; 
And  mortals  may  taste  those  three  treasuros, 

"When  Love  smiles  on  laughter  and  wine. 
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THOSE  ETENING  BELLS. 

Thosb  eremng  belb !  those  errain/?  belli ! 
Uow  xaany  a  tale  their  music  tells 
Of  youth  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime  ! 

Those  Joyons  hours  are  passed  awaj. 
And  many  a  heart  that  then  was  gay 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells. 
And  hears  no  more  those  erening  bells. 

And  so  twill  be  when  I  am  gpne. 
That  tnneM  peal  will  still  ring  on, 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  dells. 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  eTening  bells 


THE  KISS. 

HviOD  seal  of  soft  affection, 
Tend'rest  pledge  of  ftitore  bliss, 

Dearest  tie  of  young  connexion. 
Lore's  first  snow-drop— virgin  kiss. 

Speaking  silence^  dumb  confession. 
Passion's  birth  and  infant's  play, 

DoTc-Hke  fondness,  chaste  confession. 
Glowing  dawn  of  brighter  day. 

Sorrowing  joy,  adieu's  last  action 
When  hng^g  lips  no  more  can  join. 

What  words  can  ever  speak  affection. 
So  thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine  ? 
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TELL,  O,  TELL  MB,  IS  IT  LOYE ! 

Wht  bo  hot,  my  besting  breast  ? 
Morning,  noon,  nor  night  at  rest ; 

E'er  the  same,  asleep  or  wake  t 
Bold  distorber,  tell  me  tme, 
Whj  this  fluttering  wild  ado  ? 

Why  my  tranquil  moments  break  ? 
Tell,  O,  tell  me,  is  it  love? 

Is  it  love  P  O,  tcU  me,  tell  me. 

Why  BO  restlees,  busy  thought, 
Blighting  hope  with  pleasure  fraught? 

Hope,  the  child  of  fancy  bom ! 
Why  to  Care  a  slave  am  I, 
That,  till  now,  ne'er  breathed  a  sigh. 

Proudly  treating  grief  with  soom? 

Tell,  O,  tell  me,  is  it  love  ?  &o. 

What,  if  I  have  Rosa  seen. 
Angel-like  in  shape  and  mien  1 

So  have  thousands  seen  her,  too» 
What,  though  she  be  peerless  fair. 
Why  should  I  her  fetters  wear  P 

Why  shoiild  she  my  peace  undo? 

Tell,  O,  tell  me,  is  it  love  ? 


MY  HEABT  IS  THINE  FOB  EVER. 

Oh,  life  is  like  a  summer  flower. 

Blooming  bat  to  wither ; 
O  love  is  like  aa  April  shower. 

Tears  and  smiles  together. 
And  hope  is  but  a  vapour  lig^t 

The  lovers  worst  deceiver ! 
Before  him  now  it  dances  bright. 

And  now  its  gone  for  everv 
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O  joj  is  bnt  »  passing  raj. 

Lover's  hearts  begmimg ; 
A  gleam  that  cheers  a  winter's  day, 

Jnst  a  oMnoent  smiling. 
Bfit  thoo^  in.  hopeleas  dark  despair. 

The  thread  of  life  maj  serar ; 
Yet  while  it  beats,  dear  maid,  I  swear 

Mf  heart  is  thine  for  ever. 


LOVB  IS  A  HUIVTBB  BOY. 

LoTi  is  a  hnnter  boy. 

Who  makes  yoong  hearts  his  prey 
And  in  his  nets  of  joy 

Ensnares  them  ni^^t  and  day. 
In  Tain  ooneealed  they  He, 

Love  tracks  them  every  where; 
la  vain  alofb  they  fly. 

Love  shoots  them,  i^ing^  there. 

Bnt  tis  his  joy,  most  swee^ 

At  earl^  dawn  to  trace 
The  pxint  of  Beauty's  feet. 

And  give  the  trembler  chase. 
And  most  he  loves  throngh  snow 

To  track  those  footsteps  fair. 
For  then  the  boy  doth  know 

None  tracked  before  him  there. 


TO  LOTB,  AND  YET  OUB  LOTB  CONCEAL. 

To  love,  and  yet  onr  love  ooneeal; 

To  slight  the  heart  by  trial  proved; 
Be  loved,  and  yet  be  forced  to  feel 

We  merit  not  to  be  belov'dx 
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Oia  Fftto  have  other  p«ni£t  in  store. 

More  deeply  keen,  more  sharp  than  this ; 
To  shim  the  olgeot  we  adore, 

Possessmg,  yet  avoidhig  bliss  P 
Oh !  nerer  more  my  heart  shall  prise  . 

Ha  farmer  peace,  or  transport  know; 
The  eariy  hope  tiiat  blighted  dies 

Can  ne'er  again  be  taoght  to  glow. 


OOUIiD  I  CALL  BACK  THE  FLBASURBS. 

Could  I  call  bade  the  pleasmres 

When  infancy's  smile 
Bore  resemUanee  to  Tktae, 

Untainted  with  guile ! 
Felt  in  days  when  no  sorrow 

Inraded  my  rest; 
When  no  looks  fostered  envy, 

Ko  sighs  e'er  oppressed. 

O,  rd  welcome  each  moment. 

Though  snok  be  their  stay, 
As  the  bright  gems  of  morning 

Soon  Tamsh  away, 
And^orget,  idiile  they  lasted. 

My  care*wom-oat  heart. 
With  what  sorrow  'tis  blended. 

For  joys  they  impart. 


THE  PEARLY  DROP. 

I  SAW  my  Jnlia's  sparkling  eye. 
Like  glisf  ning  dews  at  mom  appear ; 

Bat,  ah  I  her  bosom  heaved  a  sigh. 
And  dimmed  the  gUsf  ner  with  a  tear. 
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The  pearly  drop  that  lingered  there. 
Was  surely  armed  with  Capid  s  dart. 

And  fklling  on  that  breast  so  fair. 
First  taoght  me  how  to  feel  its  smart. 


WHY  DIDST  THOU  LEAVE  MB,  LOVEP 

Wht  didst  fhon  leave  me,  love  P 

Why  didst  thon  leave  me  ? 
Did  it  not  grieve  thee,  love. 

From  me  to  roam  ? 
Long  did  I  pray  thee,  love, 

toothing  could  stay  thee ; 
Could'st  thou  be  happy  from  me,         ' 

And  from  home  ? 

in  not  upbraid  thee,  love; 

rU  not  upbraid  thee. 
Though  thou  hast  made  me,  love. 
Thy  loss  deplore : 
Since  now  I  hold  thee. 
Fondly  to  fold  thee. 
Nothing  should  force  me  to  part 
From  thee  more. 


THE  KISS. 

QaofW  to  my  lip,  thou  sacred  kiss. 

On  which  my  soul's  beloved  swore 
That  there  should  come  a  time  of  bliss 

When  she  would  mock  my  hopes  no  more  t 
And  fknoy  shall  thy  glow  renew 

In  sighs  at  mom  and  dreams  at  night. 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  early  dew 

Till  tibou'rt  absolved  by  rapture's  rite. 
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Swoet  honrs  that  are  to  make  me  blest^ 
Oh  !  flj,  like  breeses  to  the  goal, 
And  let  mj  k)Te,  mj  more  than  soul. 

Come  panting  to  this  fevered  breast; 

And  whilo  in  ereiy  fj^oe  I  drink 
The  rich  o'erflowings  of  her  mind. 

Oh  1  let  her  all  impassioned  sink. 
In  sweet  abandonment  resigned. 

Blushing  for  allonr  straggles  past. 
And  mnrmnring,  "  I  am  tiiine  at  last!" 


CONSTANT  WILL  I  PROVE  TO  HER  I  LOVE 
SO  DEARLY. 

Thb  moon  her  tranquil  oonrse  has  ran. 

While  fairy  stars  attend  her ; 
Now  brightly  beams  the  morning  son, 

Li  rich  and  golden  splendour. 

They  all  are  bright,  they  all  are  fair. 
Which  heaven  displays  so  cheeriy ;  , 

Yet,  not  can  heaven  itself  compare 
With  her  I  love  so  dearly. 

Her  eyes  than  morning  son  more  bright. 

Across  the  landscape  starting ; 
Her  mind  more  tranquil  than  the  iight 

From  star  or  moonbeam  darting    • 


Yes,  all  is  bright  in  her  we  love. 
When  loving  so  sincerely ; 

And  all  as  constant  will  I  proTO 
To  her  I  love  so  dearly. 
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THE  TRUTH  OF  WOMAN. 

Woxiir's  iaith  and  woman's  trost. 
Write  the  characters  in  dnst ; 
Stamp  them  on  the  nmning  stream. 
Print  them  on  the  moon's  pale  beam. 
And  each  evanescent  letter 
Shall  be  clearer,  firmer,  better. 
And  more  permanent,  I  ween. 
Than  the  thing  those  letters  mean. 

I  hare  strained  the  spider's  thread 
'Gainst  the  promise  of  a  maid ; 
I  hare  weighed  a  grain  of  sand 
'Gainst  her  plight  of.heart  and  hand; 
I  told  my  true  love  of  th!e  token ; 
Now  her  faith  proved  light  and  broken. 
Again  her  word  and  troth  she  plight. 
And  I  believed  them  again  ere  night. 


THE  LOVEB'S  DEPARTURE. 

'Ti8  the  honr,  and  we  mnst  part,  love  ; 

Fate  her  heaviest  sorrow  wreaks ;  * 
And  the  woe  that  rends  mv  heart,  love. 

Tears,  than  langnage,  abler  speaks. 
Happj  moments  we  have  seen,  love. 

Ah,  how  swiftly  they  coold  flee ; 
Now  the  pleasure  that  has  been,  love. 

Is  bnt  tortore  onto  me. 

Far,  perhaps,  we're  doomed  to  sever. 
Long,  in  absence,  to  repine ; 

Yet  shall  time  or  distance  nerer 
Change  this  faithfol  heart  of  mine. 
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Be  my  pathway  dark  or  hnght,  lore. 
While  oar  wandering  shaU  be ; 

Then  shalt  be  a  star  of  light,  love. 
Still  to  gnide  my  soul  to  thee. 

Fare  thee  well,— I'll  not  forget  thee, 

Wheresoe'er  I  chance  to  rove ; 
Doubts  and  achings  that  beset  me 

Shall  but  purify  my  love ; 
And  if  we  may  meet  at  last,  love. 

All  our  pains  and  partings  o'er. 
Then  the  sorrow  that  is  past,  love. 

Will  but  make  our  bliss  the  more. 


COME  TBLL  MB  WHERE  THE  MAID  IS  FOUin). 

CoKc,  tell  me  where  the  maid  is  found. 
Whose  heart  can  love  without  deceit. 

And  I  will  range  the  world  around,    , 
To  sigh  one  moment  at  her  feet. 

O,  ten  me  where's  her  sainted  home. 
What  air  receives  her  blessed  sigh ! 

A  pilgrimage  of  years  I'll  roam, 
To fiatdh.  one  sparkle  of  her  eye  I 

And  if  her  cheek  be  rosy  bright, 
While  truth  within  her  bosom  lies, 

I'll  gate  upon  her  mom  and  night, 
Till  my  heart  leave  me  through  her  eyes  1 

Show  me  on  earth  a  thing  so  rare, 

I'll  own  that  miracles  are  true ; 
To  make  one  maid  sincere  and  fair, 

O,  'tis  the  utmost  Heaven  can  do ! 
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1  ;SHALIr  NOT  FOEGET  THEE. 

When  time  shall  heal  mj  wounded  peace. 
And  bid  the  heart's  repining  cease ; 
^^Hien  the  rode  storm  of  memory's  sway, 
Shan  die  in  calm  despair  away. 

Think  not  I'll  then  forget  thee. 

With  wasting  sighs  that  erer  swell. 
Thou  heareat  me  bid  my  love  farewell ; 
Thy  smiles  of  fondness  I  resign. 
The  win  is  heaven's,  the  woe  is  mine, 

For  I  can  ne'er  forget  thee. 

When  youth,  amosed  by  joy's  control, 
ShaU  caU  to  love  my  drooping  sool ; 
And  many  a  smiling  form  appear, 
The/U  wonder  at  my  starting  tear. 

For  then  TU  not  forgot  thco. 

The  onrions  breast  shaU  never  know 
The  griefB  that  nurse  my  silent  woe ; 
The  treaoh'rons  sigh  shaU  ne'er  reveal 
The  name  love  teaches  to  conceal. 

Yet  I  shall  not  forgot  tboo. 

I  wish  not  that  thy  throbbing  breast. 
Like  mine  shaU  mourn  its  banished  rest ; 
Ko  nightly  tear  thine  eyo  should  dim, 
Tct  thou  may'st  sometimes  think  on  him. 

Who  never  can  forget  thee. 


COME,  CELIA,  LET'S  AGREE,  AT  LAST. 

Com,  Celia,  lef  s  agree,  at  last. 

To  love,  and  live,  in  quiet ; 
Lef  s  tie  the  knot  so  very  fast. 

That  Time  shaU  ne'er  untie  it  I 
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Love'a  dearest  joys  fhej  uavet  prore 
Who  free  firom  qnanelB  Uto  ; 

'Tis,  sore,  »  godlike  part  of  love,  f 

Each  other  to  forgive 

When  least  I  seemed  ooncemed,  I  took 

No  pleasure,  nor  had  rest ; 
And  when  I  feigned  an  angry  look, 

Alas  I  I  loved  yon  best! 
8aj  but  the  same  to  me,  you'll  find 

How  blest  will  be  our  fate  I 
Sure,  to  be  grateful,  to  be  kind. 

Can  never  be  too  late  1 


AH  I  WHY  THAT  LOOK  OF  60BB0WP 

Ah  !  why  that  look  of  sorrow  P 
Those  eyes  which  now  decline. 

In  other  days  should  borrow 
A  beam  of  joy  from  mine. 

My  heart  the  same  you  see,  love 

But  thine  no  love  displays; 
Oh  I  turn  again  on  me,  love, 

A  look  of  other  days. 

While  thus  you  coldly  meet  me. 

And  all  my  bliss  destroy, 
Hope  whispers  you  should  greet  me 

Amessenger  of  joy! 

Ah  !  could  I  e'er  believe  it. 
Your  heart  would  prove  untrue  ? 

Could  I  love  yours— yet  grieve  it  ? 
No,  no  my  love — ^nor  you ! 
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FORGET  THEE !  NO, 
fHKir  be  it  so,  and  let  us  part. 

Since  love  like  mine  has  failed  to  moye  thee ; 
But  do  not  think  this  constant  heart 

Can  erer  cease,  ingrate !  to  love  thee. 
Kg  ;— spite  of  all  thy  cold  disdain, 

111  bless  the  day  when  first  I  met  thee. 
And  rather  bear  whole  years  of  pain. 

Than  e'en  for  one  short  hoar  forgot  thee. 

Forget  tUco !  no. 

Still  Memoiy,  now  my  only  fUend, 

Shan,  with  her  soothing  art,  endeavour 
My  present  anguish  to  suspend. 

By  painting  pleasures  lost  for  ever. 
She  shall  the  happy  hours  renew. 

When  full  of  hope  and  smiles  I  met  thee, 
And  little  thought  the  day  to  view 

When  thou  would'st  wish  me  to  forget  theo. 

Forget  thee !  no. 

Yet  I  have  lived  to  view  that  day; 

To  mourn  my  past  destructive  blindness; 
To  see,  now  turned  with  scorn  away. 

Those  eyes  once  filled  with  answering  kiuduess. 
Bat  go— fkrewell !  and  be  thou  blest. 

If  thoughts  of  what  I  feel  will  let  thee ; 
Yet,  though  thy  image  kills  my  rest, 

'Twere  greater  anguish  to  forget  thoe. 

Forget  thee!  no. 

PAEBWELL  f  FORGET  MB  NOT. 

I SKB  the  white  sails  of  thy  ship, 

The  blue  depths  of  the  sea ; 
I  hear  the  wind  sweep  o'er  the  ware 

That  bears  thee,  love,  from  uio. 
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Thy  flag  shines  in  the  crimson  son, 

Now  setting  in  the  brine ; 
That  son  will  set  to -morrow  there, 

Bi^t  light  no  sail  of  thine  1 
Yet,  wit^  to-morrow's  evening  star. 

Again  I'll  seek  this  spot ; 
'Twas  here,  I  gave  my  parting  charge, 

Mj  last — Forget  me  not ! 

Around  my  neck  there  is  a  band, 

Tis  made  of  thy  dark  hair ; 
Its  links  guard  my  heart's  dear  prize, 

A  broken  ring  they  bear. 
'  A  like  pledge  hangs  upon  my  breast. 

The  last  sweet  gift  love  gave ; 
We  broke  that  ring,  we  twined  that  hair. 

Upon  a  maiden's  grave ! 
A  girl  who  died  of  broken  vows— 

(How  can  love  be  forgot  ?) 
A  fitting  shrine  for  faithfol  hearts 

To  light— Forget  me  not  I 

How  can  I  bear  to  think  on  all 

The  dangers  thou  must  brave  F 
My  fears  will  deem  each  gale  a  storm. 

While  thou  art  on  the  wave. 
How  my  young  heart  will  cling  to  all 

That  breathes  of  thine  or  thee  ! 
How  I  will  plant  thy  favourite  flowers. 

And  nurse  thy  fav'rite  tree ! 
And  thou,  oh,  thou  I  be  shade  or  shine. 

Or  storm  or  calm  thy  lot. 
Bear  on  thy  heart  our  parting  words— 

Our  fond— Forget  me  not ! 

Nay,  praylthee,  mother,  let  me  gaze 

Upon  that  distant  sail ; 
What  matters  that  my  eye  is  dim 

Or  that  my  cheek  is  pole  ? 
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And  tdl  me  not  'tis  vain  to  weep 

For  him  who  is  away; 
That  sighs  nor  tears  will  speed  th«  flight 

Of  bat  a  single  day ; 
It  is  not  that  I  hope  to  bring 

My  sailor  to  oar  cot. 
Bat  who  can  say,  and  yet  not  weep— 

Farewell !— Forget  me  not  f 


8AID  A  SMILE  TO  A  TEAR. 

Said  a  Smile  to  a  Tew, 

On  the  cheek  of  my  dear. 
And  beamed  like  the  son  in  spring  weather. 

In  sooth,  lovely  Tear, 

It  strange  mast  appear. 
That  we  shonld  be  both  here  together. 

I  came  from  the  heart, 

A  soft  balm  t-o  impart. 
To  yonder  sad  daaghter  of  grie#j 

And  I,  said  the  Smile, 

That  heart  now  begaile, 
Bince  yon  gave  the  poor  moomer  relief. 

Oh,  then,  said  the  Tear, 

Sweet  Smile  it  is  clear. 
We  are  twins,  and  soft  Pity  oar  mother ; 

And  how  lovely  that  face 

Which  together  we  grace. 
For  the  woe  and  the  bliss  of  another ) 


WHENCE  COMES  MY  LOVE  ? 

Whbvcx  comes  my  love  ?— oh !  heart,  disclose ! 
'Twas  from  cheeks  that  shame  the  rose ; 
105  I 
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From  lips  that  spoil  the  ruby's  praise— 
From  ejes  that  mock  the  diamond  blaze  t 
Whenee  comes  my  woe,  as  freely  own— 
Ah  me  I  'twas  from  a'heartlike  stone. 

The  blushing  cheek  the  modest  mind— 
The  lips  befitting  words  most  kind ; 
The  eye  doth  tempt  to  love's  desire. 
And  seems  to  say — 'tis  Cupid's  fire; 
Yet  all  so  fair,  but  speak  my  moan, 
8ith  nought  doth  say  the  heart  of  stone. 

Why  thus,  my  lore,  so  kind  bespeak. 

Sweet  eye,  sweet  lip,  sweet  blushing  check 

Yet  not  a  heart  to  save  my  pain  ? 

O  Venus  I  take  thy  gifts  again ; 

Make  nought  so  fair  to  cause  our  moan. 

Or  make  a  heart  that's  like  your  own. 


AH;  CIljBL  MAID,  HOW  HAST  THOU 
CHANGED! 

Ah!  cruel  maSd  how  hast  thou  changed 

The  temper  of  my  mind ! 
My  heart  by  thee  from  mirth  enstranged, 

Becomes,  like  thee,  unkind! 

By  Fortune  favoured,  clear  in  fame, 

I  once  ambitious  was; 
And  friends  I  had  that  fanned  the  flame. 

And  gave  my  youth  applause. 

But  now  my  weakness  all  abuse. 
Yet  vain  their  taunts  on  me; 

Friends,  fortune,  fame  itsblf  I'd  lose. 
To  gain  one  smile  from  thee : 
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Yet  only  thou  should'st  not  despise 
My  folly  or  my  woe  j 
■  If  I  am  mad  in  other's  eyes, 
*Ti8  thou  hast  made  me  so ! 

But  days  like  these,  with  doubting  .onrst, 

I  will  not  long  endure ; 
Am  I  despised  ?— I  know  the  worst. 

And  also  know  my  core. 

If  fidse  her  tows,  she  dare  renoxmce — 

She  instant  ends  my  pain ; 
For,  oh !  that  heart  must  break  at  once 

Which  cannot  hate  again ! 


WHAT  IP  THINE  EYE  IS  BEAMING  JET. 

What  if  thine  eye  is  beaming  jet  P 

What,  if  thy  tresses  beauteous  play  P 
What^if  thon'rt  lovely,  dearest,  yet 

Those  trifling  charms  must  fade  away. 
Check  Tanity,  and  think  them  nought ; 

Alas  I  boUi  you  and  them  must  die. 
The  dream  of  Beauty's  dearly  bought. 

And  Time  but  marks  it  with  a  sigh. 

Thou'rt  young,  ah !  seize  each  fleeting  hour ; 

Be  to  thy  outward  graces  blind ; 
Let  reason  shed  her  cooler  power. 

And  show  the  beauties  of  the  mind. 
And  when  the  paths  of  age  you  trace. 

You'll  own,  when  youth  and  charms  depart. 
Heaven  ne'er  glances  at  a  face. 

But  eyea  the  erring  mortal's  heart. 
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MY  COTTAGE  m  THE  GBOVE. 

Now  wanton  galea  perfume  the  glade. 
Beneath  l^e  woodbine's  fngnnt  shade 

Each  shepherd  tells  his  love ; 
From  "aXL  that's  fresh,  from  all  thafs  fair, 
I've  culled  each  sweet  to  deck  with  care 

My  cottage  in  the  grove. 

Ah  I  oome,  Eliza,  lorelj  maid, 
Come,  share  with  me  the  rural  shade; 

Ah !  come,  and  be  my  love. 
Here  harmony  delights  to  dwell. 
Content  is  found  within  the  cell 

Of  my  cottage  in  the  grove. 

Here,  roses  red  and  roses  white. 
Your  rival  sweets,  come,  here  unite. 

These  rural  joys  to  prove; 
Here  music  charms  with  magic  sound. 
While  love  and  pleasure  reign  around. 

Of  my  cottage  in  the  grove. 


THE  BEWILDERED  MAID. 

Slow  broke  the  light,  and  sweet  breath'd  the  mora. 

When  a  maiden  I  saw  sitting  under  a  thorn ; 

Her  dark  hair  hung  loose  on  her  bare  neck  of  snow. 

Her  eyes  look'd  bewilderd,  her  cheeks  pale  with  woe : 

'*0  whence  is  thy  sorrow,  sweet  maiden,"  said  I, 

*'  The  green  grave  will  answer,"  she  said,  with  a  sigh ; 

The  merry  lark  so  sweetly  did  sing  o'er  her  head. 

But  she  thought  on  her  grief  and  the  battle,  she  said. 

The  breeze  murmured  by,  when  she  look'd  up  forlorn ; 
"Hark  1  hark !  did'st  thou  hear,  'twas  the  sigh  of  the 
mom; 
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Thej  say  that  in  battle  mj  love  met  liia  death. 

Bat  ah!   'twas  the  hawthorn  that  robb'd  his  sweet 

breath : 
Come  here,  gontle  robin,  live  safe  from  the  storm. 
In  my  bosom  now  sing,  there  my  true  love  lies  warm  j 
Ahl  robin,  be  constant,  my  true  love  was, brave. 
Sweet  robin  shall  sit  and  sing  o'er  my  grave.*' 


THINE  AM  I,  MY  FAITHFUL  FAIR. 

Thuts  am  I,  my  faithful  fair. 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy ; 

£very  pulse  among  my  veins, 
iJvery  roving  fancy. 

To  thy  bosom  lay  my  heart. 
There  to  throb  and  languish. 

Though  despair  has  wrung  its  oore* 
That  would  heal  its  anguish. 

Take  away  those  rosy  lips. 
Rich  with  balmy  treasure ; 

Turn  away  those  eyes  of  love. 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasure. 

What  is  life  when  wanting  love  ? 

Night  without  a  morning ; 
Love's  the  cloudless  summer  sun. 

Nature  gay  adorning. 


O  SAT  NOT  WOMAN'S  LOVE  IS  BOUGHT. 

Ob  1  say  not  woman's  love  is  bought 
With  vain  and  empty  treasure ; 

Oh  I  say  not  woman's  heart  is  caught 
By  every  idle  pleasure. 
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When  first  her  gentle  bosom  knows         • 
LoYo's  flame,  it  wanders  never ; 

Deep  in  her  heart  the  passion  glows. 
She  lores,  and  loves  for  ever. 

Oh  I  saj  not  woman's  false  as  fair 

That  like  the  bee  she  i^nges; 
Still  seeking  flowers  more  sweet  and  rare. 

As  fickle  fancj  changes : 
Ah,  no,  the  love  that  first  can  warm. 

Will  leave  her  bosom  never : 
No  second  passion  e'er  can  charm. 

She  loves,  and  loves  for  ever ! 


SWEET  MABY,  THOU  AKT  DEAD. 

Iw  I  had  thought  thou  conldst  have  died, 

I  might  not  weep  for  thee*; 
But  I  forgat,  when  bj  thy  side. 

That  thou  could'st  mortal  be. 
It  never  through  my  mind  had  passed. 

That  time  would  e'er  be  o'er, 
When  I  on  thee  should  look  mj  last. 

And  thou  should  smile  no  more. 

And  still  upon  that  face  I  look. 

And  think  'twiU  smile  again ; 
And  still  the  thought  I  will  not  brook. 

That  I  must  look  in  vain : 
But  when  I  speak  thou  dost  not  saj 

What  thou  ne'er  left'st  unsaid ; 
And  now  }.  feel— as  well  I  may. 

Dear  Mary,  thou  art  dead. 

If  thou  would'st  stay,  even  as  thou  art. 

All  cold  and  all  serene, 
I  still  might  press  thy  silent  heart. 

And  where  thy  snaile  has  been  I 
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Whfle  e'en  thy  chill  bleak  corse  I  hare, 

Thoa  seemest  still  mine  own 
Bm  there— I  lay  thee  in  thj  graTe, , 

And  now— I  am  alone. 

I  do  not  think  where'er  thoa  art. 

Thou  hast  forgotten  me  I 
And  I,  perhaps,  may  soothe  this  heart, 

Bj  thinking  still  of  thee  I 
Yet  there  was  round  thee  sooh  a  dawn 

Of  light  ne'er  seen  before. 
As  Fancy  never  conld  have  drawn. 

And  never  can  restore. 


HUSHED  BB  YOUR  CARES  IN  SLEEP. 

'  BoTf  down/  sleep !  oh,  sooth  the  soul 

That  prays  to  thee  for  rest  I 
And  whisper  other  nymphs  have  charms 

To  make  a  lover  blestj 
Oh !  may  they  never  dream  of  love. 

When  doomed  to  hope  in  vain ; 
Bat  let  the  mind  soar  far  above. 

And  treat  it  with  disdain. 

Bat  least  some  tender  thought  should  rise 

For  her  yoa  did  adore. 
And,  in  a  fancied  agony 

You  still  might  suffer  more ! 
Ah  I  sink  in  ease  your  restless  frame, 

While  silent  momeots  creep ; 
And,  undistarbed  with  anxious  dream. 

Hushed  be  your  cares  in  sleep  I 
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BRIGHT  BE  THE  PLACE  OP  THY  SOUL. 

Bright  be  the  pUco  of  thy  sonl,— 

"No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  sbine ! 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  bnt  dirine 

As  thy  sonl  shall  immortally  be ; 
And  oar  sorrow  may  cease  to  repine 

When  we  know  that  thy  Oodis  with  thee. 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb. 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be ; 
There  should  not  be  a  shadow  of  gloom 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee ! 
Young  flowers,  and  an  evergreen  tree, 

S^ay  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest ; 
But  not  cypress  or  yew  let  us  see, 

For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  blest  I 


DESIRE  AND  PLEASURE. 

Ik  yonder  bower  lies  Pleasure,  sleeping, 

ijid  near  him  mourns  a  blooming  maid ; 
He  will  not  wake,  and  she  sits  weepbig. 

When,  lo,  a  stranger  proffers  aid ; 
His  hurried  steps,  his  glance  of  fire. 

The  god  of  wishes  wild  declare ; 
*'  Fond  Pleasure,  wake !"  exclaimed  De»re, 

And  Pleasure  woke,  to  bless  the  fair. 

But  soon  the  i^mph,  in  luckless  hour. 

Desire  asleep  was  doomed  to  view; 
*  Try,  Pleasure,  try,"  she  cried,  "  your  power. 
And  wake  Desire,  as  he  woke  you." 
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Fond  ghrl,  thy  prayer  exceeds  all  mcaanre, 
Distinot  his  province  each  must  keep, 

Desire  most  still  awaken  Pleasure, 
And  Pleasure  Inll  Desire  to  sleep. 


TAKE  BACK  YOUR  PLEDGE,  FOR  WE  MUST 
PART. 

Yxs !  this  is  the  spot  where  first  we  met. 

Where  last  we  parted,  too  j 
All  here  unchanged  remains  as  yet;— 

Unchanged  are  you? 

Twas  here  he  Towed,  'twas  here  he  wept. 

When  last  we  bade  adfleu ! 
Kjf  heart  the  vow  has  fondly  kept — 

Has  yours  been  true  ? 

I  would  not  bind  so  light  a  heart. 
Would  you  those  vows  renew ; 

Take  hack  your  pledge,  for  we  must  part ! 
Adieu  !^— Adieu ! 


WHILE  PENSIVE  I  THOUGHT  ON  MT  LOVE. 

Whilb  pensive  I  tiiought  on  my  love. 

The  moon  on  the  mountain  was  bright; 
And  Philomel,  down  in  the  grove. 

Broke  sweetiy  the  silence  of  night. 
O,  I  wish  that  the  tear-drop  would  flow ! 

But  I  felt  too  much  anguish  to  weep, 
TOl,  worn  by  the  weight  of  my  woe, 

I  snnk  on  my  pillow  to  sleep. 

Methonght,  that  my  love,  as  I  lay. 
His  ringlets  all  clotted  with  gore. 
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In  the  paleness  of  death  feemed  to  ny, 
**  Alas !  we  must  never  meet  more ! 

Yes,  yet,  mj  beloved,  we  must  part; 
The  steel  of  mj  rival  was  tme; 

The  assassin  has  stmok  on  that  heart 
Which  beat  with  such  fervoor  for  you.' 


A  DROP  IN  THE  EYE 

What  is  it  that  steals  from  the  cheek  the  red  rose. 
Its  blossoms  displacing  to  bloom  on  the  nose  ? 
What  is  it  that  sends  us  with  hiccups  to  bed. 
And  wahes  ns  at  mom  with  a  pain  in  the  head  ? 

'Tis  a  drop,  a  drop  in  the  eye, 

A  drop,  a  drop  in  the  eye ! 

And  what  makes  the  legs  scarce  their  burden  uphold? 
And  what  makes  ns  into  the  kennel  get  rolled  ? 

'Tis  a  drop,  &c. 
And  what  is  it  causes  the  peaoefol  to  brawl. 
And  makes  us  see  double,  or  else  not  at  all  ?* 

'Tis  a  drop,  a  drop,  &o. 


LOVE'S  FIK8T  TEAR. 

Lotr's  first  tear,  full,  timid,  tender. 
Fond  feeling's  purest,  pearly  gem ; 

Worthless  thee,  the  peerless  splendour. 
Of  Europe's  mightiest  diadem. 

Kature's  pledge,  afiection's  toktm, 
Tinged  by  Heavn's  clear  beam  to  prove. 

From  the  young  heart,  though  blest  or  broken. 
The  spirit  and  the  warmth  of  love. 
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Tbottf  li  Testal  fear  first  stroTo  to  ohide. 

And  colder  dnty  dared  forbid ; 
The  soul  that  prompted,  ne'er  conld  hide 

Thy  tale  pf  truth  from  beauty's  lid. 

Affection  bade  thee  then  bedew 

The  native  softness  of  her  eye; 
Whilst  Pleasure's  smile,  and  Passion's  hue. 

Oft  drove  theee,  gentle  trickier,  by. 

And  stin  whatever  feelings  sway 

Weak  Nature's  change,  her  heart  shall  e'er 
Betain  ihy  trace,  till  sorrow's  day 

Confirm  thy  truth,  too,  love's  first  tear. 

Spring's  mom,  or  winter's  brightest  eve, 
A  crystal  drop  like  thine  can  shed ; 

One  dazzling  snn-beam  takes  its  leave. 
And  all  its  glittering  charms  are  fled. 

8neh  is  thy  date,  so  sunny,  brief. 
Like  beauty's  blush  or  summer's  flower ; 

Whilt  trembUng  on  the  verge  of  grief. 
Thou  oharm'st,  blest  tear,  but  for  an  hour. 

Life's  dear  iUusions  cannot  last. 

When  young  love's  flrst  romance  be  o'er ; 
When  fancy's  sweet  enchantment's  past. 

Then,  lonely  tear,  thou  art  seen  no  diore. 


AH!  PBIEND  BELOVED,  IN  THE  COLD  EAUTH 
FADING. 

Ah  !  friend  beloved,  in  the  cold  earth  fading. 

By  every  fragile  mind  forgot ; 
Like  a  drooping  tree  a  dead  flow'ret  shading. 

My  form  still  bends  o'er  thy  resting  spot. 
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Not  the  gUnoe  of  bliss,  or  the  notes  of  gladnees^ 
Can  win  a  thought  Arom  the  dreams  gone  b  j ; 

Even  pleasure  sinks  in  the  arms  of  sadness. 
And  checks  her  smiles  with  a  moiumfal  sigh. 

Was  the  world  again  like  jortng  Eden  blooming. 

Ah !  who  conld  taste  all  its  joys  alone, 
When  the  pangs  of  death  er'ry  heart  entombing^ 

Had  left  behind  but  a  breaking  one ; 
^o,  giro  me  scenes,  e'er  so  dark,  uncheering. 

Where  youth  and  beauty  meet  decay. 
Save  but  one  bosom — still  fond  endearing. 

And  all  the  world  might  fade  away. 


BE  LOVE  MY  THEME-MY  WAKING  DREAM. 

Br  love  my  theme-^mj  waking  dream. 

That  bliss  beyond  repeating ; 
The  hopes,  the  fears,  the  sighs,  and  tears. 

That  set  our  bosoms  beating : 
Oh  I  dreary  is  the  youthful  heart 

Which  owns  not  woman's  power; 
That  dares  to  say  her  smiles  impart 

No  balm  in  sorrow's  hour ! 

The  pedant  fool,  who  lives  by  rule. 

And  whiles  away  his  hours ; 
Will  gravely  say,  he  treads  the  way 

To  Pleasure's  roseate  bowers : 
In  sooth,  'tis  but  a  dull  employ 

To  trace  old  musty  pages ; 
With  Love  my  guide  I'll  seek  for  Joy, 

And  learning  leave  for  sages ! 

The  sordid  elf  that  hoards  his  pelf. 

Unheeding  warmer  pleasures. 
Should  Beauty's  eyes  mark  him  a  prize. 

He  values  not  his  treasures: 
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His  diamonds  then  are  not  eo  bright 
As  her  whose  beams  are  glancin}{ ; 

Those  oortained  stars  <^  liquid  light, 
80  lovely,  so  entrancingt 

Though  Fortune  firown  and  Sorrow  drown 

My  soul  in  bitter  anguish ; 
When  such  obtrude  with  pressure  rude, 

I  will  not  Tainly  languish : 
For  .while  I  range  this  earthly  sphere, 

Though  cherished  hopes  I  lose  'em, 
111  fly  to  her,  so  kind,  so  dear. 

And  meet  them  on  her  bosom. 


NONE  BUT  THE  JEALOUS  CAN  KNOW, 

TaoveH  cause  for  suspicion  appears. 

Yet  proofs  of  her  love,  too,  are  strong;  , 

I'm  a  wretch  if  Via  right  in  my  fears. 

And  nnwoithy  of  bliss  if  I'm  wrong. 
What  heart-breaking  torments  from  jealousy  flow. 
Ah,  none  but  the  jealous, — ^the  jealous  can  kuuw 

When  Uest  with  the  smiles  of  the  fair, 

I  know  not  how  much  I  adore ; 
Those  smiles  let  another  but  share. 

And  I  wonder  I  prized  them  no  more  1 
Then  whence  can  I  hope  a  rehef  from  my  woe. 
When,  the  ialser  she  seems,  still  the  fonder  I  grow  P 


THEN  HASTEN  TO  THIS  SCENE  OP  BLISS. 

Tbz  hour  is  come  for  us  to  meet. 

Genial  evening  reigns ; 
The  gondoliers  are  chanting  sweet 

Tasso's  softest  strains : 
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The  waves  are  lolled  to  balmy  rest. 

As  charmed  with  the  song. 
While  moonbeams  dance  on  Ocean's  breast 

To  light  oar  bark  along. 
Then  hasten  to  this  scene  of  bliss. 

Oh !  there  ne'er  was  given 
A  night  so  calm,  so  bright  as  this. 

Calm  and  bright  as  Ueaven. 

Here,  too,  does  every  heart  seem  prone 

In  union  sweet  to  move ; 
And  every  voice  breathes  passion  tone. 

And  every  glance  is  love. 
There  wants  but  thy  more  tender  sigh. 

Thy  eyes'  more  winning  beams, 
Hy  fpndeat  hopes  to  realize, 

And  perfect  rapture's  dreams. 

Then  hasten  to  this  scene,  &o. 


WOMAN!  THE  BaLM  OF  LIFE. 

80HB  in  their  worldly  wealth  take  pride. 

And  heap  up  gold  in  sordid  treasure, 
Let  me  have  heav'h's  best  boon  supplied. 

Woman  alone  can  fill  the  measure. 
Grandeur  and  state  let  him,  who  dares. 

Prove,  if  he  can,  are  so  enchantmg. 
To  separate  woman  from  his  cares. 

And  say  if  something  is  not  wanting. 
Give  me  on  Rosa's  heav'nly  lip, 

Ev'ry  balm  of  life  to  sip. 

Give  me  on  Rosa's,  &c. 

Show  me  the  wretch  whom  woman's  smile. 
With  mutual  love  its  bliss  imparting, 

Cannot  the  cares  of  life  beguile. 
And  ease  the  bsosm  of  its  smarting. 
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What  iB  tiie  worth  of  golden  toys, 
When  with  the  wealth  of  love  oompanng. 

Woman  alone  contains  the  joya 
Ling'ring  life  makes  worth  the  sharing. 

Give  me  on  Rosa's  heav'nly  lip» 
Ev'ry  balm  of  life  to  sip. 

Give  me  on  Bosa's,  &o. 


FRIEND  OP  MY  YOUTH,  A.LONG  FARE  WELL. 

FxiBim  of  my  yonth !  a  long  farewell ! 

Yet  every  charm  that  won  my  heart 
Shall  in  my  waking  visions  dwell— 

Till  love  and  life  depart  1 

Thongh  bom  upon  the  monntain-wave. 
What  time  the  Storm  Fiends  darkly  lower, 

Thy  frame  is  firm,  thine  heart  is  brave. 
Nor  heed  their  threat'mng  power. 

Yet,  as  my  early  friend  shall  share. 
While  on  the  tempest-haunted  sea. 

My  blessing  and  my  fervent  prayer- 
May  he  remember  me. 


CONTENTMENT. 

Mt  humble  cottage,  seat  of  health. 

Embosomed  in  a  vale ; 
There  no  false  cares  of  useless  wealth 

My  happy  mind  assail, 
I,  with  the  sun,  resume  my  toil. 

Amid  the  lowly  throng ; 
At  eve,  while  blessed  with  Anna's  smile, 

Ck>ntentment  is  my  song. 
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The  blisafbl  day  that  makes  her  mine 

Wai  speedily  be  here ; 
A  happier  pair,  at  Hymen's  shrine. 

Will,  sorely,  ne'er  appear ! 
And  while  throagh  life's  rough  path  we  stray 

Amid  th6  busy  throng. 
May,  in  the  eve  of  our  short  stay. 

Contentment  be  onr  song. 


OH,  HAD  MY  LOVE  NE'ER  SMILED  ON  ME. 

Oh,  had  my  love  ne'er  smiled  on  me 

I  ne'er  had  known  my  anguish ; 
But  think  how  false,  how  cruel  she. 

To  bid  me  cease  to  langn^ish ; 
To  bid  me  hope  her  hand  to  gain. 

Breathe  on  a  flame  half  perished ; 
And  then,  with  cold  and  fixed  disdain. 

To  kill  the  hope  she  cherished. 

Not  worse  his  fate  who,  on  a  wreck 

That  drove  as  winds  did  blow  it. 
Silent,  had  left  the  shattered  deck. 

To  find  a  grave  below  it : 
Then  land  was  cried no  moire  resigned. 

He  glowed  with  joy  to  hear  it; 
Not  worse  his  fate,  his  woe,  to  find 

The  wreck  must  sink  e'er  near  it  1 


'TWAS  NOT  HEE  BEAUTY,  OBAOB,  NOB  AIR. 

*TwAS  not  her  beauty,  grace,  nor  air. 

Nor  bosom  fraught  with  blisses ! 
*Twas  not  her  face,  though  angel  fair. 

Nor  lips  impearled  with  kisses. 
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*TwM  somflihing  8pell*born  in  a  tigh ! 

Twss  something  that  does  words  defy. 

That  made  me  swear  to  love  her. 

'Twas  not  the  music  of  her  tongue, 

(Though  every  tongue  ezcdlingl) 
*Twa8  not  the  strains  she  sweetlj  sung. 

Exhaled  from  Rapture's  dwelling ! 
'Twas  something  firom  her  eye-beam  stole. 
That  pierced  my  heart,  entranced  my  sold. 

And  made  me  swear  to  love  her. 


MY  SOUL'S  COITFUSED,  AND  SINKS  DEPRKST. 

Loiro  Adelaide  with  truth  I  lored. 

And  her  affection  lulled  each  fear;     - 
But,  ah !  she  since  has  faithless  proved, 

Unmindful  of  my  vows  sincere. 
Her  falsehood,  fain  I  would  despise. 

And  blot  her  image  from  my  breast ; 
But  when,  in  thought,  her  beauties  rise. 

My  soul's  confused  and  sinks  deprest. 

Far  firom  her  presence  Fd  remain. 

And  in  a  dark  oblivion  shade 
Ify  tender  love,  her  cold  disdain, 

>knd  those  professions,  once  she  made ! 
Ify  heart  I  feel,  if  far  away. 

By  other  ties  might  still  be  blest ; 
When  she  appears,  those  hopes  decay. 

My  soul's  confused,  and  sinks  deprest. 

The  thoughts  perturbed,  her  voice  inspirM, 
My  vnretched  feelings  e'er  increase ; 

I  wish  to  speak,— that  wish  retires. 
And  sad  abstraction  mocks  my  peace  i 
10»  x 
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I  wish,  when  distenoe  parte  oi  quite. 
That  lore  no  more  maj  role  my  breMt, 

Bat  when  again  she  meeto  my  sight, 
Hj  sool's  confoaed,  and  aiiiks  deprest. 


OH,  LOVBI  THOU  POWERFUL,  PLEASINa 
PAIN. 

OfL,  lore !  tiion  powerful,  pleasing  pain  t 
The  heart  that  owns  thy  mighty  sway 

Shall  ne'er  recover  peace  again, 
Bat  waste  in  sighs  the  cheerfal  day. 

Can  words  describe  my  coantless  fears. 
While  on  the  rack  of  doubt  I  Ue ; 

While  doomed  to  pass  my  time  in  tears. 
Condemned,  without  complaint,  to  die?   • 
Oh,  lore,  &c. 

In  vain  I  wish  for  lost  repose  ; 

In  vain  would  absence  bring  relief; 
8^  love  within  my  bosom  glows. 

And  death,  alone,  can  calm  my  grief. 

Oh,  lore,  &o. 


FAREWBLL,  MY  NATIVE  HILL  AND  DaLB. 

No  more,  no  more,  the  minstrel's  lay 

Will  wake  my  heart  to  sweet  delight; 
Grief  has  usurped  Joy's  happy  sway, 

And  plunged  my  soul  in  Sadness's  night  I 
IWr  Emma,  on  the  flowing  lea. 

Has  oft  approved  my  tender  tale. 
But,  since  she  proves  unkind  to  me, 

FareweUl  my  native  hill  and  dale. 
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Oh  !  when  reoHned  on  her  soft  breast. 

Which  heay'd  'withansw'ring  sigh  to  mine; 
I  little  dreamed,  (ah!  me,  nnblest !) 

'Twas  Falsehood's  dark,  unhallowed  shrine. 
Though  Hope's  bright  dream  no  longer  bless. 

Affection's  power  does  still  prerail. 
Then,  since  I  cannot  lore  her  less, 

Farewelll  my  natire  hiU  and  dale. 


MARK  HE  I  I'LL  MAKE  THEE  TBEMBLB! 

Mixxme!  Ill  make  thee  tremble  I 
Mark  me  1  and  still  dissemble. 

Still  spnm  my  bleeding  heart! 
But  at  that  awful  hour 
When  sleep  employs  if  s  power. 
And  sheds  a  balmy  shower 

To  sooth  the  bosom's  smart 
Mark  me  1 
Then,  then  that  King  of  Texrors, 
Conscience  shall  stamp  thy  errors. 

In  linos  of  blasting  flame ; 
While  firiends  thy  couch  surroundings. 
With  screams  thine  ears  confounding. 
Each  ruthless  deed  shall  number. 
And  scare  the  s^ph  of  slumber. 

By  shrieking  out  my  name  I 


OH!  MAITT  A  TIME  HAVE  I  THOUGHT  ON 
THY  BEAUTY. 

Oh  I  many  a  time  have  I  thought  on  thy  beaut  % 
When  cannons,  loud  roaring,  taught  valour  its  duty; 
And  many  a  time  have  I  sighed  to  behold  thee. 
When  the  anlphnr  of  war  in  its  dondy  mist  rolled  me. 
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At  the  still  hour  of  morn,  when  the  camp  wm  reposfaig, 
I  wandered  alone  on  the  wide  dewj  plain ; 

And  when  the  gold  curtains  of  eTcning  were  closing, 
I  watched  the  long  shadows  steal  over  the  plain. 

VQ^en  I  gased  on  the  field  of  the  dead  and  the  dying. 
Oh  I  Agnes,  my  fancy  still  wandered  to  thee ; 

When  around  my  braTC  comrades  in  anguish  were  lying, 
1  longed  on  the  death-bed  of  valour  to  be. 

For  severed  from  thee,  my  sweet  girl,  the  loud  thunder. 
Which  tore  the  soft  fetters  of  fondness  asunder. 

Had  only  one  kindness  in  mercy  to  show  me. 
To  bid  me  die  bravely,  that  thou,  love,  may'st  know  me . 


TOU  ASK  ME  TO  WAKE  THE  SOFT  STRAIIT. 

Yoir  ask  me  to  wake  the  soft  strain 
Which  once  was  a  spell  to  thine  ear. 

Ere  pleasure  had  yielded  to  pain. 
All  that  love— aJl  that  life  counted  dear. 

Sweet  themes  of  my  youth,  ye  are  fledl 

The  skill  of  the  nunstrel  is  o'er. 
The  hopes  that  ye  nourished  are  dead,~> 

Oh,  Farewell,  I  recall  ye  no  more ! 

Forbear,  then,  the  lay  to  implore. 
The  heart  yet  unwounded  and  free. 

Alone  can  such  sweetness  restore, — 
Oh,  deem  not  it  lingers  with  me ! 


IF  NOW  TOU  SHOW  DISDAIN,  MY  HOPES 
ARE  DROWNED. 

Iv  my  divining  soul,  and  all  the  art 
Love's  school  hath  yielded  me,  foretel  me  true 


Digitized  by  Google 


149 


I  may  possess  a  parcel  of  your  heart. 
And  as  I  love  be  lored  again  by  you. 

If  fondly  I  presume  and  overween. 
And  all  my  argomeots  fallacious  prove. 

Pardon  the  error  that  so  oft  is  seen. 
Of  iW  self  flattery  in  desire  and  love. 

Bnt  if  my  wit  my  true  informer  be. 
And  yours  with  sophistry  doth  not  abase} 

Yon  may  be  loved,  and  honoured  so  by  me. 
As  truest  and  most  zealous  lovers  use. 

If  nowyon  show  disdain,  my  hopes  are  drowned. 

If  smile,  with  highest  fortune  they  are  crowned. 


WOMAN  SHOULD  BE  WISELY  KIND. 

WoHiir  should  be  wisely  kind, 
29'or  give  her  passion  scope ; 
Just  reveal  her  inclination. 
Never  wed  without  probation. 
Nor,  in  the  lover's  mind. 
Blight  the  sweet  blossom,  hope. 

Youth  and  beauty  kindlo  love. 
Sighs  and  vows  will  fan  the  fire ; 

Sighs  and  vows  may  traitors  prove. 
Sorrow  then  succeeds  desire ; 

Honour,  faith,  and  well-earned  fame 

Feed  the  sacred  lasting  flame. 


lET  NOT  RAGE  THY  BOSOM  FIRING. 

Let  not  rage,  thy  bosom  firing. 

Pity's  softer  claim  remove ; 
Spare  a  heart  that's  just  expiring. 

Forced  by  duty,  racked  by  love. 
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Bach  ungentle  thought  suspending. 
Judge  of  mine  by  thy  soft  breast. 

Nor  with  rancour  never-ending. 
Heap  fresh  sorrow  on  th'  opprcst. 

Let  not  rage,  &c. 

Heav'n  thirt  ey^  joy  has  crossed,        - 
Ne'er  this  wretched  state  can  mend ; 

I,  alas!  at  once  have  lost 
Father,  brother,  lover,  friend! 

Let  not  rage,  &o. 

WHO  CAN  SUSPECT  SWEET  MARIAN'S  FAITH. 

Who  can  suspect  sweet  Marian's  faith 

That  hears  her  softly  sp^ak  P 
Or  doubt  the  candid  blush  of  truth 

Which  mantles  on  her  cheek? 

Those  accents  never  can  deceive. 

No  guile  that  bosom  knows; 
Pure  as  the  untainted  breath  of  mom. 

And  chaste  as  falling  snows. 
Unheeded  pass'd  the  dancing  hours. 

Which  saw  our  growing  flame ; 
The  grove,  the  deU,  the  fanning  breeze. 

The  glow  of  noon  the  same. 
But  now  no  more  the  dell  delights. 

The  grove,  or  fanning  breese : 
The  taste  of  nature's  genuine  charms 

Demands  the  mind  at  ease. 
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HAIL  I  HTSTIC  SCIENCE  I   SERAPH  MAID. 

Hi.lL !  mystio  soienoe !  seraph  maid, 

Imperial  beam  of  light ! 
In  robea  of  sacred  truth  arrayed. 

Mortality's  delight. 
O  !  giTe  me  'wisdom  to  design. 

And  strength  to  execute. 
In  natlTe  beauty  e'er  t)e  mine, 

Benerolenoe  thy  froit. 
Unsullied  pea«l  I  of  precious  worth. 

Most  grateful  to  my  soul. 
The  social  virtues  owe  their  birth 

To  thy  unmatched  oontroL 
Celestial  spark,  inspired  by  thee. 
We  pierce  yon  starry  arch  on  wings  of  piety. 


I  SIGH  FOR  HIM  WHO  LIVES  NO  MORE. 

SwBXT  maid!  I  hear  thy  frequent  sigh, 
And  mourn  to  see  \hy  languid  eye  : 
For  well  I  know  these  symptoms  pzovo 
Thy  heart  a  prey  to  secret  lore. 
But  though  so  hard  a  taie  be  thine. 
Think  not  thy  grief  can  equal  mine ; 
Hope  may  thy  yanished  bloom  restore;— 
I  sigh  for  him—who  lives  no  more. 

Thou  in  existence  stiU  canst  find 
A  oihann  to  captivate  thy  mind; 
To  make  the  morning  ray  delight. 
And  gild  the  ^oomy  brow  of  ni^t. 
But  nature's  charms  to  me  are  fled, 
I  nought  behold  but  Henry  dead; 
What  can  my  lote  of  life  restore  I 
I  sigh  for  him—who  loves  no  more. 
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STILL,  STILL  THIS  ABDBNT  BOSOM  GLOWS 

Sm.!.,  still  this  ardent  bosom  glows 
With  hopeless  love's  consuming  fires ; 

Hj  watchful  ejes  no  slumbers  close. 
And  life  in  secret  pangs  expires. 

As  one  vast  f omaoe  bums  mj  breast. 
Pure  as  the  bright«bat  distant  fair. 

Whose  sacred  image  deep  imprest. 
Kindles  the  eternal  tumult  there. 

In  the  dark  grave's  oblivions  womb 
m  headlong  plunge,  and  lose  my  care  ;   ' 

Ope  wide  thy  jaws,  thou  friendly  tomb  I 
And  shield  a  lover  from  despair. 

But,  hence,  ye  gloomy  doubts,  away ! 
,     'Tis  Stella  meets  my  longing  eyes; 
Her  radiant  looks  restore  the  day. 
Her  smile  transports  tQ  Paradise. 


IVB  Aim  BE  HAPPY  WITH  MB. 

Say,  maiden,  more  bright 

Than  the  stars  of  night. 
Say,  why  dost  thou  wander  from  me  P 

Ah !  why  so  severe  ? 

My  heart  is  sincere. 
And  I  love  none  other  but  thee. 

O,  let  not  that  eye. 

Of  cerulean  dye. 
Look  so  unkindly  on  me ; 

But  say,  precious  girl. 

Thou  fair  Beauty's  pearl, 
I  may  live  to  be  happy  with  <&«e. 
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rn  OQll  the  fresh  flowers. 

And  lighten  thy  hours 
In  weaving  new  garlands  for  thee 

GThou  shalt  not  complain  . 

Of. trouble  or  pain. 
But  liTe,  and  be  happy  with  me. 

WSESr  THE  MAID  VhOM  WE  LOVB. 

Whxn  the  maid  whom  we  Ioto 
No  entreaties  can  moVe, 

Who'd  lead  a  life  of  pining ! 
If  her  charms  will  excuse 
The  fond  rashness  you  use 

Away  with  idle  whining! 
HeTer  stand  like  a  fool. 
With  looks  sheepish  and  cool ; 

Such  bashful  love  is  teasing : 
But  with  spirit  address. 
And  you're  sure  of  success, 

For  honest  warmth  is  pleasing. 

Kay,  though  wedlock's  your  view, 
like  a  rake  if  you'll  woo. 

Girls  sooner  quit  their  coldness : 
They  know  beauty  inspires 
Less  respect  than  desires, — 

Hence  love  is  proved  by  boldness. 

So  ne'er  stand  like  a  fod,  Jto. 


RISING  O'ER  THE  HEAVING  BILLOW. 

Risnra  o'er  the  heaving  billow. 
Evening  gilds  the  ocean's  swell. 

While  with  thee,  on  grassy  pillow. 
Solitude,  I  love  to  dwell. 
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Lonelj  to  the  sea-breese  blowing* 
Oft  I  chant  mj  love-lorn  strain ; 

To  the  streamlet  sweetlj  floinng. 
Murmur  oft  a  lover's  pain. 

'Twas  for  her,  the  maid  of  Haj, 

Time  flew  o'er  me  winged  with  joy ; 
'Twas  for  her  the  cheering  smile,  aj. 

Beamed  with  rapture  in  my  eye. 
Not  the  tempest  raving  ronnd  me, 

Lightning's  flash,  or  thunder's  roll; 
IXot  the  ocean's  rage  could  Voond  me. 

While  her  image  fiUed  qiy  souL 

Farewell,  day?  of  purest  pleasure. 

Long  your  loss  my  heart  shall  mourn ! 
FareweU,  hours  of  bliss,  the  measure. 

Bliss  that  never  will  return ! 
Cheerless  o'er  the  wild  heath  wand'ring ; 

Cheerless  o'er  the  wave-worn  shore : 
On  the  past  with  sadness  pond'ring, 

Hope's  fair  visions  charm  no  more ! 


nr  THE  MIDST  OF  OUR  HAPPINES,  LOVB. 

Ik  the  midst  of  our  happiness,  love. 

Why  thus  turn  away  with  a  sigh  ? 
Is't  the  fear  least  inconstant  I  prove. 

That  bids  the  tear  gush  in  that  eye  ? 
Believe  me,  that  fear  is  all  jtau. 

For  all  the  whole  world  should  I  wander, 
I  never  could  love  so  again, 

I  should  ne'er  find  a  maid  that  was  fonder. 

In  vain  eyes  may  flash  and  lips  smile. 
To  me  they  shall  prove  no  deluders ! 

My  love  they  can  never  beguile. 
To  my  heart  they  can  but  be  intruders. 
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From  snqsicion  let  thine  eye  be  at  rest, 

For  mine  eye  is  so  brimful  of  thee, 
That,  while  its  throbs  rise  in  my  breast^ 

No  room  for  another  there'U  be 

The  tear-drop  that  stands  in  those  eyes 

Serve  to  make  their  soft  ray  doubly  bright. 
As  tears  wept  by  soft  snmmer  skies. 

In  the  sun  form  a  rainbow  of  light ! 
like  that  rainbow,  then  let  it  i>ortend. 

While  vanished  each  dark  olond  of  sorrow, 
That  jealousy's  storm's  at  an  end. 

And  promise  bright  looks  for  to-morrow. 


BAY,  WHY  THOSE  EYES  OF  LIQUID  FIRE. 

Si.T,  why  those  eyes  of  liquid  fire 
Whose  smiles  with  tenderness  delight. 

Whose  langoid  sweetness  fan  desire, 
O'erflow  with  tears,  yet  are  so  bright  P 

Ah !  if  'tis  love  floats  in  those  orbs. 
Oh !  say  why  tears  obstruct  their  sight; 

Yes,  speaJc  the  feeling  that  absorbs 
Their  sparkling  lustre,  dazzling  light. 

But  if  'twas  pity  drew  them  there. 
Or  if  'tis  sorrow  melts  thine  eyes. 

Then,  dearest  maid,  thy  grief  I'll  share. 
With  kindred  tears  and  kindred  sighs. 

Yet  if  those  tears,  enchanting  fair  I 

Exist,  thy  innocence  to  prove. 
Hay  heaven  preserve  them  ever  there* 

As  types  of  constancy  and  love. 
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FAREWELL,  THE  LAST  FOND  HOPE  THAT 
CLUKO. 

Fakbwbli.,  the  last  fond  hope  that  climg 

To  this  devoted  heart ! 
The  die  is  cast— the  knell  ia  rung 

That  bids  it  to  depart ! 
Of  father,  husband.  Mends,  bereft. 

No  link  of  joy's  bright  chain  is  left. 
No  tongue  to  cheer — no  hand  to  aave^ 
No  shelter— but  the  grave. 

Farewell !  farewell,  thou  golden  sun ! 

Farewell,  ye  rooks  and  streams ; 
My  day  of  life  is  nearly  done. 

And  fled  its  flattering  dreams  I 
I  sigh  to  reach  that  peaceful  shore 
Where  grief  can  wound  the  heart  no  more 
To  slumber  in  my  narrow  bed« 
Amongst  the  silent  dead 


FAIR  PLEDGES  OP  A  FBUITFUL  TREE. 

Faib  pledges  of  a  fruitful  tree. 

Why  do  ye  fade  so  fast  ? 

Your  date  is  not  so  past. 
But  you  may  stay  here  yet  awhile. 
To  blush  and  gently  smile. 

And  go  at  last. 

What  were  ye  bom  to  be. 

An  hour  or  halfs  delight. 

And  so  bid  good  night  ? 
*Twas  pity  nature  brought  you  forth* 
Merely  to  show  your  worth. 

And  lose  you  quite. 
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But  yon  are  lorelj  leaves— where  we 
May  read  how  soon  things  have  * 
Their  end,  though  ne'er  so  brave; 

And  after  they  have  shown  their  pride* 

Like  you  awhile  they  glide 
Into  the  grave. 


B2  HUSHED,  YE  BITTEB  WINDS. 

Bs  hnahed,  be  hashed,  ye  bitter  winds  I 
Te  pelting  raina,  a  little  rest ; 

Lie  still,  lie  still,  ye  busy  thoughts 
That  wring  with  grief  my  aching  breast. 

O,  cruel  was  my  faithless  love 
To  triumph  o'er  an  artless  maid; 

O,  cruel  was  my  faithless  love 
To  leave  the  breast  by  him  betrayed. 

When  exiled  from  my  native  home. 
He  should  have  wiped  the  bitter  tear ; 

Kor  left  me,  faint,  and  lone  to  roam, 
A  heart-sick,  weary  wanderer  here. 

Hy  child  moans  sadly  in  my  arms. 
The  winds  they  will  not  let  it  sleep; 

Ah  !  little  knows  the  hapless  babe. 
What  makes  its  wretched  mother  weep. 

Kow  lie  thee  strll,  my  infant  dear,    * 
I  cannot  bear  thy  sobs  to  see; 

Harsh  is  thy  father,  little  one. 
And  never  will  he  shelter  thee. 

O,  that  I  were  but  in  the  grave. 
And  winds  were  piping  o'er  me  loud, 

And  thou,  my  poor,  my  orphan  babe. 
Were  nestling  in  thy  mother's  shroud. 
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THE  PROmSB. 

Rosss  bloom  and  lilies  fade, 
Violets  breathe  in  silent  shade, 
80,  my  modest  loTely  maid. 

Thy  Tirtues  bloom  for  ever ; 
Though  the  world  were  all  to  me. 
Fall  of  pleasure,  full  of  glee. 
Still  this  heart  would  pine  for  thee. 

If  fate  should  bid  ub  sever. 

Love  may  play  a  ficlde  part. 
Winning,  but  to  break  a  heart. 
But  the  false,  envenomed  dart. 

Should  oome  from  me— ah,  never  1 
For  if  heaven  e'er  could  form 
Sweets  like  thee— to  bear  a  storm. 
Be  mine  the  lot  to  shield  from  harm 
Thy  life,  my  love,  for  ever. 


HENRY. 

▲  BBQUEL  TO  CBAZY  JAKK, 

A  cowABD  to  love  and  manly  duty. 

When  Henry  broke  his  vows  and  fled; 
Without  complaint,  the  rose  of  beanty 

Unseen,  the  tear  of  sorrow  shed ; 
With  high-souled  pride,  love's  gentie  blossom 

Concealed  the  grief  which  pierced  her  brain ; 
"Not  burst  the  secret  froih  her  bosom. 

Till  every  mortal  aid  was  vain. 

When  Henry,  who  in  grief  had  wandered. 
Heart-burdened  with  remorse  and  love. 

Returned  to  where  the  brook  meandered. 
Amid  the  dark  and  cheerless  grove; 
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The  well-known  path,  while  fondly  tracing. 
To  see  the  mooh  wronged  fair  again, 

A  witlew  wanderer  craved  his  blessing, 
'Twas  love's  poor  victim—Orazj  Jane. 

As  looks  the  olonds,  with  lustre  brightened, 

When  Fhcebus  breaks  the  mnrky  gloom, 
A  transient  smile  her  features  heightened. 

To  paint  more  deep  her  hafdess  doom ; 
She  gased,  and  while  he  stood  before  her. 

First  monarch  of  her  heart  and  chief. 
The  mem'ry  of  past  joys  stole  o'er  her. 

To  pierce  her  soul  with  deeper  grief. 

Her  words,  though  vagoe  and  wildly  uttered. 

Of  care  and  injored  lore  complained. 
And  smote  her  breast,  while  still  she  muttered. 

All  peijured  traitors  she  disdained ; 
Ee  wept  to  And  his  hopes  yrere  fruitless. 

On  sorrow  and  repentance  built. 
And  died— for  all  redress  was  bootless,— 

The  victim  of  remorse  and  gnilt. 

THE  FAREWELL  I 

Faxb  thee  weU,  thou  faithless  Anna, 

Yon  star  shall  gnvle  me  on  my  way, 
And,  with  the  floating  British  banner. 
Far  from  thee  shall  Henry  stray ; 
But  in  battle  should  I  perish. 

Never  more  thy  form  to  see. 
Still  within  thy  bosom  cherish. 
Though  'tis  false,  one  thought  on  me. 

Fare  thee  well,  but  bliss  shall  never 

Blossom  in  my  breast  again; 
Fondest  hopes  have  fled  for  ever. 

And  affection  breathes  in  vain. 

But  in  battle,  &o. 
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Fare  thee  wdl  1  my  heart  is  brokenf 

Blighted  love  is  all  my  lot ; 
Tet  giTO,  oh,  give  me  one  sad  takbn 

That  I  shall  not  be  forgot. 

And  in  battle,  fto. 


80  WABMLT  WB  MET,  AND  80  FONDLY  WB 
FABTJ5D. 

8o  warmly  we  met,  and  so  fondly  we  parted. 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  e'en  I  oould  not  tell,— 
That  first  look  of  Welcome  her  sunny  eyes  darted, ' 

Or  that  tear  of  passion  which  blessed  cor  farewell. 
To  meet  was  a  blessing,  to  part  thus  another^ 

Onr  smiles  and  our  tears  seemed  two  rivals  in  bliss ; 
Oh  Onpid's  two  eyes  are  not  like  each  other. 

In  smiles  and  in  tears,  than  that  m(Hnent  to  this. 

The  first  was,  like  day*break,  new,  sudden,  delicious. 

The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  up  yet; 
The  last  was  the  farewell  of  daylight  more  precions. 

More  glowing  and  deep  as  'tis  nearer  its  set. 
Our  meeting,  though  happy,  was  tinged  by  a  sorrow. 

To  think  that  such  happiness  could  not  remain. 
While  our  parting,  though  sad,  gave  a  hope  that  to* 
morrow 

Would  bring  back  thd  blest  hour  of  meeting  again. 


IN  PITY,  FOND  BOSOM,  LIE  STILL. 

Yxs,  now  I  shall  think  of  that  heart>broken  maid 
Whom,  in  days  of  my  childhood  I  knew ; 

All  night  she  would  weep  in  the  cold  willow  shade, 
And  her  tears  mingle  warm  with  the  dew  1 
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I  hare  heard  her  exclaim,  as  she  sacUj  reclined, 

'Mid  the  waves  all  dripping  and  ohiU, 
I  have  heard  her  exclaim,  as  she  ahmnkin  the  wind. 

In  pitj,  fond  bosom,  lie  still ! 

The  youth  whom  she  land  had  been  torn  firoro  her  arms, 

B  J  a  fate  so  severely  unkind. 
Thus  withered,  alas !  vras  theroaeofher  charms. 

And  ekmded  the  beams  of  her  mind ! 
Sweet  monmer  I  thy  fortunes  may  haply  bo  min<^, 

And  I  feel  in  my  heart  that  they  wiU ; 
Then  sad  shall  I  sing,  with  a  sorrow  like  thine. 

In  jitj,  fond  boaom,  be  still. 


THK  DARKNESS  OP  MIDNIGHT  WAS  BOUND. 

Ths  darkness  of  midnight  was  round. 

The  door  of  the  cottage  was  fkst ; 
The  heath,  hushed  in  silence  profound. 

Save  the  wind  that  rushed  moumfolly  past; 
When  Claribel,  lonely  and  sad. 

On  the  hearth  saw  the  embers  expire. 
And  it  brought  to  her  mind  the  loved  lad 

Who  in  battle  had  died  with  her  siret 

Thrice  the  embers  flashed  bright  throng  the  room. 

Thrice  the  wind  rushed  impetuously  by ; 
Thrice  a  form  seemed  to  flit  throu^  the  gloom, 

Thrioe  she  fancied  a  low  murmuring  sigh ! 
And  she  heard  thrice  a  noise  at  the  door. 

Thrice  her  nama  was  repeatedly  called ; 
She  shrieked,  as  she  sank  on  the  floor. 

And  fisinted,  with  terror  apalled ! 
10ft  L 
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GO,  LOVELY  ROSE! 

Go,  lovely  rose ! 
Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time  and  me 

That  now  she  knows. 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee, 
Uow  fair  and  sweet  she  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  young. 
And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spied; 

That  had'st  fhon  spnmg 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide, 
Ihoa  most  hare,  nncommended,  died. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty,  from  the  li^t  retired : 

Bid  her  come  forth. 
Suffer  hers^  to  be  desired. 
And  not  Unah  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die,  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee. 
How  small  a  part  they  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair. 

fAddido  al  Vene,  by  S.  K.  WhUe.J 

Yet,  though  thou  fade. 

From  thy  dead  leaves  let  fragrance  rise. 

And  teaoh  the  maid 
That  goodness  Time's  rude  hand  defies. 
That  Yii^t^ue  lives  when  B^uty  dies. 


WHY,  THE  WORLD  ABE  ALL  THINKING 
ABOUT  IT. 

Wht  the  world  are  all  thinking  about  it ;  '— 
And  as  for  myself,  I  can  swear. 
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If  I  fancied  that  heav'n  were  without  it, 
I'd  scarce  feel  a  wish  to  go  there.       ^ 

If  Mahomet  would  but  receive  me. 
And  Paradise  be  as  he  paints,  * 

I'm  greatly  afraid,  God  forgive  me ! 
I'd  worship  the  eyes  of  his  saints. 

But  why  should  I  think  of  a  trip 
To  the  prophet's  seraglio  above. 

When  Fhillida  gives  me  her  lip, 
Aa  my  own  little  heaven  of  love ! 

Oh,  Phyllis !  that  kiss  may  be  sweeter 
Than  ever  by  mortal  was  given ; 

But  your  lip,  love,  is  only  St.  Peter, 
And  keeps  but  the  gate  to  your  heaven  .' 


THEN,  OH!  MY  FRIENDS,  THIS  HOUR 
IMPKOVE, 

Ov  all  my  happiest  hours  of  joy. 

And  even  I  have  had  my  measure. 
When  hearts  were  full,  and  ev'ry  eye 

Has  kindled  with  the  beams  of  pleasure. 
Such  hours  as  this  I  ne'er  was  given. 

So  dear  to  fHendship,  dear  to  blisses ; 
Young  Love  himself  looks  down  &om  heaven. 

To  smOe  on  such  a  day  as  this  is ! 
Then,  oh !    my  friends,  this  hour  improve. 

Let's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever  I 
And  may  the  birth  of  her  we  love 

Be  thus  with  joy  remembered  ever ; 

Oh !  banish  every  thought  to-night 
Which  could  disturb  our  soul's  conmiunion ! 

Abandoned  thus  to  dear  delight, 
We*ll  e'en  for  once  forget  the  union  1 
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On  that  let  statesmen  try  their  powers, 
Ajid  tremble  o'er  the  rights  they'd  die  for ; 

The  union  of  the  soul  be  onrs. 
And  eveiy  union  else  we  sigh  for  I 

Then,  oh  !  my  friends,  &c. 

In  every  age  aronnd  we  mark 

The  feelings  of  the  heart  o'erflowino ; 
From  every  sonl  I  catch  the  spark 

Of  sympathy,  in  friendship  glowing! 
Oh !  could  such  moments  ever  fly ; 

Oh !  that  we  ne'er  were  doomed  to  lose  'em ; 
And  all  as  bright  as  Charlotte's  eye. 

And  all  as  pure  as  Charlotte's  bosom. 

But,  oh!  my  friends,  &e. 

For  me,  whate'er  my  span  of  years. 

Whatever  sun  may  light  my  roving ; 
\\liether  I  waste  my  life  in  tears. 

Or  live,  as  now,  for  mirth  and  loving! 
This  day  shall  come  vrith  aspect  kind. 

Wherever  fate  may  cast  your  rover; 
He'll  think  of  those  he  left  behind. 

And  drink  a  health  to  bUss  that's  over ! 

Then,  oh !  my  friends,  &o. 


THE  COTTAGE  OF  PEACE. 

Fais  lady,  though  low  is  our  cot  in  the  vale. 

Thy  person  is  safe  and  secure ; 
Nor  fear  the  proud  lord  will  it-s  sanction  assai]. 

The  robber  will  not  harm  the  poor. 
Here  Truth  and  Simplicity  go  hand  in  hand. 

While  Health  does  our  pleasures  increase; 
And  though  we  can  boast  not  ofrichcs  and  land. 

Our  cot  is  the  cottage  of  Peace. 
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Fair  lady,  then  rest  in  onr  cot  in  the  yalo 

Where  Innocence  holds  its  retreat  •       ' 
Where  the  sweet  little  choristci- carols  his  tale 

And  the  woodbine  secnres  you  from  heat.  ' 
Though  mansions  of  power,  surrounded  by  Wealth 

The  pride  of  the  great  may  increase/  ' 

The  humble  thatched  roof  is  the  dwelhug  of  Health 

And  our  cot  is  the  cottage  of  Peace.  ' 


OH  I  KO,  MY  LOVE,  NO  f 
Whilb  I  hwig  on  your  bosom,  distracted  to  lose  vou 
High  swells  my  sad  heart,  and  fast  my  tea«  flow    ' 

tif^^.        K  "^I"^'''  *^^^  '^  *«  accuse  you,  * 
lo^n  it  I    ?f  r^^°"''  "^  •  '»o,mylove,no!       ' 
lown  It  would  please  me  at  home  could  ^u  tarry 
Nor  e'er  feel  a  wish  from  your  Fanny  d  go 
kl,  ^r^^'^^^t  *<>yo«>  my  dear  Hai^ 
Shall  I  bhime  your  departure,  oh  I  no,  ^love.  no  I 

That  he«t,  which  is  mine,  on  a  rival  bestow 

Do  .r^*^T^""'  ^°^^  <iispleasurebel.yin,  • 

Do  you  think  Isuspecfyou,  ohi  no,  my  love  no? 
I  Mieve  you  too  kind  for  one  moment  to^'n^e  * 

Or  phmtmaheartwhich  adores  you  suS^o 
T^  should  you  dishonour  my  tritii  a^  deceive  m. 

Should  I  e'er  ceaseto  love  you  P  oh  I^  ^^S^^J 

^r^?T^i^  ^^^^'  ™  ^8  BY  THE  DEEi 
ALL  ALONG  WHERE  THE  SALT  WAVES  SgH  . 

SOTOY,  sofUy  blow,  ye  breezes, 

Gently  o'er  my  Edwy  fly  ' 
Lo !  he  slumbers,  slumbers,  sweeUy  •         " 

boftly,  zephyrs,  pass  him  by  I 
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'  loTo  is  asleep, 
lies  by  the  deep, 
ig  where  the  salt  waves  sigfh. 

vered  him  with  rashes, 

flags  and  branches  dry ; 

Qg  have  been  thy  slnmbcrs,— 

Edwy,  ope  thine  eye! 

r  love  is  asleep, 

I  lies  by  the  deep, 

ng  where  the  salt  waves  si;h. 

leeps— be  will  not  awaken, 

closed  is  his  eye ; 

his  cheek,  and  chiller, 

the  icy  moon  on  high. 

as !  he's  dead, 

i  has  choose  his  death-bed 

ng  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 

t  so,  my  dear  Edwy  P 

ly  slumbers  never  fly  P 

tilou  think  I  would  survive  thee  P 

Y  love,  thou  bidd'st  me  die. 

ton  bidd'st  me  seek 

ly  death-bed  bleak, 

ng  where  the  salt  waves  sigh. 

otly  kiss  thy  cold  lips, 

r  breast  I'll  lay  my  head, 

winds  shall  sing  our  death-dirge, 

or  shroud  the  waters  spread. 

le  moon  will  smile  sweet, 

ad  the  wild  wave  vrill  beat, 

0  softly  o'er  our  lonely  bed. 
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STAY,  STAT,  DEAB  ELIZA. 


Stat,  stay,  dear  EUxa,  have  pi^  I  pray. 
On  that  rose  which  the  moming  dew  sips ; 

For,  althoagh  it  may  honour  the  place  of  its  birth 
It  no  Instre  can  add  to  thy  Hps. 

Let  the  charms  that  fair  nature  hath  giren  to  glow 
On  the  leaves  of  this  beaatiftd  flower. 

Resign  their  0weet  fragrance  at  th'  er'ning  knell, 
Nor  condemn  them  to  fate  in  an  hour. 

For  such  is  the  tint  that  presides  in  that  cheek. 

Such  radiance  beams  in  that  eye. 
That  spring's  fairest  blossoms  sink  into  disgrace, 

MThenever  EUza  is  by. 


WHEN  LOVE'S  SOFT  EMOTIONS  FIBST  DAWN 
ON  THE  MIND. 

Whsit  Love's  soft  emotions  first  dawn  on  the  mind. 
How  soothing  the  pain  is !  the  bUss  how  refined ! 
In  view  dance  the  Graces,  the  Pleasures  and  Smiles, 
And  Hope's  gay  illusion  the  bosom  beguiles. 

But  soon  the  scene  changes,  and  all  that  before 
Imparted  soft  transports,  imparts  them  no  more. 
Secure  of  her  conquest,  the  nymph  quits  her  charms. 
And  leaTcs,  for  possession,  a  shade  in  your  arms. 

Fond  youth  !  then  take  warning,  the  precipice  shun  i 
O,  fly  the  fair  syren,  or  else  you're  undone : 
Allured  by  her  conyerse,  ensnared  by  her  eyes. 
The  heart  that  pursues  her  is  slighted  and  dies. 
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LOVE  AND  TIMB. 

LoTK  was  a  little  blooming  boy, 

Fondj  innocent,  and  true, 
His  every  smile  was  fraught  With  joy, 

And  every  joy  was  new  I 
Till,  stealmg  from  his  mother's  side. 

The  orchin  lost  his  way. 
And,  wand'ring  far  o'er  deserts  wide. 

Thus,  weeping,  poured  his  lay." 

O,  Time !  I'll  dress  thy  locks  of  snow 

With  wreaths  of  fragrant  flowers, 
Aad  all  that  rapture  can  bestow 

Shall  deck  thy  fleeting  hours ! 
But,  for  one  day,  one  little  day. 

My  wings,  in  pity,  spare. 
That  I. may  homeward  bend  my  way. 

For  all  my  wreaths  are  there. 

Time,  cheated  by  his  tears  and  sighs. 

The  wily  god  confest. 
When,  soutng  to  his  native  skies. 

He  sought  his  mother's  breast ! 
Short  was  his  bhss !  the  treaoh'rous  boy 

Was  hurled  firom  dime  to  clime. 
And  found,  amidst  his  proudest  joy. 

He'd  still  the  wings  of  Time  t 


ASK  MB  NO  MORB. 

Ask  me  no  more  whese  Jove  bestows. 
When  June  is  past,  the  fading  rose ; 
For,  in  your  beauty's  orient  deep. 
These  flowers,  as  in  their  causes,  sleep. 


Digitized  by  Google 


sdNGS.  1G9 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  do  stray 
The  golden  atoms  of  the  day; 
For  in  pore  love  heaven  did  prepare 
Those  powders  to  enrich  yonr  hair. 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  doth  haste 
The  nightingale,  when  May  is  past ; 
For  in  yoor  sweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  warm  her  note. 

Ask  me  no  more  where  those  stars  light 
That  downwards  fiill  in  dead  of  night ; 
For  ip  your  eyes  they  sit,  and  there 
Fixed  become,  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more,  if  east  or  west. 
The  phceniz  builds  her  spic^  nest  j 
For  nnto  yon  at  last  she  flies. 
And  in  your  fragrant  bosom  dies. 


THE  CONVIVIALS. 

To  the  voice  of  a  finend, 
Te  oonvivials,  attend, 

And  in  choros  the  sobject  prolong ; 
Ifirth,  freedom,  and  ease. 
Host  certainly  please. 

And  such  to  oonvivials  bdong. 

Joy  and  friendship's  onr  plan,- 

Deny  it  who  can,— 
To  be  happy  and  cheerful  each  night, 

AH  vrrangling  or  noise, 

Which  true  pleastire  destroys. 
Wo  banish,  as  foe  to  delight. 

Let  the  bucks  of  the  age, 
Double  meanings  engage. 


Digitized  by  Google 


■^^-r 


170  BONOS. 

Let  masons  their  wisdom  displaj ; 
Withoat  anj  offence. 
We  wish  to  commence 

An  order  as  happj  as  they. 

A  fine  starry  night's 
The  choice  spirits'  delight, 

Whfle,  jocnnd,  they  raise  np  their  son^ ; 
If  goodness  of  heart 
Beignswhen  they  depart. 

The  same  to  conTivials  belong. 

Then,  come,  let  ns  join 
In  a  theme  so  divine, 

And  jovially  make  the  room  ring ; 
Mirth,  f^«edom,  and  ease. 
Must  certainly  please. 

And  friendship's  a  feast  for  a  king. 


LET  THE  SPIRIT  MOVE  THEE. 

Thov  man  of  firmness,  turn  this  way, 
Nor  time  by  absence  measure. 

The  sportive  dance  and  sprightly  lay 
Shall  wake  thee  into  pleasure. 

Spite  of  thy  formal  outward  man, 

Thou'rt  gay,  as  we  shall  prove  thee ! 
Then  cheer  thee,  laugh  away  the  span. 
And  let  the  spirit  move  thee. 

None  are  more  just,  more  true,  more  fair. 
More  upright  in  their  dealings. 

Than  men  of  thy  profession  are. 
But  are  they  without  feelings? 

E'en  now  I  know  thy  honest  heart 
Full  sorely  doth  reprove  thee ; 

Be  gay,  then,  in  our  joy  take  part. 
And  let  the  spirit  move  thee. 
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SAT,  LITTLE  FOOLISH  FLUTTERING  THING. 

Sat,  little  foolish  flatteiing  thing, 
Whither,  ah  I  whither  would  you  wing 
Your  airy  flight  P  stay  here  and  sing, 
Your  mistress  to  delight. 
No,  no,  sweet  robin,  you  shall  not  go ; 
Where,  where,  you  wanton,  could  you  bo, 
Half  so  happy  as  with  me  ? 


SWEET  PASSION  OF  LOVE. 

This  cold  flinty  heart  it  is  you  that  have  warmed; 
You  awaken'd  my  passions,  my  senses  have  charmed.; 
In  vain  against  merit  and  Cymon  I  strove. 
What's  life  without  passion— sweet,  passion  of  love  ? 

The  frost  nips  the  buds,  and  the  rose  cannot  blow,' 
From  youth  that  is  frost-nipped  no  raptures  can  flow, 
Elysium  to  him  but  a  desert  will  prov«  • 
What's  life  without  passion— sweet  passion  of  love  P 

The  spring  would  be  warm,  tiie  young  season  be  gay. 
Her  birds  and  her  fluw'rets  make  blithesome  sweet  May ; 
Love  blesses  the  cottage,  and  sings  through  the  grove. 
What  8  life  without  passion— sweet  passion  of  love  ? 


FLOWEKS  ABE  FRESH. 

Flowbss  are  fresh  and  bushes  green. 

Cheerily  the  linnets  sing. 
Winds  are  soft  and  skies  serene ; 
Time,  however,  soon  shall  throw 
Winter's  snow 

O'er  the  buxom  breast  of  Spring. 
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Hope,  that  bads  in  lover's  hearts. 

Lives  not  through  the  scorn  of  jearj. 
Time  makes  love  itself  depart. 
Time  and  scorn  congeal  the  mind, 
Iiooks  onldnd 
Freese  affection's  warmest  tears. 

Time  shall  make  the  bushes  e^reon, 
Time  dissolve  the  winter  snow  > 
Winds  be  soft  and  skies  serene. 
Linnets  sing  the  wanton  strain ; 
Bat  again 
BUghted  love  shall  never  blow. 

WELCOME  SILENCE,  WELCOME  PEACE. 

WxLCOKB  silence,  welcome  peace, 

O  moft  welcome  peaceful  shade ; 
Thos  I  prove  as  years  increase, 

My  heart  and  soul  for  quiet  made. 
Thus  I  fix  my  firm  belief. 

While  rapture's  gushing  tears  descend. 
That  every  flower  and  every  leaf. 

Is  mor^  truth's  unerring  fWend. 

I  would  not  for  a  world  of  gold. 

That  nature's  lovely  face  should  tare. 
Fountain  of  blessings  yet  untold ; 

Pure  source  of  intellectual  fire. 
Fancy's  fair  buds^  the  germ  of  song, 

Unquickened  by  the  world's  rude  strife. 
.      Shall  sweet  retirement  render  strong. 

And  morning  silence  bring  to  life. 

Then  tell  me  not  that  I  shall  grow 
Forlorn,  that  fields  and  woods  will  cloy. 

From  nature  and  her  changes  flow 
An  everlasting  tide  of  joy. 
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I  grant  that  snnuner  heats  will  burn. 
That  keen  will  come  the  frosty  nj;(ht ; 

Bat  both  shall  please :  and  each  in  tnrn 
Yield  reason's  most  si^reme  dclig)\t. 


LOVB  AND  LIBERTY. 

Ye  gentle  nymphs  and  gen'rons  dames 

Who  rule  o'er  ev'ry  British  mind. 
Be  sure  ye  sooth  their  am'rons  flamos. 

Be  sore  your  laws  are  not  unkind. 
For  cruel  'twere  a  firee-bom  swain, 

A  British  youth  should  rainly  mcao, 
"Who,  scom^  of  a  tyrant's  chain, 

Submits  to  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

Loud  though  yon  hostile  cannons  roar. 

Though  loud  they  thunder  from  afar, 
Happy  shall  Britain's  well-arm'd  shore 

Securely  braye  the  threat  of  war; 
In  your  just  cause  each  patriot  hand 

Finn  grasps  the  lance,  in  stem  array 
Embattled  hosts,  throughout  the  land. 

For  you  their  ensigns  bright  display. 

Thy  sons,  O  Albion,  will  be  free. 

They  scorn  a  tyrant's  yoke  to  wear ; 
Their  standard's  Lwe  and  Libertj/t 

To  him  who  best  deserves  the  fair. 
Come  then,  ye  nymphs,  to  Fleaure's  8lirin<>, 

Bring  hither  your  resistless  charms. 
Love  and  LAerty  entwine. 

To  crown  with  bliss  the  British  ami?. 
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ALBERT  AITD  EMMA. 

Oppbsss'd  with  grie^  ere  break  o"  day. 
Forth  went  her  country's  pride. 

With  pe  nsive  steps,  she  bent  her  way. 
And  thus  young  Emma  sigh'd. 

Ah  me,  how  wretched  is  my  fate. 

Now  torn  firom  him  I  love, 
Albert  Fye  lost,  but  cannot  hate. 

Our  TOWS  are  sealed  above. 

Cheerful  and  happj,  when  we  met. 
Each  glow'd  with  love's  soft  flame ; 

Though  forc'd  from  me,  I'll  ne'er  forged. 
But  call  on  Albert's  name. 

Your  cruel  father  tries  to  part 
Those  hearts  which  fate  has  join'd. 

But  he  who  can  but  make  them  smart. 
The  way  to  hate  must  find. 

I  pine  away  with  care  and  grief. 

He  does  not  hear  me  sigh. 
My  bursting  heart  must  find  reUef, 

Oh,  would  my  death  were  night. 

I  feel— I  feel  my  brain's  on  fire, 
My  heart  is  broke,  she  cried, 

Albert,  I  come,  nor  fear  your  sire. 
Then  shiyer^d,  sank,  and  died. 


HOW  OPT  I'VE  CHEERED  YOU  WHEN  WE 
EOVED. 

How  oft  I've  cheered  you  when  we  roved, 
And,  when  upon  the  vnld  benighted. 

Beguiled  you  with  the  tale  you  loved. 
Or  sung  the  song*I  knew  delighted ; 
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And  does  no  tenderness  like  mine 
Thy  breast  from  sad  remembrance  borrow; 

The  heart  so  often  gladdened  thine. 
Ah !  canst  thdn  leave  it  now  in  sorrow  ? 

When  weary,  on  the  rocky  steep, 

We^  listened  to  the  dashing  bQlow, 
I'ye  laQed  thee  with  a  song  to  sleep. 

And  on  this  bosom  made  thy  pillow ; 
And  does  no  tenderness  thy  breast, 

Like  mine,  firom  sad  remembrance  borrow. 
That  bosom  where  yon  loved  to  rest. 

Ah  I  canst  thoa  leave  it  now  in  sorrow  ? 


JUST  LIKE  LOVE. 

Just  like  love  is  yonder  rose. 
Heavenly  fragrance  roond  it  throws. 
Yet  tears  its  dewy  leaves  disclose. 
And  in  the  midst  of  briers  it  blows. 

Just  like  lore. 

Colled,  to  bloom  npon  the  breast. 
Since  rongh  thorns  the  stem  invest ; 
They  mnst  be  gathered  with  the  rest. 
And  vrith  it  mnst  tiie  heart  be  press'd. 

Just  like  love. 

And  when  rude  hands  tiie  twin-bnds  sever. 
They  die— and  they  shall  blossom  never ; 
Yet  the  thorns  be  sharp  as  ever, 
Yet  the  thorns  be  sharp  as  ever. 

Just  like  lovo. 
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ANNA'S  URN 

Bncompassbd  in  an  angel's  frame, 

An  angel's  Tirtuos  lay; 
Too  soon  did  heaven  assert  the  claim. 

And  called  its  own  away. 
My  Anna's  worth,  my  Anna's  charms. 

Most  q0Ter  more  retnm; 
What  now  shall  fiU  t^ese  widowed  arms  ? 

Ah  met  my  Anna's  am.. 

Can  I  forget  that  bliss  refined 

Which  blest  when  her  I  knew. 
Our  hearts,  in  sacred  bonds  entwined. 

Were  bound  by  love  too  true. 
The  mral  train,  which  once  were  used 

In  festive  dance  to  tarn. 
So  pleased  when  Anna  they  amused. 

Now,  wteping,  deck  her  nm. 

The  soul  escaping  from  its  chain. 

She  clasped  me  to  her  breast; 
To  part  with  thee  is  all  my  pain. 

She  cried— then  sank  to  rest. 
While  Memory  shall  her  seat  retain. 

From  beauteoas  Anna  torn, 
My  heart  shall  breathe  its  ceaseless  strain 

Of  sorrow  o'er  her  urn. 

There,  with  the  earliest  dawn,  a  dove 

Laments  her  mardered  mate ; 
There  Philomela,  lost  to  love, 

TeUs  the  pale  moon  her  fate.  • 

With  yew  and  ivy  round  me  spread. 

My  Anna  there  I'll  mourn ; 

For  aU  my  soul,  now  she  is  dead. 

Concentrates  in  her  urn. 
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GO,  ROVER,  GO! 

Go,  roTer,  go !  from  clime  to  olime, 

In  search  of  pleasure  range ; 
And  aa  the  flagging  wing  of  time 

Yoa  cheat  with  endless  change. 
May  each  new  friend  alar  yon  find. 
Be  t  .me  as  those  yon  leare  behind. 

Go,  roTer,  go,  go,  go. 

And  should  some  charm  as  yet  unfelt. 

Around  that  bosom  play, 
Some  beauty's  brighter  radiance  melt 

Its  icy  fears  away  I 
May  she  yon  love  be  true  and  kind. 
As  one  yon  Joyless  leave  behind. 

Go,  rover,  go,  go,  go. 


FAREWELL  !  THOU  COAST  OP  GLORY. 

Farxwxli.  L  thou  coast  of  i^ry, 
VSThera  dweU'd  my  sires  of  yore  I 

'Jheir  names,  their  martial  story. 
Your  trophied  tombs  restore. 

Farewell  thou  clime  of  beauty ! 

Where  blooms  the  maid  I  love. 
Fond  thoughts  in  pleasing  duty. 

Around  her  ever  rove. 

What  phrase  to  shape  "fa/teweHV*  in. 
In  vain  this  heart  would  toll; 

Wind  blows— white  sails  are  swelling— 
Oh !  native  land  !  Farewell ! 
105  M 
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FAREWELL!  I'VE  BROKE  MY  CHAIN  AT  LAST. 

Fabkwzix  !  I've  broke  1117  oluun  at  las^ 

I  aUad  iqpon  life's  UJk$X  8bore> 
The  bittoraeia  of  destii  is  past, 

Kor  love,  nor  aeom,  eao  miafi  mo  more. 
I  loved,  hour  deeply  loved  1  Oh,  Heaven  I 

To  thee,  to  thee  the  pang  is  known ; 
Yet,  tauter  t  be  tiiy  erime  forgiven, 

IGne  be  the  shame,  the  grief  alone ! 

The  maddening  hoar  when  first  we  met. 

The  glance,  the  smile,  the  vow  yon  gave ; 
The  la^  wild  moment  haunts  me  yet, 

I  feel  they'll  haont  nw  to  my  grave  r— 
Down,  wi^yward  heart,  no  longer  heave ; 

Thou,  idle  tear,  no  longer  flow ; 
And  may  that  Heaven  he  dared  deceive. 

Forgive,  as  I  forgive  him  now. 

Too  lovely,  oh,  too  loved,  fare vr ell! 

Though  parting  rends  my  bosom  strings 
This  hour  we  part ! — The  grave  shall  tell 

The  thought  that  to  my  spirit  clings. 
Thou  pain,  above  all  other  pain ! 

Thou  joy,  all  other  joys  above  I 
Again,  again  I  feel  thy  chain. 

And  die  thy  weeping  martyi^Love. 

LOVERS,  MOTHER,  I'LL  HAVE  NONE. 

To  hor  daughter,  t'other  day, 
A  cautious  mother  thus  did  say— 
If  yon  love  me,  banish  hence 
Lovers  and  their  fond  pretence. 
The  maid  replied,  your  will  be  done ; 
Lovers,  mother,  I'll  have  none. 
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Soon  there  came,  this  zaaid  to  woo, 
A  youth  so  gen'roQs,  b<^,  and  trae. 
He  stole  the  honey  firom  her  lip, 
A  bed  where  bees  nught  lore  to  sip. 
Still,  still,  she  cried,  have  done,  have  done, 
LoTers,  mother.  111  have  acme. 

Warmer  he  kissM,  more  close  he  prest, 
The  maiden  smil'd,  the  youth  was  blest ; 
When  her  mother  called  her  cheat. 
She  replied,  in  voice  so  sweet. 
He  is  my  hosbaad;  this  I've  done-^ 
LoTcrs,  mother.  Til  have  none. 


MY  HEABT,  LOVELY  KOSA,  WAS  FOEMED 
BUT  FOR  YOU. 

Do  not  my  eyes,  when  I  gase  on  each  flMlnr^ 
Express  all  the  transport  that  reigns  in  my  sonl ! 

Yes,  they  avow  that  I  sigh  for  a  creature 
Created  by  Heaven  each  thought  to  controL 

Does  not  my  breast  throb  with  rapturous  pleasure, 
Whene'er  her  soft  eyes  beam  the  language  of  blisa  P^ 

Shall  I  not  own  mysell"  eharm'd  beyond  measure. 
As,  gazing,  I  know  she  will^grant  me  a  kiss. 

Yes,  I  confess  that  no  mortal  was  ever 
Bless'd  with  affection  so  ardent,  so  true ; 

"No  ttAe,  my  dear  creature,  our  xmion  shall  sever. 
My  heart,  lovely  Rosih  was  formed  but  for  you. 


THEN  SAY,  MY  8WBET  GIRL,  CAS  YOU  LOVE 
ME? 

VMA.1t  Nancy,  I've  sail'd  the  wide  world  all  around. 
And  seven  long  years  been  a  rover. 
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To  make  for  mj  chanaer  each  shiUing  a  pound. 

Bat  now  mj  hard  perils  are  OTer : 
r  ve  saT'd  firom  mj  toils  many  hundreds  in  gold. 

The  comforts  of  life  to  beget; 
Have  borne  in  each  climate  the  heat  and  the  cold. 

And  all  for  mj  pretty  Brunette  : 

Then  say,  my  sweet  girl,  can  yon  loye  me  ? 

Though  others  may  boast  of  [more  riches  than  mine 

And  rate  my  attractions  e'en  fewer. 
At  their  jeers  and  attractions  I'll  scorn  to  repine. 

Can  they  boast  of  a  heart  that  is  truer  P 
Or  will  they  for  thee  plough  the  hazardous  main, 

Braye  the  seasons  both  stormy  and  wet? 
Jf  not,  why  I'll  do  it  again  and  agun, 

And  all  for  my  pretty  Brunette  :     , 

Then  say,  my  sweet  girl,  can  yoolove  me  P 

When  ordered  afar  in  pursuit  of  the  foe, 

I  sigh  at  the  bodings  of  fancy. 
Which  fain  would  persuade  me  I  might  be  laid  low. 

And,  ah  I  never  more  see  my  Nancy  I 
But  hope,  like  an  angel,  soon  banished  the  thought^ 

And  bade  me  such  nonsense  forget : 
I  took  the  advice,  and  undauntedly  fought. 

And  all  for  my  pretty  Brunette : 

Then  say,  my  sweet  girl,  can  you  love  me  ? 


DEAR  OBJECT  OF  DEFEATED  CARE. 

Djulb  object  of  defeated  care. 
Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft ; 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair. 
Thine  image  and  thy  tears  are  left. 

'Tis  said  with  sorrow  time  can  cope. 
But  that  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  true ; 

For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  hope. 
My  memory  immortal  grew. 
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ELLEN  OF  THE  DEE. 

Whebb  Dee's  soft  waters  smoothly  glide 

Through  Mnrtle's  flowery  dale. 
Meek  Ellen  shone  in  youthful  pride, 

The  beauiy  of  the  \ale. 
Her  form  was  gentle,  and  her  mind 

From  every  folly  firee. 
To  tender  pity  still  inclined — 

Sweet  Ellen  of  the  Dee. 

"While  blooming  Henry  marked  her  charms. 

Who  long  had  known  her  fame  j 
He  gazed  and  loved,  and  in  his  arms 

She  owned  an  equal  flame. 
Though  he  had  sprung  of  noble  race. 

And  she  of  low  degree ; 
Tet  none  to  beauty  added  jrace. 

Like  Ellen  of  the  Dee. 

But  when  the  secret  of  his  heart 

His  haughty  parents  knew. 
They  strove  with  unremittig  art 

His  purpose  to  undo ; 
"Who,  joyless  in  the  splendid  dome. 

With  dames  of  high  degree. 
Found  pleasure  in  his  humbler  Lome, 

With  Ellen  of  the  Dee. 

To  foreign  climes  he  then  was  sent. 

To  please  parental  pride  ; 
Reluctantly  poor  Henry  went. 

Left  Ellen's  charms,  and  died 
They  grieved  too  late,  his  fate  to  hear, 

And  cursed  the  stem  decree, 
Which  pride  inspired,  his  heart  to  teur 

From  Ellen  of  the  Dee. 
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Who  ftai,  when  eTening  softly  flings 

Her  shadows  o'er  the  glade, 
On  Dee's  lone  margin  strays  and  sings 

Sweet  dirges  to  his  shade. 
Thoa^  happiness  be  not  her  lot. 

No  murmur  utters  she. 
Meek  resignation  shares  the  cot 

With  Ellen  ot  the  Dee. 


UOW  SWEFTLY  WEARS  THE  SUMMER  NIOllT. 

}1axl  to  the  cold  and  clouded  beam. 

Pale  pilgrim  of  the  troubled  sky  I 
Haa,  though  the  mists  that  o'er  thee  stream 

Lend  to  thy  brow  their  sullen  dye ! 
How  should  thy  pure  and  peaceful  eye. 

Untroubled,  view  our  scenes  below  ? 
Or  how  a  tearless  beam  supply, 

To  light  our  world  of  war  and  woe  f 

Fair  queen !  I  will  not  blame  thee  now. 

As  once  by  Greta's  fairy  side ; 
Each  Httle  cloud  that  dimmed  thy  brow. 

Did  then  an  angel's  beauty  hide  ! 
And  if  the  shades  I  then  could  chide. 

Still  are  the  thoughts  to  memory  dear. 
For,  while  a  softer  strain  I  tried. 

They  hid  my  blush,  and  calmed  my  feaar. 

Then  did  I  swear  thy  ray  serene. 

Was  formed  to  light  some  lonely  doll. 
By  two  fond  lovers  only  seen, 

Beflected  firom  the  crystal  well ; 
Or  sleeping  on  their  mossy  cell, 

Or  quivering  on  the  lattice  bright, 
Or  ghmcing  <m  their  couch  to  tell 

How  swiftly  wears  the  summer  night. 
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LBT  US  BB  MEfiRY  BEFORE  WE  GO. 

Iv,  sadly  thinking,  iHth  spixitB  sInldDg, 

Could  more  than  dtiakinf  mjoans  compose, 
A  cure  from  sorrow  from  sighs  I'd  bonrow. 

And  hope  to-morrow  woold  end  my  woes. 
But  as  in  wailing  there's  nought  arailing. 

And  Deatb,  unfailing,  will  strike  the  blow; 
Then,  for  that  reason,  and  for  a  season, 

Let  ns  be  merry  before  we  ^o. 

To  joy  a  stranger,  a  wi^-wom  ranger. 

In  oTery  danger  i^y  oomae  IVe  ran ; 
Now  hope  all  ending  and  death  befriending. 

His  last  aid  lending,  my  cares  are  done. 
No  more  a  rover  or  hoplees  lover, 

My  gridb  are  over,  my  glass  mns  low ; 
Then,  for  that  rea3on,  and  for  a  season. 

Let  us  be  merry  before  wo  go. 


THE  GIBL  I  APPROVE. 

You  ask  me  what  kind  of  a  girl  I  approve ; 

Few  words  shall  express  my  desire ; 
Her  Csoe  mnstbe  fair,  like  the  mother  of  Love, 

like  her,  are  the  dianns  I  admire. 

Bright  beauty  alone  shall  not  conquer  my  heart. 
The  maid  to  my  mind  most  ha?e  more. 

More  charms  to  enslave  than  Beauty's  keen  dart. 
For  witand  good  sense  I  adore. 

Her  beauty,  wit,  and  good  sense,  combined. 
Should  not  fix  me  her  aervant  for  life ; 

But  her  manner  so  sweet,  her  temper  soL^nd, 
Are  the  diarms  I  seek  iu  a  wife. 
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WAKE,  THBE,  TBJSS,  MY  IMMA,  WAKE. 

SovTLT  opes  the  eje  of  d«j» 
O'er  lakelet,  baj,  and  riiore 
Streftma  of  new  radiance  poor 

Where  late  the  darknem  lay. 
And  Morning's  lonelj  star 
Now  faintly  wanes  niar. 

From  tiie  fresh  and  j  070ns  akj 

Night  and  her  train  retire ; 

Armed  with  pursuing  fire 
Light's  silTer  arrows  fly. 

Heralds  to  man  below  . 

Of  &ted  joy  or  woe. 

Wake  thee,  then,  my  Lnma,  wake. 

Forth  in  thy  beauty  oome. 

My  sadden'd  heart  illume. 
And  for  true  love's  sweet  sake 

Oh,  in  thy  smile  decree 

The  smile  of  Heaven  to  me. 

4 

WHAT'S  MORE  PLEASING  TO  THE  EYE. 

What's  more  pleasing  to  the  eye 
Than  a  clear  unclouded  sky  ? 
What's  more  grateful  to  the  ear 
Than  the  voice  that  speaks  to  cheer  P 

If  by  fate  we're  doomed  to  roam. 

What's  more  sweet  than  thoughts  of  home  P 

If  distress  the  bosom  rend. 

What's  more  wdcome  than  a  friend  ? 

Sweet*  s  the  lovely  modest  rose. 
Which  'mid  thorns  and  briers  blows; 
But  more  sweet  the  youth  that  proves 
Faithfal  to  the  heart  that  loves.  . 
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LONDON,  WO  TO  THEB. 

Whsv  ink  to  cream  is  ohnmed. 

And  ohftTooal  sneers  at  ^heat. 
When  London-bridge  is  turned. 

And  ice  is  in  a  heat ; 
When  boys  are  changed  to  hammers. 

And  Thames-street  gnaws  a  flea. 
When  Bedfordbury  stammers,   , 

Then,  London,  woe  to  thee. 

When  wigs  are  water-oresses. 

Potatoes  garter  blue. 
Figs  oomb  their  scattered  tresses, 
•    And  Fall-Man  feeds  on  glne ; 
When  Mother  Goose  a  fly  is. 

Boast  pig  an  oimce  of  tea, 
A  pert  adverb  the  sky  is, 

Then,  London,  wo  to  tiiee. 

When  Shakspeare  is  a  tea-pot^ 

Boast  Tirtoe  bnt  a  BnaO, 
Onoombers  fall  asleep  hot. 

Or  abstract  beef  a  pail  | 
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When  Nankeen  hopes  are  rotten, 
A  beU-rope  toasts  the  sea. 

Mourn,  monm,  ye  balls  of  cotton. 
And,  London,  wo  to  thee. 

When  stripes  of  beer  grow  riper. 

And  peaches  scratch  their  leg^ 
A  porple  moose  a  viper^ 

Cream-cheese  a  wooden  peg ; 
When  toads  make  love  in  sonnets, 

St.  Paul's  a  vis^a-Tis, 
And  cinders  wear  straw  bonnets. 

Then,  London,  wo  to  thee. 

When  bishops  swallow  gutters. 
And  salt  beef  walks  on  stilts. 
When  >^gil's  toe-nail  flutters, 
^  Decanters  wear  Scotch  kilts  i 
When  soar  throats  dig  up  tices. 

And  twentj-one  is  three. 
When  large  round  coals  are  alioes. 
Then,  London,  wo  to  thee. 


PUBLIC  POLTTIOAL  MBETHrOS. 
Aa^*'  The  London  Jfanpapen," 

lir  Eng^d,  yon  see,  folks  of  ev^  degree. 

From  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  are  all  statesmen; * 
The  radical's  a  bore  that  in  public  will  roar      * 

Against  court-pensioners  and  placemen. 
Whilst  the  ministerial  man,  on  amystezioua  plftn. 

Proceeds  in  a  way  tiiat  is  stranger  t 
Porges  pike-heads  and  shots  for  green-hag  j^iok^ 

And  swears  that  the  atate  is  in  danger. 
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TvhUo  meetio^— plots  defeftting. 
Babels  spjing^libAls  ttying. 
Sword  and  rithe— tax  and  tiUie, 
And  each  party  tKe  other  e'ex  aboaea. 

Spoksk.]  Hal  Old  Nick,  I'm  glad  to  we  jon  at  our 
meeting :  dreadful  times  tiiese,  when  our  Uber^s  «m>- 
laUd,  our  laws  debauchedf  and  e<m$lUuHon*9  broken! 
But  lef  8  listen  to  the  lorytan.  That  there  man  with  a 
face  like  the  red  sea,  a  hat  like  the  whitt  sea,  •  shirt 
Eke  the  black  sea,  and  a  month  like  the  (avZtio,  isa  Taatlj 
olerer  fellow ;  listen,  and  yon'U  yhear.  (Spoken  im  a  d\f' 
fereni  voiee.J  Gentiemen— no,  I'll  not  disgrace  you  by 
oalUng  yon  ^«n^2«men,  gentlemen, — no,  I  caU  you  co- 
patriot*  and  fellow-citisens,  gentlemen.  I  am  an  up- 
right, downright,  plain,  straight-forward  pM-blank, 
blnnt,  bold,  open-minded,  not-to-be-fHghtened,  honest 
Englishman,  and  I  rise  to  make  a  few  observations  on 
the  deplorable  conditions  to  which  rape«cions  min*$ter» 
have  reduced  my  x>oorconntry,  countrymen,  women,  and 
children.  First  and  foremost,  haven't  they  taxed  every 
thittgkt  Eormerly  I  could  afford  to  drfaik  m^  wine,  now 
Vm  obligated  to  drink  my  wder.  .^id  what  have  they 
taxed  us  for  P  why,  to  siq^port  rotten  b(»oughmongers, 
worse  than  roUeu  eAeesemongere,  eftutercuriet,  grooms  of 
the  etool,  hed^hanheat  lords,  jprity-ohamber  gentlemen, 
neeeemrjf  woman,  qties,  paraeitew,  ioformers,  and  inqni- 
eitors.  It  ia  they  that  pra^  and  feed  on,  and  devour, 
by  inehea,  the  poor  pikeaeamirjf  of  thia  hcM  eountry. 
Paring  what  Fve  said  may  be  said  to  beooatrary  to  law, 
Vut  %  don't  mind  thelsw-^I  came  here  to  speak  my  mind 
fearlessly  snd  uprig'teoualy.  Tve  now,  gentlemen,  an 
important  partioolar  to  relate  t^a  ftiend  of  mine  has 
pfoeured  the  bonea  of  Mr.  Thoasaa  teiayb,  (In  another 
voiee.J  I  say,  did  he  bone  them  P  Kot  he  dug  'em  up, 
and  each  bone  will  be  exhibited  pro  homt  Totting  of 
Thomas  Paine,  gentlemen,  puts  me  in  mind  of  CSuristi* 
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voitf.  Tkeg  talk  aiboat  Christiaiiity  1  idxen  look  at  the 
blftok  oomiption  of  oar  cla/rgywien.  What,  our  ckim- 
ney-flweepenP  Ko;  our  bishops.  Hollah!  here  come 
the  soldiers  I  Then  I  had  better  go ;  so«  help  as  out  oi 
the  waggon. 

Then,  search  the  world  through,  yon'E  find  it  troe, 

Brery  rogue  his  neighbonr  acooses. 

The  pnbHo  will  storm  for  ever  for  reform. 

And  for  that  they  will  oft  have  a  meeting ; 
There  each  one  will  strain,  according  to  his  vein, 

'Gainst  goTomment  trickery  anddieating. 
Then  migor  and  major  to  the  meeting  repair. 

To  prevent  breach  of  peace  or  a  riot ; 
With  soldiers  at  their  back,  and  constables  a  pack» 
Who  crack  people's  heads  to  keep  'em  quiet. 
Speakers  spouting— people  shoutings 
liTotee  taking— heads  breaking. 
Sharp  swords—seditious  words. 
So  each  one  his  power  wrongly  uses. 

SpOKXir,  M  a  magitteriai  tone,]  Well,  Olirer  Fry,  who 
hare  yon  got  there ;  any  body  from  the  diabolical,  riot- 
ons,  radioal  meetings  P  An'  please  your  honour's  wor- 
ship and  glo]^,  I  o'erheard  this  here  man  and  woman 
piking  high  treas<on.  High  iree$^nl  whom  do  the 
trees  belong  to ;  do  they  belong  to  me  P  An'  please  your 
honour's  worship  and  glory,  I  mean  they  were  speaking 
erudition  against  the  state  and  his  Mi^esty's  worshipful 
company  of  ministers.  Hey  I  what !  against  the  minis- 
ters !  flat  high  treason,  by  St.  G«orge  and  the  Dragon  I 
What  were  they  talking  about  ?  An'  please  3rour  ho* 
nour's  worship  and  glory,  they  were  talking  shont frinff 
a  beeuon.  JPking  a  beacon  I  here's  a  flaming  plot  discover- 
ed I  take  him  to  prison  directly.  But  I  hope  your  wor- 
ship wiU  hear  what  I've  got  to  say  in  my  defence.  No, 
Iwo'n'tj  take  him  away;  and  as  for  the  woman,   I'll 
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k«ep  her  Ymck,  to  examine  her  priratelj;  aad  then  TU 
send  off  the  vartionlani  to  Lord  Side— th.  Take  him 
away  and  ke^  him  to  hard  labour  till  he's  tried,  and 
then  he'U  be  hnng  as  sure  as  a  gun.  Well,  Oliver,  [I 
think  this  will  be  a  good  job  for  ns  if  we  can  bring  it 
home  to  'em.  Yes,  your  honour's  worship  and  glory, 
th^  can't  dot  less  than  make  you  a  iorrm  hnight-num, 
and  perhaps  they'll  make  me  a  riivMrcurer.  Well,  the 
man  was  indicted^  and  his  trial  came  on ;  bat,  as  he  hap- 
pened to  be  tried  by  twelve  jary-iM»  instead  of  one 
mojfor,  it  was  soon  found  ont  that  what  Mr.  Oliver  Fry 
took  to  be  Jlring  a  beacon  was  only  the  man  talking  to 
his  wife  about  yi^n^  qf  bacon,  therefore  the  man  was 
acquitted;  Oliver  Pry  turned  out  to  be  a  rogue,  and  was 
rewarded  with  a  place ;  the  mayor  proved  an  om,  and 
was  knighted  accordingly. 

Then,  search  the  world  through,  &c. 

To  meet  in  their  turn  miniBteriaUsts  bum 

To  cut  down  the  radical  pest-tree ; 
Bills  stuck  here  and  there,  notify  that  their 

FttbUe  meeting  will  be  held  in  a  veitry. 
There  ministers  of  grace,  and  other  men  of  place, 

'Cuse  the  people  of  blasphemy  and  treason; 
Then  petition  the  prince,  and  beg  he'll  not  mince 
Any  thing  to  bring  them  back  to  reason. 
Bring  a  bill  in — 'bout  folks  drilling, 
Sire-arms  showing— meetings  going. 
Laws  re-dress— shackle  the  press,  ^ 
Jor  there  in  the  press  great  abuse  is. 

Spokxit.]  a  right  reverend  magistrate,  parson  Opiate, 
rose  to  speak.  (''Spoken  in  ,a  duU,  dravUnff  monotonous 
voice,  as  many  divines  preach.)  'Tis  evident,  gentlemen, 
that  a  great  rebellion  is  on  the  point  of  breaking  out;— 
a  rebellion  that  will  introduce  all  those  barbarous  bru- 
talities, dreadful  massacres,  bloody  excQUtions,  and  hor' 
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rible  uBaaamations,  which  diagraee  the  aiuMla  of  the 
French  Bevolution !— the  people  seem  ripe  for  it;  I 
oftDnot,  indeed  I  need  not»  bring  grei^ra  proof  than  this 
—no  tnu  e<me$  to  hear  me  preach,  and,  if  they  do,  gentle- 
aen,  thej  all  fall  adeep,  thooj^  it  ii  wdl  known  to 
you  that  I  preach  aa  lo%g  and  as  loud  at  any  minister  of 
the  goapel  can  afford  to  do  for  otu  thousand  pounds  per 
annom.  And  then,  the  deplorable  and<dreadAd  depr»- 
^y,  infamooB  lioentioasness,  andhonid  Uasphomy  of 
the  preM  1  There  are  now,  gentlemen,  no  periodical 
pvUioations  proper  to  be  perused,  except  the  CkmrUr, 
the  Fori,  and  the  New  Time:  The  frequent  radical 
Bieetings  mi^e  one  shndder !  if  it  were  not,  gentlemen, 
for  the  aotiriity  of  oor  police  and  the  loyalty  of  onr 
mayors,  what  would  become  of  us  P  we  should  all  be 
plimdered  of  our  property  and  daoghtered  in  our  beds  I 
ew&cj  praise  is  due  to  them,  and  particularly  to  our  If  te 
worthy  mayor,  to  whom  the  words  of  the  poet  may  be  so 
well  applied  :— 

"  Spafidds*  and  Smithfield's  plot  lay  hid  in  night. 
Heaven  said,  'let  At— ns  see,. and  all  was  lig^."* 
It  is  such  as  he,  gentlemen,  that  keep  the  riotous,  rebel- 
lious mob  in  iwoper  sulgeotion,  and  an  English  mob, 
gentlemen,  is  a  monster  like  tius  :— 
In  body  a  buU,  in  heart  a  lamh. 
In  Toice  a  lion,  in  head  a  ram. 
Whose  head  foU-butt  in  a  halter  will  poke. 
Then  tamdy  submit  to  be  led  by  the  yoke. 

Thus,  search  the  world  through,  &c. 


THE  OASB  ALTERED. 

HosoB  held  a  farm,  and  smil'd  contend 
While  one  year  paid  another's  rent; 
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But  if  hA  ran  the  least  behind. 
Vexation  itnng  Mb  anxious  mind ; 
For  not  an  hour  would  landlord  star^ 
Bnt  seise  the  very  qaartmr-daf  t 
How  cheap  soe'er  or  scant  the  grain, 
Tho'  nrg'd  with  truth,  was  nrg'd  in  ^ain  | 
The  same  to  him  if  fiilse  or  true. 
For  rent  most  come  when  rent  was  doe. 
Yet  that  same  landlord's  «ows  and  steeds 
Broke  Hodge's  fence,  and  cropt  his  meads  i 
In  himting,  that  same  landlord's  hounds. 
Seel  how  th^sj^readhis  new-sown  grounds  I 
Dog,  horse,  and  man,  afike  o'erjoy'd. 
While  half  the  rising  crop's  destroy'd  i 
Yet  tamdj  was  the  loss  sustain'd ; 
'Tis  said,  the  sufTrer  once  complain'd. 
The  'squire  kngh'd  loudly  while  he  spoke. 
And  paid  title  bumpkin^with  a  joke. 
But  luckless  still  poor  Hodge's  fate ;— . 
His  worship's  bull  has  foro'd  a  gate. 
And  gor'd  his  cow,  the  last  and  best. 
By  sickness  he  had  lost  the  rest. 
Hodge  felt  at  heart  resentment  strong. 
The  heart  will  feel  that  suffers  long; 
A  thought  that  instant  took  his  head. 
And  thus  within  himself  hb  said : 
'If  Hodge  for  once  don't  sting  tho  squire. 
May  people  post  him  for  a  liar.' 
He  said— across  his  shoulder  throws 
His  fork,  and  to  his  landlord  goes. 
*  I  dome,  an'  please  ye,  to  unfold 
What,  soon  or  late,  you  must  be  told  s 
Hy  btdi  (a  creature  tame  till  now,) 
My  bull  has  gor'd  your  worship's  cow,— 
"Hb  known  what  shifts  I  make  to  live— . 
Perhaps  your  honour  may  forgive.* 
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'  Forgive  I'  the  squire  replied,  uid  Bwcm, 

*  "Btvjt  cant  to  me  forgive  no  more. 
The  law  mj  damage  shall  decide. 
And  know  that  I'll  be  satiafled.'— 

*  Think,  sir,  I'm  poor,  poor  as  a  rat/— 
'Think  I'm  a  jostioe,  think  of  thatT 
Hodge  bow'd  again,  and  scratch'd  his  head» 
And  reooUeoting,  archly  said, 

'  Sir,  Tm  so  strack  when  here  before  je, 
I  fear,  I  blundered  in  tiie  story :— 
'Fore  George  1  bat  I'll  not  blonder  now— > 
Tour's  was  the  boll,  sir  1  mine  the  cowl* 
His  worship  found  his  rage  subside. 
And  with  cafan  accent  thus  replied, 
<  I'll  think  iq>on  jour  case  to-night— 
But,  I  peroeiye,  Mas  alter'd  quite  1' 
Hodge  shrugg'd  and  made  another  bow, 

*  An*  please  ye,  who's  the  justice  nowP' 


THE  FLY  AND  THE  FISH. 

A  UTTLB  fly  one  day  did  look, 

Fol  lol  de  dol  lol  liddle  dol  de  dee. 
At  a  fish  within  a  brook, 

Fol  lol,  Ac. 
The  fly  did  gaze  with  eye  so  bold, 
ni>on  the  fi^  who  shone  with  gold. 
Who,  although  dumb,  did  a  tail  u^old, 

Fol  lol,  &c. 

Now  flies  have  hearts  like  other  things, 

Fol  lol,  &c. 

And  'tis  well  known  that  flies  have  stings, 

Fol  lol,  Ac. 
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And  the  flj,  whose  story  here  is  sung. 
Was  by  a  May-bee's  beauty  stong. 
And  ^es,  like  men,  are  by  loTe  wrong. 

Fol  lol,  &e. 

The  fish,  not  thinking  of  the  fly, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 
First  opened  his  month,  then  oped  his  eye, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 
Not  dreaming  that  a  soul  was  nigh. 
He  drank  of  the  stream,  and  looked  at  the  sky. 
And  still  went  on  most  nrim'ming-ljf. 

Fol  lol,  &o. 

Said  the  fly,  if  firom  that  fish's  tail, 

Fol  lol,  fto. 
I  conid  but  steal  a  golden  soale» 

Fol  lol,  Jto. 
He  ne'er  conld  misa  it  when  'twas  done. 
And  if  for  my  sweetheart  it  conld  be  won. 
It  would  make  a  nice  hat  for  to  keep  off  the  sun, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 

The  fly  not  feeling  any  dread, 

Fol  lol,  &c. 
By  a  mistake,  for  the  tail  took  the  head, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 
To  snatch  the  scale  he  did  not  pause. 
Quite  raliant  in  his  May-bee's  cause. 
But,  alas !  fell  into  the  fish's  jaws, 

Fol  lol,  &c. 

XOBAL. 

AB  yon  young  men  who  are  in  love, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 

Fray,  let  this  tale  a  warning  prove, 

Fol  lol,  &o» 
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If  yon  would  for  joia  sweetheurts  get 

A  present  of  silk,  laoe,  or  net. 

Fray,  mind  and  keep  omt  of  the  jaws  of  debt, 

Fol  lol,  &o. 


THB  FATB. 

WoxTLD  70a  see  the  world  in  little. 

Ye  curious  here  repair. 
We'll  suit  you  to  a  tittle 

At  this  our  mstio  fair ; 
We've  glitt'ring  baits  to  catch  you. 

As  tempting  as  at  court,  j^ 

With  whim  for  whim  we'll  match  yoo. 

And  give  you  sport  for  sport. 
From  a  sceptre  to  a  rattle. 

We've  every  thing  in  toys. 
For  iufiuitB  that  scarce  i»rattle. 

To  men  who  still  are  boys. 
Cook-hOTses  and  stage-coaches 

In  gingerbread  are  sold ; 
Cakes,  parliament,  gilt  watches, 

And  horns  all  tq»t  with  gold. 
Then,  if  for  fine  parade  you  go. 
Come  here,  and  see  our  puppet-show. 
Sfoksit.]  Walk  in  here,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  here 
you  may  see  the  Queen  of  Sheba  and  King  Solomon  in 
all  his  glory !  You  think  that  that  figure's  all  alive,  bat 
he's  no  more  alive  than  I  am  I 

While  the  pipes  and  tabors  rend  the  air. 
Haste,  neighbours,  to  the  fair. 

What's  your  sweepstakes  and  your  races. 

And  all  your  fighting  cocks. 
To  our  horse-ooUar  grimaces. 

And  girls  that  run  for  smocks. 
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Our  bobs  can  sniTle  noaes, 

At  siogle-ttick  who  fight 
Ab  well  M  jout  Kendosas, 

ThoQgh  not  quite  bo  polite. 
In  their  deception  neater 

Are  your  keen  rooks  allowed 
Than  is  yon  fire  eater. 

Who  queers  the  gaping  crowd. 
Then,  boast  not  tricks  so  nozioua 

That  genteel  life  bespeok, 
Our  jugglers,  hizious-dozious, 

Shall  distance  every  Greek. 
Can  Pharaoh  and  his  host  be  found 
T9  match  our  nimble  merry-go-round  ? 

SpoKBir.]  Put  in  here  I  put  in  t  put  in  I  ertty  blank 
a  prise  I  down  with  it,  and  double  it,  twenty  can  play  as 
well  as  one. 

While  the  pipes,  &o. 

Hear  yon  mountebank  assure  ye 

Of  diseases  by  the  score, 
A  single  dose  shall  cure  ye ; 

Can  Warwick-lane  do  more  P 
Tid  virligigs,  tetotums. 

Yon  Jew-imposhing  faish 
Shall  cheat  you  here*in  no  times. 

All  one  as  in  Duke's  place. 
Hark,  yonder  making  merry. 

Full  many  a  happy  clown. 
For  champagne  wha  drink  perry 

As  good  as  that  in  town. 
Then,  for  nf^ts  we've  apes  and  monkeys. 

Some  on  four  legs,  some  on  two ; 
TaU  women,  dwarfs,  oropt  donkeys. 

For  all  the  world  like  you. 
Then,  would  yon  Bandagh  find  out. 
What  think  you  of  our  roundabout  ? 
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Spoxbh.]  Walk  in,  ladies  and  gentlemen!  the  only 
booth  invthe  fair  I  here  you  may  make  the  whole  tour  of 
the  world  1  would  ye  ride  in  the  Cararan,  the  Expedition, 
the  Land  Frigate,  or  the  DiUy  1  fourteen  miles  m  fifteen 
hours,  ladies  and  gentlemen  I 

While  the  pipes,  Jto. 


THE  LUCKY  DOG. 

krg,^N<ing  Tong  Pavu 

Jx  Yorkshire  I  wur  bom  and  bred. 

But  long*d  a  Lunnon  maid  to  wed. 

And  as  I  wasn't  over  shy, 

I  told  my  dad  and  man  I'd  try ; 

Ah,  boy,  said  mam,  thee'dst  better  stay 

And  pass  thy  time  wi'  us  away ; 

8aid  dad,  as  waggon  on  did  jog, 

I  hope  thee'll  prove  a  lucky  dog. 

Kow,  when  at  inn  I  did  alight, 
A  gentleman  (a  stranger  quite) 
Came  up  wi*  bows  and  scrapes  a  score. 
And  said  he'd  seen  my  face  afore ; 
•You  come,'  said  he, « fSra*  York,  I  know. 
For  I  seed  you  there  a  week  ago. 
Bo  let  us  go  and  have  some  grog*—* 
I  thought  myself  a  lucky  dog. 

He  took  me  to  a  grand  hotel. 

Close  to  a  place  they  call  Pall-MaU, 

And  there  wi'  him  made  I  to  dine. 

And  after  that  to  drink  port  wine : 

*  And  so,'  said  he,  *y<Ju've  changed  for  town  ' 

The  village  lass  and  gaping  clown : 

The  country  air  for  Lunnun  fog,— » 

By  gum  I  you  are  a  lucky  dog.' 
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We  drank  till  it  got  in  mj  head. 
And  I  wur  taken  off  to  bed, 
But  irhen  i'  th'  mom  I  did  awake, 
My  heart  I  thought  wonld  sorelj  bre.nk, 
For  my  purse,  irhioh  'neath  the  pilloir  lay, 
Had  been  by  some  one  stole  away, 
Bot  yet  they'd  left  me  every  tog. 
So  thought  myaeir  alnoly  dog. 

I  tdd  the  landlord  my  mishap. 
Bat  he,  oh !  said  I  war  the  chap 
Who  oft  had  done  the  same  afore,' 
Bat  that  to  him  I  should  no  more; 
He  hiked  me  off  before  a  beak. 
Who  sentenced  me  to  quod  a^week. 
And  aQ  the  while  to  wear  a  log— 
Oh,  wam't  I,  sure,  a  lucky  dog  ? 

The  time  Qoon  xxp,  a  place  I  got, 
To  carry  loads  upon  a  knot. 
But  there  the  men,  by  way  of  lark. 
Would  kiss  the  servant  in  the  <i»rk  } 
But  soon  she  to  her  sorrow  found 
Herself  begin  to  get  quite  round; 
I  laugh'd  as  I  at  work  would  jog. 
To  think  who'd  be  the  lucky  dog. 

One  day,  returning  firom  the  west, 
A  beadle,  clad  in  all  his  best. 
Came  up  and  told  me,  as  he  smiled. 
That  she  had  sworn  to  me  her  child; 
He  took  me  then  before  a  beak. 
Who  made  me  pay  three  bob  a  week. 
To  help  to  keep  the  little  frog— 
Oh  I  ain*t  I  been  a  lucky  dog  ? 

Since  that  Fve  got  myself  a  wife, 
Whose  pleasure  seems  to  plague  my  life^ 
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For  searoe  the  hoBeymoon  h«d  fled. 
When  she  of  twins  wnr  brought  to  bed. 
And  now  at  night  she  oat  will  xouai. 
And  make  me  nurse  the  babes  at  hcmie; 
Oh,  dear,  for  life  Tve  got  a  clog— 
Oh!  aint  I  been  a  Inokj-  dog? 


KIT  CBAOE,  THE  COBBLBB'S  YISIT  TO  THB 
SmF-IiAUNCH. 

Axu-'' The  Cobbler," 

Thxv  I  Tas  at  home  in  my  bed. 

And  dreaming  of  all  sorts  of  things, 
A  thought,  somehow,  came  in  my  head. 

About  all  the  queens  and  the  Mngs ; 
I  Toke  my  old  yiio  by  my  side. 

Says  she.  That  the  devil's  this  tslatter  P 
Says  I,  I've  been  taking  a  ride, 

Yith  all  th*  inflammable  matter. 

Sroxxv.]  Influnmable  matter,  says  die,  vfaat's  all 
that  there?  Thy  its  vhat  they  flU  the  balloons  vith, 
and  so  I  vent  up  vith  wone,  that  is,  in  my  dream,  you 
know,  and  Then  ve  had  fled  over  clouds  and  land,  ve 
oomed  over  the  vater  to  France,  and  there  looking  down 
TO  saw  the  crownation  procession  of  Charley  Dix,  the 
French  king ;  and  so  vhile  ve  vas  laughing  at  the  ftin, 
ve  heard  an  Irishman  below,  celling  out  fbr  us  to  take 
him.Tith  us,  for  he'd  sooner  live  in  the  air  upon  no- 
thing, than  starvd  in  such  a  dirty  land  upon  plenty,  so 
ve  pidl*d  him  mg,  and  set  off  home  again,  but  vhen  ve 
came  for  to  let  go  the  grand  parachute,  he  bawled  out>  by 
J^—fl,  man,  and  what  are  you  after,  do  you  think  I'm  to 
stop  here,  with  you,  and  have  my  ne<dc  broke  by  the 
fiiU?  sooittofthecarhe  jumps,  and  away  he  tombled. 
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head  over  heels,  through  the  douds  and  the  mtoke,  and 
and  I  yoke  out  of  my  Bleep,  and  found  it  all  a  dream — 
Eol  de  dol  lol,  &e. 

That  nonsense,  say  she,  'tis  you  talk, 

Vhat  have  you  got  to  do  i'th'  air, 
Tou'd  bMt  to  the  ship-launch  go  valk, 

For  dl  the  thole  torld  tU  be  there  j 
The  ship-launch,  says  I,  vhere  is  that  t 

If  8  over  Ihe  vater,  says  she. 
Bays  I,  vhy,  my  dear,  you're  a  flat. 

To  think  ?e  can  valk  on  the  sea. 

Fol  de  dol  lo!, 

I  gave  my  consent  though  at  last, 

And  threw  down  my  hanmter  and  sprigs, 
I  fastened  my  trappings  up  fast, 

80  set  off  as  merry  as  grigs ; 
Oh  hid  I  vhait  a  sight  'twas  to  see. 

Such  liumbers  of  people  vere  there, 
Tlie  flags  vere  all  flying  vith  glee. 

It  looked  all  the  vorld  like  a  fair. 

I'ol  de  dol  lol,  &o. 

There  vas  lords  aaid  ladies  so  fine, 

In  tandems  and  new-fashioned  gigs. 
And  four-in-hand,  bang-up  and  prime. 

And  do^des  vith  new  bang-up  vigs ; 
There  vere  thieves  end  thief-takers  by  scores, 

Tith  m&Kf  more  common  oha^rac-ters, 
fretenders  of  vit  vho  vere  bores, 

Lame  docks,  bulls  and  bears,  and  contractors. 
Fol  de  dol  lol,  &o. 

My  vife,  vhen  the  fine  folks  did  spy. 

She  vhispered  me  sly  in  the  ear, 
Do  pun  off  your  apron— my  eye, 

Tou  disgrace  me  I  vow  and  declare ; 
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That,  sajs  I,  do  ye  go  for  to  nj. 

That  I'm  to  the  craft  a  disgrace. 
Aren't  th^  oobblers  all  in  their  yaj, 

ThoQ£^  thej  strap  op  their  sheep-^kin  with  lace  P 

Spokxv.]  Lord  blew  jonr  sillj  xipper4eather  skull. 
Thy  don't  you  kaow  now  that  all  the  vorld's  made  up  of 
oobblers,  and  though  they  don't  alvays  veart  heir  ecce 
iffimm  in  public  as  I  do,  that  they  vax  up  their  ends  at 
home  in  order  to  cut  a  splash  abroad,  and  8ing-> 

Foldedollol«&c 

A  bottle  the  carfindo  took. 

And  o'er  the  ship's  head  he  it  broke, 
Thile  all  crowded  round  him  to  look, 

Tith  woioe  of  a  Stentor  he  spoke; 
This  here  wessel  Fm  now  'bout  f  namey 

Till  prove,  as  til^e  foe  soon  viU  see. 
The  gloiy  of  England's  proud  fame. 

Great  Charlotte,  the  queen  of  the  sea. 

Fol  de  dol  lol,  &c. 

Then  into  the  vater  she  sUd, 

A  terrible  large  hole  she  made, 
JJke  a  floating  mountain  she  rid. 

And  the  folks  vaved  their  hats  and  huscaed; 
So  ye  vent  i'  the  ale-house  at  hand. 

And  drank  off  a  pot,  fall  of  glee. 
Success  to  our  native  firee  land. 

And  Britons,  the  lords  of  the  sea. 

SroKSv.]  Success— why,  what  should  hinder  them,  so 
long  as  we  hare  brisk  trade  at  home,  and  our  brave  tars 
to  man  our  shipping,  why  we  shall  always  be  able  to 
jdin  chorus  wiUi— 

Fol  de  dol  lol,  &c. 


Digitized  by  Google 


AND   BBCITATIONS,  ETC.  21 

■    THE  LOVER'S  MISTAKE. 

A  Foirv  yoatii  serenaded  bis  love/ 

Who,  sleeping,—'*  Love  never  should  sleep  1** 
Her  father  was  peeping  above, — 

**  O,  faUicrs,  you  never  should  p^p  ;**— 
To  his  daughter's  balcony  he  broaght 

Her  monkey,  in  muslins  arrayed ; 
The  youth  was  o'eijoyed,  for  he  thought 

'Twas  the  form  of  his  beautiftil  maid. 

He  gaeed  on  the  figure  in  white. 

Whose  nods  gave  new  life  to  his  hopes ; 
His  heart  throbbed  with  love  and  delight 

As  he  threw  up  the  ladder  of  ropes ; 
His  oharmer  hopped  down  it,  and  then 

The  happy  delusion  was  o'er  I 
Girls  often  meet  monkey-like  men. 

But  man  never  wooed  monkey  beforo* 

Vrom  the  window,  eiyoying  the  joke^ 

Her  father  feared  danger  no  more ; 
And  she,  by  the  bustle  awoke. 

Soon  made  her  escape  at  the  door  1 
Come,  come  to  your  Bosa,  she  said. 

Unless  you  prefer  my  baboon  ; 
And,  pray,  let  your  next  serenade 

Take  place  at  the  fall  of  the  moon  1 


TIM  TTTRPJN, 
A  Oonde  BeeiiaHon, 

Tim  TvsPDr  he  was  gravel  blind. 
And  ne'er  had  seen  the  skies, 

For  nature,  when  hiif  head  was  made. 
Forgot  to  dot  ki$  eyet. 
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So  like  a  Cbristmas  pedagogoA 
Poor  Tfan  wm  forced  to  do,— 

Look  out  for  pupiU,  for  he  had 
A  vacancy  for  two. 

There's  some  have  specs  to  help  their  sight 

Of  oVyects  dim  and  small; 
Yet  1^  had  specs  within  his  eyes. 

Yet  could  not  see  at  alL 

Now  Tim  he  wooed  a  servant  maid. 
And  took  her  to  his  arms, 
I  For  he,  like  Fyramus,  had  cast 
A  waU-eye  on  her  charms. 

By  day  she  led  him  np  and  down. 

Where'er  he  wished  to  jog, 
A  happy  wife,  although  she  led 

The  lift  qfany  dog. 

Bat  just  when  Tim  had  lived  a  month 

In  h^ey  with  his  wife, 
A  sorgbn  open'd  his  MUton  eyes. 

Like  oysters,  with  a  knife. 

But  when  his  eyes  ware  opened  thus. 

He  wished  them  dark  again ; 
For  when  he  looked  upon  hb  wife. 

He  saw  her  V0ty  plain. 

Her  face  was  bad,  her  figure  worse. 

He  couldn't  bear  to  eat; 
For  she  was  any  thing  but  like 

A  grace  before  his  meat. 

Now  Tim  he  was  a  feeling  man. 

For  when  his  sight  was  thick. 
He  used  ixtfeel  for  every  thin-— 

And  tluiA  was  v%th  a  $iiek/ 
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So  mth  a  cudgel  in  hir-haa^. 

It  was  not  light  or  alhn— 
He  knocked  at  his  wife's  head  nntfl 

<  It  opened  unto  him.' 

And  when  the  corpse  was  stiff  and  cold, 

He  took  his  slaughtered  sponsei, 
And  laid  her  in  a  heap  with  all 

The  a$he9  of  her  house. 

Bat  like  a  wicked  murderer. 

He  lived  in  constant  fear 
From  day  to  imf,  and  so  he  eul 

His  throat  from  mt  to  eat. 

The  neii^bours  fetch'd  a  doctor  in^ 

Sajs  he,  this  wound,  I  dread. 
Can  hardly  be  tewed  «p-— his  life 

Is  hanging  on  a  thread. 

Bat  when  another  week  was  gone. 

He  gave  him  stronger  hope- 
Instead  of  hanging  on  a  ihrecid. 

Of  hanging  on  a  rope. 

Ah,  when  he  hid  his  murderous  work 

In  a$he»  round  about ; 
How  little  he  supposed  the  truth 

Would  soon  be  tf/Zei  out. 

But  when  the  pariah  dustman  came 

His  rubbish  to  withdraw — 
He  found  more  dust  within  the  heap 

Than  he  contracted  for. 

A  dozen  men  to  try  the  fact. 

Were  sworn  that  rexy  day; 
And  though  th^  were  eJljuron,  yet 

No  eo^jwron  were  they. 
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Said  l%n  unto  tiie  jnrTmeo, 
Yoa  need  not  waste  your  breath* 

For  I  confess  myseif  at  once 
Tlie  author  of  her  death. 

And,  oh,  when  I  reflect  apon 
The  blood  that  I  hare  spilt. 

Just  like  a  buOon  is  mv  soui. 
Inscribed  with  tUnOU  giU, 

Then  turning  roond  his  head  again. 

He  saw  before  his  ejes 
A  great  judge  and  a  little  judge-- 

The  judges  of  o-mm. 

The  grest  judge  took  his  judgment-cap, 

Aiftd  put  it  on  his  head. 
And  sentenced  Tim,  by  law  to  hang 

Till  he  was  three  times  dead. 

So  he  was  tried,  and  he  was  hung, 
(Fit  punishment  for  such) 

On  Horsham-irqp,  and  none  can  say 
It  was  a  drop  toe  sttteik. 


CHRISTICAS  imPTIALS; 

OB,   lll,XBIlCO]rti.Ii   DiSOtPLIirst 

OldAwkiik*  Gentle  Slupkerd, 

TwAB  on  a  Christmas-day 

Father  he  did  wed. 
Three  months  after  that 

My  mother  was  brought  to  bed} 
Father  he  came  home, 

His  head  with  Mquor  stored. 
And  found  in  mo<Jier's  room, 

A  silTor-hilted  sword. 
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SpoKiir.]   That  was  a  pointed  thing,  jou  know ;  a 
pnokiitg  ipur  to  the  sides  of  sospicion ;  and,  although 
he  was  a  patient  man  ss  any  <tf  his  olan,  his  patience  wa4 
agitated  as  on  that  point  he  cogitated;  and  Tery  nata- 
rallj  too ;  fbr  what  eonld  he  do  P  the  sight  of  that  was 
quite  enough  to  pat  any  patient  man's  patience  into 
a  Teiy  Tiolent-distressingly  hurricaneous  sort  of  a 
Fiddle  de  diddle  de  dnm» 
Te  dum  ti  deedle  dee  I 
Tiddle  de  riddle  de  nun, 
Be-mmp  ti  reedle  ree  I 

How  came  this  sword  here  f 

Mother  says,  says  she, 
«*  Loree,  'tis  a  poker 

Anntee  sent  to  me." 
Father  he  stamped  and  stared  t 

'Twas  the  first,  I  ween» 
eUver-hUted  poker 
He  had  erer  seen. 
Svoznr.]  Now,  that  being  the  ease,  and  seeing  it  in 
iJi^plaee,  before  his  face,  he  was  puzzled  to  trace  any 
thing  bat  diegraee  in  such  a  tool;  for  he  was  no  fool, 
and  twas  always  his  rule,  iHien  he  couldn't  be  eool,  to 
stir  vg  ihe  fire  of  his  rage  till  it  burst  out  in  a  blase  of 
Fiddle  de  diddle  de  dum,  fto. 

Father  grumbled  on ; 

Bat,  getting  into  bed. 
As  the  luck  fell  out,  vha^e  that  f '] 

A  man  popped  up  his  head ! [**  Eh/ 

"That's  my  milk-msid,"  says  she. 

Says  dad,  "  I  nerer  heard. 
In  all  mf  travels  yet, 

A  milk-maid  wore  a  beard!" 

SroKsir.]  Nor  do  I  suppose  he  eyer  had;  for,  though 
he  was  my  dad,  he  was  a  clever  old  lad;  a  man  of 
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WHIMSICAL  DIALOGUE, 
BHweeen  an  Iriih  Innkeeper  and  an  Engliehman. 

SngUtikman.  Holloa,  house  I 

Innkeeper,  I  don't  know  any  one  of  that  nune. 

Sng,  Are  jon  the  master  of  the  inn  ?* 

Inn,  Yes,  sir,  please  your  honour,  when  my  wlfe*s  from 
home. 

JSng.  Have  you  a  bill  of  fare  ? 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  the  fairs  of  Mdlingar  and  Ballinaalee 
are  next  week. 

J^wjr.  I  see— how  are  your  bedsP 

Inn.  Very  well,  I  thuik  you,  sir, 

JEn^.  Hare  you  any  mountain  ? 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  this  country  is  full  of  mountains. 

Sng.  I  mean  a  kind  of  wine. 

Inn.  Yes,  sir,  all  kinds ;  from  Irish  white  wine  f^iO' 
ter-milkj  to  Burgundy. 

Sng.  Have  you  any  porter  P 

Inn.  Yes,  sir.  Fat  is  an  excellent  ;portei^;  hell  |po 
any  where. 

Sng.  I^o,  I  mean  porter  to  drink. 

Inn.  Oh,  sir,  he'll  drink  the  ocean— never  fear  him 
for  that. 

Ely.  Have  you  any  fish  P 

Inn.  They  call  am  an  odd  fish. 

£!ng.  I  think  so!  I  hope  you  are  not  a  shark  P 

Inn.  No,  sir,  indeed  I'm  not  a  lawyer. 

Sng.  Have  you  any  seals? 

Inn.  For  your  boots  or  shoes,  sir  P 

JEnff.  Pshaw  1  have  you  any  plaice  P 

Inn,  No,  sir,  buc  I  was  promised  one  if  1  would  vote 
for  Mr.  B. 

JEng.  Have  you  any  wild  fowl  ? 

Inn.  They  are  tame  enough  now,  for  tibiey  have  been 
killed  these  three  days. 

Miff.  I  must  see  myself  1 

Inn,  And  welcome,  sir. 
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THE  FBBFBTaAL  MOTION. 
Ai»-"Dar6y  Jr«%." 

"Whbn  first  I  Trent, 

On  courtsUp  hent. 
To  oonrt  a  g^l  so  witty,  O I 

I  thought  her  smartf 

She  won  my  heart. 
And  was  so  doTilish  pretty,  O  ! 

We  soon  were  wed. 

And  put  to  bed, 
I  paid  her  strict  devotion,  O  ! 

But  her  tongne  I  found. 

The  whole  year  round. 
Was  the  perpetual  motion,  O I 

With  click,  click,  dack. 

Her  voice,  alack  1 
Like  sqalls  upon  the  ocean,  O ! 

Both  day  and  night 

Would  me  afl&ight. 
For  I  found  perpetual  motion,  O ! 

If  I  staid  out, 

Tou  need  not  doubt. 
Her  lungs  were  ripe  for  action,  O  ! 

She'd  squall  and  bawl. 

Then  names  she'd  call. 
And  seemed  to  like  detraction,  O ! 

Her  voice  it  rose. 

Then,  heaven  knows. 
From  words  her  blows  would  follow,  0 1 

She'd  never  tire. 

But  vent  her  ire. 
And  make  me  hoop  and  hollo,  O ! 

With  click,  click,  clack.  See. 
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But  now  onee  more, 

Mj  heart  is  aove, 
She's  gone,  and  left  me  easy,  0 1 

Bat  I  again 

Have  sought  out  pain. 
For  another's  c<Hne  to  tease  me,  O ! 

I  little  knew 

The  sex  all  ihrou^^ 
Of  talking  had  the  notlox^  O I 

But  upon  n^  life. 

My  second  wife 
Keeps  up  perpetual  motioB,  01 

With  cltok,  dick,  olack,  &o. 


THB  OOBLma  GHOST. 

HtraB  G-UBBiirB  was  a  country  lad 

Of  simple  rustic  mien ; 
His  vexy  look  was  one  of  those 

Where'tN-«o-««n«d  is  seen! 

Wise-acres,  who  meet  foolish  ills. 

Go  on  their  troubles  counting ; 
But  o*er  life's  road  Sugh  trudged  along. 

If  or  thought  each  iU-a-moumting, 

Dinah  Dabbs  was  fat  and  fair. 

And  at  the  Plough  lived  cook : 
And,  reader,  Biugh  went  there  one  day, 

'Tis  true— and  Sugh  vcu  took! 

None  saw  such  sports— none  saw  such  sights. 

As  this  thrice-happy  pwr; 
For  each  night  she  saw  him  a-ioake. 

And  he  saw  her  a  fair/ 
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Bat  grief  soon  set  Ma  mark  on  lier. 

And  dimm'd  her  lanj^iing  eyes ; 
Her  heart  was  Atfaty,  aJU  could  tell, 

"Who  did  observe  its  me*  / 

Beader,  one  night  into  a  field, 

Sugh  led  the  maid  airaj ; 
Which  meeting  she  for  ay*  did  moan. 

Among  the  new  mown  ha$f, 

Hugh  stole  her  virtue,  reader,  but 

Hugh  heav'd  no  heartfelt  sigh ; 
The  maid  oft  swore—**  I'll  die  for  jfou,** 
^But  never  Hugh  for  JDi  I 

She  clung  to  Hugh,  but,  with  an  oath, 

Hugh  off  the  maiden  shook ; 
And  as  she  eould  not  broole  a  d~~«, 

She  went  and  damm*d  a  brooh. 

Hugh  saw  her  jump  from  off  the  banV, 

And  tho'  Hugh  first  felt  vex*d, 
Hugh  first  phte^A  up  a  «ptrt#,  and 

Pluck' d  up  the  body  next  1 

He  buried  her  beiride  the  beaeh. 

And  thought  no  eye  eould  traee 
A  tomb  hid  near  there,  because 

It  was  a  tumid  place.  * 

"  This  grave  will  hide  her  crime  and  mine,** 

Quoth  he,— and  gave  a  grm ; 
**  I  need  noi  care  to  he  found  out. 

So  here  she's  notfowtd  htP* 

A  fevr  days  pass'4,  and  conscious  guilt 

Had  pided  his  ruddy  cheek ; 
But  tho'  a  week  he'd  been  in^im. 

He  ffytjlrm  in  a  week. 
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Another  cook  he  went  to  see. 

And  pay  her  his  dewnun; 
And  she  believed  him  when  he  swore 

He  loved  by  all  the  powers. 

One  Sunday  he  was  ask'd  to  go 

To  take  with  her  a  snack ; 
Bat  little  thought  his  belly,  then. 

Would  never  be  Am  haeJc! 

The  doth  vnui  liud— the  goests  were  met,  . 
'  The  grab  the  cook  did  serve ; 
A  pie  was  placed  before  Sir  Hugh, 
Which  he  was  ask'd  to  carve.  ^^ 

«  What  IB  inside  Til  quickly  see," 

And  in  his  knife  he  throat ; 
Bat,  ah !  a  ghastly  head  and  fbca 
.  From  out  the  top  there  burst ! 

The  guests  all  started  in  a  fHght, 

And  each  one  turned  a  whiner. 
•*  What  do  you  here,"  quoth  Sngh,  "just  now  ?'* 

'*  Because  I  am  jfour  Dkur. 

**  Here  Tm  served  up— m  serve  you  out— 

You  must  accept  my  terms ; 
You  thought  I  was  a  disk  qfgrub, 
41     But  rm  a  disk  if  worm  /" 

Svgh  op*d  his  month  by  unknown  force. 
And  she,  in  pieces,  leapt; 
"'        And  bit  by  bit,  the  crawling  fledu 
Down  his  wide  guUet  crept. 

The  guests  came  in  when  daylight  dawn'd. 

And  fear  was  somewhat  o'er ; 
But  Hugh  nor  her  were  not  there  then, 

Nor  e'er  were  heard  of  more. 
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MISTES  MiLffTAGEB  STOTDIOE; 

OB,  mS  BSHSAB8AI.  OT  A  ITXW  XBLO-DBAin !  I 

Aar—*'S<nt,  vow,  wow," 

Makagbb  Stiffdiok,  a  man  ftill 

Of  parts  and  education] 
60  learned,  he  knew  B  from  a  ia^,— » 

An  adept,  too,  at  traauHaUonl 
Could  tranalate  »en$9  into  wnutmt. 

With  ease  and  without  trouble ; 
While  his  aetimg  power*  were  so  immense^ 
«    An  the  ftM^jNirte  he  could  double!! 

SvoKKT.j  lUQster  Manager  Stiffdiok,— beg  his  pardon 
though  for  the  j>2aininM<er,  without  the  flourish  adljunot, 
enquire,  as  he  was  always,  as  self-dubbed ;  and,  according 
to  his  own  correct  reading,  self-denominated  MiiUr 
CkrUtopher  Stiffdiek,  JBeq,  M.C.F,  asortof  Ifiandsomely 
iubgoined  pariiamentary  initial  distinction,  significantly 
implying.  Manager  of  a  Compat^  of  Piastre,  necessa- 
rily expressire  othie  own  dignity ;  dietingnen  dignUoHi  . 
inipee,  abplebeell  Manager  Stiffdick  waajMt  only  a 
master  of  players,  master  of  plays,  and  master  of  flarts, 
but  was  a  master  melo-drame  writer,  and  a  ftiaAer 
mellow-dram  drinks,  also  and  likewise  I  N<^hing  Vas 
oat  o£  his  way,  for  he  stumbled  over  every  thing;;  t^ag^y, 
comedy,  farce,  burlesque,  melo,  or  pantomime;  nothing 
came  amiss  to  him,  exceptmg  the  aitMof  audieneee,  and 
the  consequent  horrible  mis*  of  the  hrandg  bottle,  whidu. 
often  made  an  OMP.  or  opposite  prompt  exit,  when  the 
prompter,  I^,  ifas  not  in  the  P.  S.  prompt  sidq  of  his 
pocket! !  I  Mr.  Cf.  Stiffdick,  M.C.F.  was  getting  *^  a 
new  melo-drame  of  his  own ;  a  great  man  in  the  terrific  i 
amazingly  adroit  at  scenic  arrangement;  perfect  in  the 
whole  arcana  of  stage  efiect,  situation,  business,  and 
103  c 
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miniituB  of  aotiiif ;  ftna,  as  manager,  he  was  oompletelj 
•mI*  for,  and  aeoompliahed  in,  all  the  distingaiahiiig 
.  oaBagerial 

Bow,  wow,  wow  I 
Blow-up,  crow-<q;>,  flhow-iq>,  row-apl 

Bow,  row,  row  I 

Behearsal  called— the  morning  oame,-« 

The  prompter  at  his  table; 
Erect  stood  Stiffdick,  courting  fame. 

And  dressed  in  maty  sable ! 
Commander-in-chief,  as  he  was  there 

He  addressed  his  eorp$  drawtaUquei 
"  By  6— d,  I'll  forfeit  each  his  Mkate, 

Whose  part's  not  in  his  attio  ! 

Bk)KSV.3  "Ck)me,  come,  dear  the  stage  I  all  to  your 
sides;  ready;  no  reading  parts  this  morning,  d~— me ! 
ril  forfeit  the  first  I  see  with  his  part  in  his  hand! 
All  genu  now  !— prompter  I  where  the  devil  are— —oh  ! 
J.  see  yon  are  at  the  post!"  "  No,  sir,  I'm  not;  I  am 
at  the.table."  "  Well ;  that's  right,  then  yon're  the  post 
at  the  tal4« !  bat  come,  let's  go  on ;  and  don't  be  witty ! 
Now  ring  th^  mnsio  in;  we'll  go  throng  it  all  regUnri 
mark  the  sides^bnaineas,  and  properties,  as  we  go  on  : 

Where's  the  d; d— nthat  fiddler !  not  come  yet ;  drunk 

last  night  aad  can't  get  np  this  morning,  that* s  it;  for- 
feU  him  ;  put  him  down,  d— mel  Now  here's  a  coraed 
stop  for  the— stay,  I'll  'vdustle  the  cortain-riaing  mnsio 
myself!— fF^«<2^|»aH^«AtfitedfeJoi*.>— There!  now 
now;  who  begins  ?^  aOtm4Blh the  stage  is  Handing." 
**  Well,  sir ;  it  wo'u'tjrun  awa^  -then,  till  Blophosphoma 
walks  on;"  "Well;  and  .where  is  InP  why  dont  he — 
who  does  Bio-—  P"  **  W?^y,  yrxv  i^yfivasOV*  "  Do 
IP  4i !  to  I  do;,then.het^  gdes.-  dWVmark  the  wind 
^Hh:  a'  strong  north-easter,*  Ow^v— Now  for  it : — 
<0PMHV![|'!^><Mt/«ii<0r>iij|r/r(>»  the  ^tt^J 
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•  Hftric !  hark  t  how,  now  the  madlj  wondering  winds, 
Parker  than  night's  dark  darkest  darkness  rave^ 
And  fret,  and  stare;  pieroingthe  hollow  deep. 
They  firom  their  peaceful  dnmbers  ronse  the  fish. 
And  in  their  fSscesiook  despair !    While  I, 
E'en  I,  oonld  dip  their  wings,  and— and— 

Who  the  devil's  that  laughing  behind  the  scenes  now  ?  I'll 
forfi^  ye  all,— every  body,-— the  whole  company  I  You 
have  knod^ed  me  up;  I  was  dead  perfect  to  a  letter;  I 
was  just  got  into. the  coal-pit  of  my  finest  speech,  dig- 
ging  away  gloriously!  and  now  I'm  stopped!  What's  the 
word?  no  matter  though,— I  can't  go  on,  now  I'm 
thrown  out !  Ooaling  it  so  nicely  as  I  was,  too !  I  Call 
the  next  scene.  Mark,  thunder  and  lightning,  P.  S. 
Get  plenty  of  rosin,  mind.  Where's  Miss  Tmllygrow, 
for  next  scene  ?  Come ;  she  does  Madame  Lumpan- 
dorff,  and  she's  the  harrowing  of  the  piece  I"  "  Sent  a 
note,  sir;  she's  sick.'*  "Sick!  can't  be  sick;  mustn't 
be  sick;  shan't  be  side !  th^e  it  is ;  knocked  up  again ! 
not  fbond  this  morning  she'll  be  lost  atnight !  be  behind 
instead  of  before;  on  one  side  when  she  should  be  in 
the  middle!  wo'n't  do;  no  catching  hbr^any  where! 
d— me!  m  discharge  all  that  don't  attend;  wo'n't  have 
my  bam  dis— theatre,  I  mean,  disgraced!  I'll  settle  it 
■U  •  it's  time  I  let  you  all  knowwho  is  manager,  and  hex- 
grei$e  the  proper  managenal." 

Bow,  wow,  wow,  Ac. 

Quite  wild  with  rage,  now  Stiffdick  g^ew; 

More  thick  and  agonizifig. 
To  eveiy  scene,  (called  on,)  anew, 

lo^edimahts  arising,  s 
As  if  the  authoi^'^Opes  id  blast,  - 

By  this  con^i^fid  rehearsal,  ^ 

The  hog-and-Jlounder  blight,  at  last^    -  "^  ^ 

Became  guite  universal.  i 
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SrOKXir.]  Poor  Manager  StiflTdiok  lost  all  palience  al 
last.  Mr.  Manager,  I  slia'n't  act  this  part  of  Bumme* 
rella.  "Why,  Miss  Bottleby  P  Bommerdla  is  exactly  in 
your  liae ;  fine  part !  Is  it  too  long  for  yon  ?  No,  air,  it 
is  too  short,  and  no  staff  in  it  to  make  any  thing  oC 
ITo  staff  in  it!~here,  let  me  see:— here,  look  at  ttiis 
beantifal  soblime  passage,  speaking  of  yonr  firiend  Crow- 
ina's  beaaty: 

*<  Fresh  as  the  rastic  shadows  of  the  east. 
And  blooming  as  the  snows  that  gild  the  night, 
Kissing  the  bloe-eyed  cheek  of  Heaven !" 

There,  is  not  that  ginf  enough  for  any  thing?  80  yon 
wo'n't  do  it,  Miss  Bottleby,>— d— me!  aU  alike.  Here's 
a  utnation  for  a  manager t  charming  piece,  tool  the 
finest  meUow-dram  ever  prcgvieedi  more  pi^,  more 
marrow,  more  fat,  was  never  eoH$eerated  together  in 
one  piece :  all  spirit,  all  energagf,  all  pat-horte;  every 
thing  to  delight,  astonish,  and  amaze;  tll/iU  »ad  Jtre- 
works.  Then  my  expense  in  bringing  it  out  with  strik- 
ing t-eUdt:  a  tratupiircmt  new  half-moon  pat  into  the 
old  sea-scene;  three  oances  of  rosin-powder-lightniDg, 
and  a  gallery  order  to  the  brasier's  boy  for  a  sheet  of 
iron  thnnder!  Benefit  to-morrow  night,  tickets  out, 
bills  all  delivered,  too :  "New  Mellow-dram  qf  Blophoa' 
pkorm  and  Btmmerella;    or.    The    Fatal   Hen-coop." 

Zounds  1  I  shall  go  mad  I  raving,  if  we tSome, — ^Tll 

be  calm !    Begin  the  last  act,  and  try  how  we  can— 
Wherei^  Mr.  Gktskins  P    Three  scenes  of  his  Ciamoar^ 
dack  over!  fine  part!  Forfeit  him;  put  him— oh!  here 
he  is;  now  we'll  go  on.     Sir,  I  wo'n't  do  this  part. 
ISfo ;  what  not  Clamoorclaak  ?  No,  sir ;  he  has  not  a  line 
to  speak!    Not  aline!    how  the  devil  do  you  meau? 
why  the  part  is  eight  lengths  t  Tea ;  but  not  one  line  of 
fat  in  it !    The  comedy  old  man  Chatterfeldts  is  my  line, 
and  I  wo'n't  do  any  ^io'g  else !  Sit,  Mrs.  Stiffdick  plays 
that  s  SAd  she  is  jpetfyet  in  itj  Aciad  perfect  in  the  part. 
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sir !  but  I  see  what  it  is ;  you  want  to  take  all  Mrs. 
Stiffdick'B  parts  Ijrom  her;  bat  she  shaVt  give  tiiem 
up !  Mrs.  Stiffdick  is  the  best  old  man  in  the  country  I 
Then  I  sha'n't  play  at  all  In  your— pooh t  its  all  staff! 
There !  there's  a  pretty  fellow!  says  my  play  is  all  staff! 
just  now  Miss  Bottleby  said  there  was  no  staff  in  it ! 
Uh !  it  is  all  to  knock  it  up !.  to  rain  me  !  Zounds  and 
the  devil!  youll  all  drive  me  crazy!  I  shall  run  dis- 
traoted,  jump  into  a  lime-pit,  get  smothered  in  whiten- 
ing, and  die  of  the  scarlet  fever !  Oh !  I'll  settle  aU 
at  onoe ;  if  I  don't  d— me !  I'll  dose  the  doors,  and  shut 
up  my  bam—theatre,  I  mean,  discharge  you  all  toge- 
ther, and  double  all  the  parts  myself,  till  I  get  a  new 
company !  PU  teach  you  what  a  manager's  authority 
is,  and  to  pay  proper  respect  to  his — 

Bow,  wow,  wow,  &c. 


THE  PROPHETS. 

Iir  the  tenth  book  of  Job,  which  I  now  mean  to  quote, 
At  the  third  and  fourth  verses,  you'll  find  it  thus  wrote  : 
Old  Moses  invited  some  prophets  to  dine. 
And  drink  a  few  bottles  of  gooseberry  wine. 

Derry  down,  down,  down,  derry  down. 

Then  Moses  was  placed  in  a  choir  in  a  trice. 

And  Aaron,  his  crony,  deputed  his  vice; 

When  the  glass  moving  quick,  and  the  wine  being  strong. 

Hoses  declared  they  should  each  sing  a  song. 

Derry  down,  fto. 

They  an  looked  askew,  which  friend  Moses  soon  saw. 
But  what  Moses  said,  why,  you  know,  sir,  was  law; 
So  he  frankly  declared,  that  should  any  decline. 
He  iwould  fine  each  defaulter  a  bumper  of  wine. 

Derry  down,  fto. 
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Than  Aaron  song  flnt,  m  otetf-p^esideBt  should. 
And  tUted  tiie  law  as  at  tiuit  time  H  stood, 
WhentiM  thumb-stick  he  huidled,  and  said,  with  a  nod, 
Th^  would  soon  see  their  presidemt  drunk  as  a  hog. 

Derry  down,  Ste. 

Then  Sijah,  Elisha,  and  old  Hesekiah, 
Begged  l^ve  to  teU  Moses  it  was  their  desire. 
Since  each  man  must  sing,  to  obejhis  decree. 
That,  with  his  permissioD,  they'd  give  him  a  glee : 

Berry  idown,  Ac. 


How  merrily  we  live  that  prophets  be, 
Boond  tiie  world  we  roam  with  pious  f^. 
Foretelling  great  erents  to  a  certainty,— «i  UbiUm. 

Little  David,  it  seems,  was  the  next  of  their  choice. 

For  they  veiy  well  knew  he'd  an  excellent  voice; 

But  he  vowed  he  cou'dn't  sing— they  swore  it  was  a 

thumper. 
And  poor  httle  Davy  was  fined  in  a  bumper. 

Deny  down,  kc. 

Then  Solomon  rose,  resplendent  in  s^ry. 
And  said  he  had  much  rather  tell  them  a  story ; 
But  the  cry  against  that  was  a  great  deal  too  strong, 
F(»  thsj  would  have  nothing  but  '  Solomon's  Song.* 

Deny  down,  &c. 

SOLOXOir'S  80K&. 

rve  kissed  and  Tve  ;pT£^Ued  with  fifty  £air  maids. 

And  changed  them  a^6ft  do  you  see  ? 
But  of  sU  the  fair  damsels  that  danced  on  the  grcoi^ 

Dear  Shaba's  the  queen  for  me,  &c. 
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'  Xetf-ftdmiral  Koah,  whom  mnoli  has  been  laid  of, 
And  his  jaunt  on  the  water,  which  we  all  have  rMd  of, 
D^ot  liking  the  gooseberry*  called  for  a  dram. 
And  then  gave  'em  the  song  which  he  sung  to  yonng  Htm 

Deny  down,  to, 

voah's  soho. 

And  bearing  np  to  gain  the  port. 

Some  well-known  object  had  in  -riewj 
An  abbey,  tower,  or  harbonr-fort. 
Which  ere  the  flood  old  Noah  knew  j 
While  oft  the  lead  the  seaman  flnng. 
And  to  the  watchfol  pilot  song. 

By  the  mark  seven. 

Then  Ezekiel  rose  next,  sir,  a  veiy  great  smoker. 
Bat  in  lighting  his  pipe,  bmnt  his  nose  with  the  Tpdket ; 
Being  skilfol  in  mniic,  and  proud  of  his  voice, 
With  exquisite  fancy  this  song  was  his  choice. 

Derry  down,  fto.  ' 

bzskisl's  bovo. 

Of  the  ancients  it's  spealdng,  my  soul,  you'd  be  after. 

That  they  never  got  how  come  you  so ; 
Would  you  seriously  make  the  good  fdks  die  with 
laughter. 
To  be  sure  the  dog's  tricks  we  don't  know. 
With  your  smalliluh  nonsense,  and  all  your  queer  bo- 
dems. 
Since  whiskey's  a  liquor  divine ; 
To  be  sure  the  old  anoienta,  as  well  as  the  modems. 
Did  not  love  a  sly  sup  of  good  wine. 

Did  not  love,  fto. 

Kezt  Habakkuk  rose,  for  they  took  'em  in  eourse. 
But  Habakkuk's  cold  had  made  Habakkuk  hoarse; 
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H«  dedared  ho  ooa'dn't  slog  any  more  than  the  moon. 
But  if  Moses  pleased  he  would  whistle  a  tone—'  Iula- 

BVLIiXXO.' 

Deny  down,  &«. 

Jeremiah  rose  next,  sir,  at  Moses*  desire. 
Whom  wit,  sir,  nor  wine,  oonld  ever  inspire ; 
And  in  strains  which  would  suit  tilie  ccmunemoration. 
He  song  them  a  Terse  of  his  own  Zameniation. 

Deny  down,  &o. 

Then  rose  up  little  Jonah,  who  looked  Uke  a  jdDy, 
For  he  was  just  come,  sir,  oat  of  the  whale's  belly. 
For  three  days  and  three  nights  he  was  left  to  despair. 
So  he  sang  unto  Moses  what  he  suffered  there. 

Derry  down,  &o. 

JONAH'S  soire. 

Cease,  rude  Boreas,  blustering  railer, 

list,  ye  landsmen,  all  to  me ; 
Messmates,  hear  a  brother  sailor 

Sing  ihe  dangers  of  the  sea. 

Jn  the  horrid  be&y  pent,  sir, 
Think  on  what  I  suffered  there  | 

Forced  to  keep  a  dismal  lent,  sir. 
And  to  breathe  infectious  air. 

Kought  but  fish  to  feed  upon,  sir. 

And  compelled  to  eat  it  raw ; 
For  my  hoi>es  were  almost  gone,  sir,  f 

Ere  I  left  the  monster's  jaw. 

Then  Sampson  rose  next,  once  in  prowess  so  big, 
But  at  that  time  fHend  Sampson  had  just  got  his  wig  ; 
He  related  the  tale  of  his  dire  mishap. 
How  his  wife  shayed  his  head,  as  he  slept  in  her  lap. 
Derry  down,  &e. 
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BAMPSON'S  BOire. 

Oh !  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be. 
Oh  I  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be, 

Sampson  has  lest  a]l  his  hair  I 
Oh !  that  I  e'er  should  have  taken  so  sonnd  a  nap. 
Oh !  that  I  e'er  should  have  ti^en  it  in  her  lap. 
Oh  I  that  I  had  but  tied  on  my  red  night-oap, 

That  Sampson  had  ne'er  lost  has  hair. 

Oh !  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be,  &o. 

Thej  next  called  on  Job,  as  a  song  was  his  forte. 

And  thej  begged,  as  'twas  late,  that  his  song  might  be 

short; 
SohesnngChe^Chase  toadismalpsahn  tnne. 
Which  the  prophets  all  thought  would  have  lasted  till 

noon. 

Derry  down,  &o. 

I^ow  Moses,  it  seoms,  87r,  who  good  hours  kept, 
Whilst  they  sat  a-singing,  why,  he  sat  and  slept; 
But  waked  by  the  noise,  sir,  of  oaUing  encore, 
He  bad  them  get  home,  for  they  should  drink  no  more. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Well-bred  Aaron,  it  seems,  sir,  at  this  took  offence. 
And  swore  want  of  good  manners  showed  want  of  good 

sense. 
This  caused  a  dispute— some  reflections  were  oast. 
But,  for  decency's  sake,  we'll  not  mention  what  past. 

Derry  down,  &c. 


WHEN  TOU'BB  AT  SOMB  BE  A  BOMAN. 

I  WAS  bom  one  day. 
In  the  middle  of  May, 
When  the  lambs  skip  and  play. 
And  the  trees  look  so  gay. 
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And  my  mother  was  a  Sabine  woman ; 

As  I  lay  on  her  lap 

My  mouth  used  to  gap. 

So  she  fed  me  with  pap. 

Till  I  sunk  in  a  nap, 
An4  my  daddy  he  called  me  mm  one. 

Then  I  grew  stoat  and  strong, 

Very  often  went  wrong. 

The  pretty  girls  among, 

'Till  they  dragged  me  along. 
And  said  for  a  soldier  you  must  go,  man  ; 

While  my  comrades  were  slaia, 

I  a  prisoner  was  ta'en. 

Which  saved  me  much  pain. 

So  I  sung  the  old  strain. 
Of  'When  you're  at  Rome  be  a  Boman.* 

Spokbv.]  Yes,  that's  the  beet  philosophy,  put  the 
best  face  upon  every  thing ;  it's  tru«  I'm  but  a  serving 
man  here,  but  then  I'm  better  off  than  I  was,  and  he 
that  serves  to-day  may  be  served  to-morrow.  The  way 
to  obtain  distinction  is  to  be  accommodating;  if  a  great 
man  says  the  north  wind  is  south,  acknowledge  it — if  a 
pretty  girl  says  her  eyes  are  diamonds,  swear  it->thaf  a 
the  way  to  get  on*  accommodate  yourself  to  ciroumatan- 
ces,  and  it's  ten  to  one  but  your  own  circumstances  will 
feel  the  accommodation. 

Yes,  flatter  the  prond. 
To  the  deaf  talk  loud. 
Let  the  rich  be  well  bowed. 
And  the  pretty  well  vowed. 
And  when  you're  at  Rome  be  a  Roman. 
And  now  I'm  in  love 
With  as  pretty  a  dove. 
As  e'er  came  from  above. 
And  full  soon  we  shall  prove 
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All  the  joys  that  a  married  pair  may ; 

Oar  wedding  shall  bring 

All  our  friends  in  a  string, 

And  we'll  dance  and  we'll  sing. 

And  we'll  lit  on  the  ring. 
And  we'll  frolie  and  firisk  it  i^d  play ; 

But  e'er  that  takes  place. 

We  most  say  a  little  grace, 

for  to  save  a  wry  face. 

Some  cash  in  the  case   - 
li  wanted  the  piper  to  pay. 

But,  lord,  I  don't  fret. 

There  is  time  enough  yet. 

For  me  and  my  pet. 

Twenty  children  to  get. 
For  '  Bome  was  not  built  in  a  day.' 

SFOKBir.]  Kow  *Mt's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
good,"  the  day  that  made  my  young  master  a  married 
man  made  me  Sk  freed  «ia»— there's  a  wide  differenoe— 
however  I'm  content;  and  if  lean  but  contrive  to  please 
my  friends,  it's  all  I  hope  for,  and  it  ought  to  be  the 
hope  ofaQ— down  with  ambition— put  pride  in  thestocks^ 
and  let  modest  merit  prosper— this  is  philosophy. 

Bo  I  very  seldom  mope. 
But  live  in  just  hope. 
That  soon  without  trope. 
With  the  greatest  I  may  cope. 
For  '  Bome  was  not  built  in  a  day.' 


THE  ONB-HOBSB  CHAT. 

AxBr-JBet^  Martin^  O, 

Mbs.  Btob  was  gay  and  free. 
Fair,  fat,  and  forty-three. 
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And  blooming  m  a  peony  in  boxom  Mftji 

The  toAst  she  long  had  been 

Of  Farringdon  Within, 
And  the  fiU'd  the  better  half  of  a  one  hone  chaj. 

Hn.  Bnbb  said  to  her  lord, 

*  We  can  rery  well  afford* 

Whate'er  a  oonunon  councilman  in  pmdenoe  maj. 

We're  no  brats  to  plague  our  Utcs, 

And  the  soap  concern  it  thrives,-^ 
So  well  take  a  trq^  to  Brighton  in  the  one  horse  cUay. 

When  at  Brighton  they  were  hons'd. 
How  they  revelled  and  caroused  t 
Mr.  Bubb  to  his  spouse  he  next  did  say, 

*  I've  asoertuned,  my  dear. 
The  mode  of  dipping  here. 

From  the  ostler  what  is  rubbing  up  our  one  horse  ohay. 

'  Old  Nobbs,  I  am  sartin. 

May  be  trusted  gig  or  cart  in. 
And  shillings  for  machines  we  shan't  hare  to  pay; 

He'll  stand  like  a  post. 

While  we  dabble  on  the  coast. 
And  return  back  to  dress  in  our  one  horse  chay.* 

So  out  they  drove,  all  dress'd 

So  gaily  in  their  best, 
And  finding  in  their  rambles  a  snug  UtUe  bay. 

They  uncased  at  t^eir -leisure. 

Paddled  at  their  pleasure. 
And  left  ereiy  thip^behind  in  their  one  horse  chay. 

But  whikr  so  snugly  sure 

That  all  things  were  secure. 
They  flounced  about  like  povpoises,  or  whales  at  plaj; 

Some  young  unlucky  imps. 

Who  prowled  about  for  shrimps. 
Stole  all  the  little  artides  out  of  the  one  horse  chay. 
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When  otir  pair  were  soused  enough. 

And  returning  in  their  buff, 
OhI  there  was  the  vengeance  and  old  Nick  to  paj  j 
'  Madam  shrielced  in  consternation, 

Mr.  Bnbb,  he  swore  damnation ! 
To  find  the  emptj  state  of  the  one  horse  ohayl 

'  Come,  bundle  in  with  me. 

We  must  squeeze  for  once,'  said  he, 

'  And  manage  this  here  business  the  best  way  we  may.' 
So,  like  two  dismal  dummies. 
Head  and  hands  stuck  out  like  mummies, 

Thejcrept  bene^h  the  apron  of  the  one  horse  chaj. 

Mr.  Bubb  gee-up'd  in  vain. 

And  strove  to  jerk  the  rein, 
Nobbs  found  he  had  the  option  to  work  or  play; 

So  he  wouldn't  mend  his  pace, 

Though  they'd  fain  have  run  a  race. 
To  escape  the  merry  gazers  at  the  one  horse  ohay. 

Now,  good  people,  laugh  your  fill. 

And  fancy,  if  you  will, 
F6r  I'm  fairly  out  of  breath,  and  have  had  my  say ; 

The  trouble  and  the  rout 

To  wrap  and  get  them  out.  - 
When  they  drove  to  their  lodgings  in  the  one  horse  ohay. 


BETTY  MABTIN  Ain)  MY  EYE ! 

OB,  ZirOCH  moss's    DI8SBB*Al40ir   OV   WOMASr. 

AiB — "  A  Pifer  in  a  MecuUwjtlaping.'* 

Vat  ish  vomans  ven  you  try  her  ? 

Dat  ish  arl  I  vants  to  know ; 
Then  for  good  you  sell  or.  buy  her. 

Vat's  she  more  as  outside  show  P 
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I've  a  vife  vst  costs  me  monies 

Every  day  vat  ish  1  lire. 
More  daQ»  if  dere  bettor  none  is, 

I'd  for  fifty  Yenns's  give. 

Yat's  her  beaaty  arl»  in  von  sense  t 

Call  her  angel— vat  a  lie ; 
Ax\  yon  mean's  no  more  as  nonsense, 

Bet^  MarUn  and  my  eye  / 

Yat  ish  Tomans,  dress  her  fine  op. 
But  a  chattering,  gay  macaw  F 

If  a  sheep  den  be  your  sign  np, 
Ton're  de  head  and  she's  dejate, 

IS  yon  mit  old  Hymen's  deal  vas. 
Tight  as  he  may  fit  de  ring, 

Yomans  soon  you  lighter  feel  vaa 
Gk>t  yon  in  her  leading  string. 

Yomans,  ronoe  she  onts  her  mtitfoH, 
Yon  win  never  be  at  loss. 
She'll  (though  you  be  quite  a  glutton) 
Find  more  as  'nough  of  e<i^9er  sauee. 

If  by  auction-sale  you  lot  her 
Out— knoclced  down  for  bargain  nice; 

Of  Satan's  apple  who  vat's  got  her ; 
Finds  he's  bought  a  bitter  slice. 

Kow  rU  tell  you  vonce  for  arl,  vat 
Yomans  VkB  de  vinds,  vat  blow. 

Up  changes,— now  a  storm,  vat's  arl  hot. 
Now  more  cold  as  firosen  snow. 

She's  as  a  hurricanes  unruly. 
Uncertain  as  a  farding  toss  ; 

In  short,  she's  arl  I  tell,  as  truly 
As  vat  my  name  is  Enoch  Moss. 
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THE  COMFOET8  OP  AN  IWN. 

A  OEimJiiiAN,  whose  veracity  may  be  depended  on,  slept, 
or  rather  should  have  slept,  at  the  Yoric  Hotel,  in  the 
oily  of  York,  one  morning  in  the  month  of  May,  1822. 
Having  been  engaged  with  a  party  of  friends,  he  did  not 
retire  till  midnight;  an  hour  which,  in  that  place,  is  not 
considered  untimely.  Having  taken  his  place  by  the 
Highflier  Sheffield  coach,  which  left  York  at  half-past 
eight  the  next  morning,  he  gave  express  orders  to  be 
called  at  half-past  seven.  Having  no  dread  of  evil  spi- 
rits, he  straightway  composed  himself;  but  his  rest  was 
of  abort  duration,  for,  at  one  o'clock,  he  was  roused  by 
a  knocking  at  the  door.  *'  Who's  there  ?"  said  the 
sleepy  traveller.  **  Pray,  sir,  don't  you  go  by  the  mail  ?** 
•*^No,  I  go  by  the  Highflier."  **  Beg  your  pardon,  sir, 
it's  another  gentleman.**  This  unwelcome  visitor  robbed 
him  of  his  next  half-hour's  repose;  but  after  many* 
twistings  and  twinings  he  slumbered  again.  Scarcely 
had  Morpheus  taken  him  into  his  service  ere  a  second 
voice  saluted  his  ear.  *'Two  o'clock,  sir,  the  Express 
will  be  off  in  half-an-hour."  ''  What  have  I  to  do  with 
the  Express  ?  I  wish  you  would  Express  yourself  else- 
whiare.**  "Laws,  sir,  why  I  was  towd  as  how  you  went 
by  the  Express.'*  "  I  toldyour  master  I  was  to  go  by  the 
Highflier,  and  I  hope  I^ball  hear  no  more  of  you  till  half- 
past  seven."  "  I  ax  your  pardon,  sir/*  Agam  he  tumbled 
and  tossed,  and  again  he  became  subject  to  the  son  of 
Erebus ;  but,  like  poor  Monsieur  TonJson,  he  was  doomed 
to  be  haunted.  At  half-past  three,  he  heard  a  loud 
thundering  at  the  door,  **  Sir,  I've  brong  your  boots,  you 
munbe  up  in  a  moment,  the  coach  is  at  the  door."  Out 
bounced  the  astonished  guest,  and  quickly  rejoined,  "Why 
did  you  not  speak  before  ?  I  have  had  trouble  enough 
with  one  or  the  other  of  you.  Why  did  your  roaster  say 
that  the  coach  went  at  half-past  ei^^t  ?"    "  Bless  me,  sir. 
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is  it  yon  as  goes  by  the  Highflier  ?  thej  towd  me  as  how 
you  went  by  the  Nelson.  Beg  yonr  pardon,  sir,  am  sure." 
In  any  place  but  York  this  would  haxe  been  the  last  cus- 
tomer, but  the  fates  conspired.  At  five  he  hears  another 
knockirg,  and  his  patience  being  exhausted,  he  exclaims, 
*' What  the  devil  do  you  want?"  Afalteringfemale  repHes, 
**  Don't  you  go  by  the  Highflier,  sir  ?'*  "  To  be  sure  I  do." 
"  Well,  sir,  I'll  be  sure  to  call  you  at  half-past  seven." 
Half-past  seven  arriv  i,  and  the  gentleman  made  his  ap- 
pearance amidst  a  numerous  assemblage  of  menials,  f^ 
laden  with  petitions  and  apologies.  "Please  to  remember 
the  porter,  sir."  "  Please  to  remember  the  waiter,  sir." 
"  Bemember  boots,  sir."    "  Bemember  me,  sir,  if  you 

■please;  I'm  the  chamber-maid,  I  called  you,  sir." 
Omnes,  "  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  for  disturbing  you."  "Tes, 
111  pardon,  and  remember  yon  too  when  I  am  many 
miles  hence."    "  But  don't  you  mean  to  gee  us  nothing, 

,sir?'»  "Yes,  I  do  mean  to  give  you  nothing;  and  111 
remember  you  all  as  long  as  I  live,  you  niay  rely  upon  it." 


JOHN  AND  JOAN. 

No  plate  had  John  and  Joan  to  hoard. 
Plain  folk  in  humble  plight ; 

Only  one  tankard  crown*d  their  board, 
Aiid  that  was  fill'd  each  night. 

Along  whose  inner  bottom  sketch'd 

In  pride  of  chubby  grace, 
Some  rude  engraver's  hand  had  etch'd 

A  baby  angel's  face. 

.John  swallow'd  first  a  moderate  sup. 
But  Joan  was  not  like  John, 

For  when  her  lips  first  touch'd  the  cup. 
She  swiJl'd  till  all  was  gone. 
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John  often  nrg'd  her  to  drink  fair. 

But  the  ne'er  chang'd  a  jot ; 
She  loT'd  to  see  the  angel  there. 

And  therefore  drain'dthe  pot. 

When  John  found  all  remonstraoQe  Taitf/ 

Anotiier  card  he  plaj'd  j 
And  where  the  angel  stood  so  plain. 

He  got  a  devil  ponrtray'd. 

John  saw  the  homa,  Joan  saw  the  tail, 

Yet  she  as  stoot^  quaff 'd; 
And  erer,  when  she  seia'd  her  ale. 

She  cleared  it  at  a  draught. 

John  star'd,  with  wonder  petrified. 

His  hair  rose  on  his  pate : 
And  '  why  dost  gozsle  now/  he  cried, 

'  At  this  enormous  rate  1' 

*  Oh,  JoHn,*  said  she, '  am  I  to  blame  P 

I  can't  in  conscience  stop : 
For  sure  'twould  be  a  burning  shame. 

To  leave  the  devil  a  drop  1' 


HEWING  UP  OP  TIMOTHY  STITOH'EM. 

Ax  a  village  in  Kent,  as  I  haye  heard  tell, 

lived  a  tailor,  called  Timothy  Stitch'em, 
Who  could  Bi|^  and  could  groan,  aye,  and  preach  veiry  wel 

So  the  neighbours  all  feared  he'd  bewitch  'enu 
He  would  oftentimes  tell  them  a  comical  tale 

About  religion  and  cabbage  so  neatly. 
When  colleoted  together  their  mmds  to  regale. 

He'd  measure  out  a  subject  completely.  * 

SvoKxir.]  Now  my  friends,  I  shall  eiUoui  my  subject 
by  a  weU-shaped  pattern,  which  no  doubt  will  j8^  you  as 
i03  D 
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dose  as  waae— there  mn  many  of  yon  whose  nnderstaad- 
ingsare  become  threadbare,  and,  if  you  are  not  turned 
firom  that  coat  of  wickedness,  old  Kick  will  ecMage  you, 
to  a  dead  certainty ;  bat  I  hope  no  one  present  will  be 
inch  a  pooet  as  to  get  within  the  length  of  his  eleeoe- 
hoard,  if  you  do,  you  wiJi  make  a  devil  of  a  job  of  it,  he 
wilir«6  down  jfomr  eeame  and  work  upjfour  button  holes,  so 
that  yon  will  be  ready  to 

Sigh  away,  die  away,  ^ 

Moan  away,  groan  away. 
What  comforts  most  certainly  reach  'em, 

finch  sighs  and  such  cries, 

How  they  tamed  np  their  eyes 
▲t  the  sight  of  little  Timothy  Stitch'em. 

Kow  Stitch*em  oft  visited  a  fanner  hard  by. 

Who  heeded  bat  little  his  advice. 
Bat  the  wife  on  this  doctrine  wonld  alwaysrely 

And  believed  he  conld  mend  her  in  a  trice ; 
So  Timothy  finding  the  farmer  was  deaf 

To  all  he  might  p^ach,  sing,  or  pray. 
He  would  take  care  to  visit  his  dear  loving  wife. 

And  console  her  when  he  was  away. 

SpoKSir.]  Yes,  Timothy  always  avoided  the  presence 
of  Farmer  Fusty,  in  order  to  comfort  the  wife  with  his 
devout  doctrine,  and  also  to  comfort  himself  with  some 
good  cordials  which  she  could  procure ;  and  one  evening, 
when  the  farmer  was  gone  to  market,  th^y,  not  expect- 
ing him  back  very  soon,  took  the  opportunity  of  regaling 
themselvM  with  cups  of  cc^ort,  prayers,  and  what  else 
I  cant  say,  but  this  love  jeatt  hadsueh  an  effect  on  their 
spirits  that  they  began  to 

Bigh  away,  die  away. 
Moan  away,  groan  away. 
What  comforts  miist  certainly  reaoh'em ; 
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Such  sighs  and  such  cries, 
You'd  have  turned  up  your  eyes 
Had  you  seen  little  Timothy  Stich'em. 

Now  the  fire  being  warm,  and  their  spirits  so  cool. 

They  both  fell  asleep  very  quick, 
"When  some  knowing  wag  took  a  peep  through  the  key- 
hole. 

And  opening  for  mischief  to  seek : 
Then,  hearing  them  snore,  he  stole  a  black  oat. 

Then  soon  mounted  to  the  ohimney-top. 
To  her  tail  tied  straw,  with  an  old  dirty  hat. 

And  bundled  her  down  neck  and  crop. 

SpoKSir.]  Yes,  pussy  descended  the  chimney  very 
quick,  with  her  straw  packed  up  behindher,  as  if  she 
was  set  out  on  along  journey,  but,  unfortunately,  her 
burthen  caught  fire,  so  running  to  the  pious  couple  for 
protection,  set  their  garments  on  fire,  so  there  was  a 
pretty  blaze  altogether,  and  their  fHght  caused  them  to 

Sigh  away,  die  away. 

Moan  away,  groan  away, 
Whfkt  confusion  must  certainly  reach  'em. 

Such  sighs,  and  such  cries. 

You'd  have  turn'd  up  your  eyes. 
Had  yon  seen  little  Timothy  Stitoh'em. 

This  woman,  through  fei^,  called  for  help  so  loud 
That  the  neighbours  were  struck  with  amaze, 

Who  assembled  so  fast  that  a  wonderful  crowd 
Came  to  see  Mr.  Stitch'em  in  a  blaze ;      , 

Now  the  farmer  arrived  ih  the  midst  of  the  clatter. 
And  with  wonder  he  began  to  stare. 

Soon  the  neighbours  did  explain  the  truth  of  this  matter, 
'  When  he  raved  like  a  man  in  despair. 

SpOKBir.]  Well,  this  is  a  pretty  rig!  but,  however.  111 
soon  cool  their  courage  and  heat  at  the  same  time,  by 
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tjing  tiiem  together  withs  cart-rope,  and  sending  them 
to  hunt  water-rats  at  the  bottom  of  the  horse-pond :  I 
think  it  is  proper  thej  should  hare  a  soaker  after  their 
Boorcher,  so  TU  let  them  stick  fast  in  the  mod  till  they 
begin  to 

Moan  away,  groan  away, 
What  oonfoiion  most  certainly  reaeh  'tm, 
Soeh  sighs,  and  such  cries. 
How  they  tamed  np  their  eyes, 
'Twas  the  sewing  up  of  Timothy  Stitch'em. 


PAT  AND  THE  COOK  MAID. 

I  UXTLB  thought  that  I  should  be 

One  day  so  fond  a  loTer, 
But  Kanny  spread  her  nets  for  me, 

rm  taken  like  a  plover. 

For  flesh  and  blood,  and  good  blue  veins. 
There's  none  like  Kanny  Brawny, 

She  leads  me  in  a  rope  of  grains. 
As  int'rest  leads  young  Sawney. 

She  treats  me  worse  than  fish  or  fowl 
She  roasts,  and  then  she  hates  me : 

Fm  grown  as  rtc^d  as  an  owl : 
If  8  love  Fm  told  that  wastes  me. 

My  heart  is  like  an  Irish  stew. 
My  bxaan  like  batter  pudding. 

My  reins  are  neiUier  black  nor  blne^ 
And  not  a  drop  of  blood  in. 
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No  wonder :  if  joa  saw  my  de«r, 

I'm  sore  jou  wonld'nt  wonder : 

Her  movth  it  mns  from  ear  toear. 

With  voice  as  soft  as  thunder. 

I  melt  like  batter  at  her  look. 

And  if  it's  kind  Tm  orasy : 
She  mentioned  once  the  par$on*$  books 

I  told  her  I  was  lasy. 

Hj  heart  with  transport  'gins  to  jntup. 

When  she  begins  to  gammon  : 
A  rib  it  bent  at  every  thomp ; 

It  leap'd  np  like  a  salmon. 

And  yet  so  tender  by  the  bye. 

That  when  she  cnts  an  onion, 
Yonll  see  the  tear  start  in  her  eye, 

lake  granny  reading  Banyan. 

Bat  what  avails  it  now  to  whine, 

And  crying  eyes  to  jelly  P 
The  dock  has  struck :  k's  time  to  dine  i 

Love  wiU  not  fill  the  belly. 


JEBByS  BAMBLE  TO  TOWK. 

TovB  servant,  I'm  come  to  relate 

Of  my  rambles  among  the  fine  sights ; 
I  took  leave  of  my  sweetheart  Kate, 

And  in  town  thought  to  meet  with  delights  | 
Thinks  I,  now  Tm  come  to  this  place, 

ril  see  all  that  is  handsome  and  rare. 
But  the  folks  crowd  a?  if  'twas  a  race. 

Or  at  wondora  was  running  to  stare. 
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SpoKXir.]  Well,  tWnks  I,  I'll  lie  darn  ioiry  if  this 
ain't  worse  than  being  at  home  working,  thon^^  I  have 
plenty  to  do  there,  'tis  true,  beoaose  I'm  a  kind  of  all- 
works  like ;  I  sow  the  com,  go  to  plough  or  harrow, 
fetch  the  cows,  clean  the  pig-styes  out,  work  in  the 
garden,  thrash,  chop  wood,  go  to  market  along  with  our 
Mary,  fetch  water,  help  churn,  and  ringle  the  old  sows, 
so  I  oome  here  for  a  little  pleasure ;  but  if  they  cidl  it 
pbasure  to  be  crowded  and  pushed,  and  thninpt,  and 
bumpt,  and  Inmpt  about  among  all  these  here  people, 
the  devil  take  such  pleasure,  I  say,  for  I  have  had  no 
more  peace  than  a  toad  under  a  harrow  all  day. 

Xol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol,  &c. 

Thinks  I,  I,  at  home  or  abroad. 

To  no  one  bear  animosities. 
So  rU  just  see  what  I  can  learn 

Among  wonderful  fine  curiosities; 
m  ten  it  out  when  I  go  back 

Among  all  my  friends  and  thdr  spouses. 
That  the  streets  on  both  sides  were  bedecked 

With  such  nation  kits  of  great  houses. 
Spokbit.]  Yes,  there  was  such  a  raft  of  great  overgrown 
houses  and  fine  sights,  that  I  really  thought  I  had  got 
into  another  world,  and  the  people  came  swarming  down 
the  streets  like  bees  in  a  hot  summer's  day;  one  fine 
oookney-Iooking  gentleman  axed  me  what  it  was  o'clock  ? 
why,  sir,  says  I,  I  can't  tell;  why  not,  says  he,  havent 
yon  got  a  watch  with  you  P  Yes,  sir,  said  I,  and  mean 
to  keep  it,  for  I  have  sewed  it  fast  in  my  pocket. 

Tol  de  lol,  lol  de  rol,  &o. 

One  evening  I  met  in  my  war. 

As  in  the  streets  a  musing  I  widked, 
A  lady  so  handsome  and  gay. 

And  most  charming  she  chattered  and  talked ; 
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She  «zed  meiSTdaoe  her  home, 
Her  waj  being  lonesome  and  dreary. 

Says  she,  air,  I  can't  go  alone, 
Odd  aonnds  1  thinks  I,  now  here's  a  qaerj. 

Spoxsir.]  I  iras  rather  queered  to  be  sure;  bdt,  how- 
oyer,  thinks  I,  if  I  am  to  be  robbed,  stripped,  and  mur- 
dered, it  win  only  be  the  death  of  me,  that*  s  all,  sp  I  went 
home  with  her,  and  she  kept  talking  so  fast  that  I  had 
lot  room  to  say  a  word  all  the  time ;  at  last  we  oame  to 
her  house  and  went  in,  so  she  told  me  to  sit  down,  while 
she  fetch'd  me  something  to  drink ;  so  after  she  was 
gone,  I  looked  all  round  the  room,  presently  I  heard  a 
devil  of  a  noise  and  fighting  up  stairs,  so  I  scrambled  out 
of  the  window  and  ran  away  as  fast  as  ever  I  could;  and 
as  I  was  looking  behind  me,  I  ran  slap  up  against  an  old 
watchman,  and  knocked  him  down  sprawling. 

Tol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol,  Ac. 

The  devil,  thinks  I,'s  in  this  town. 

And  I  must  look  after  my  stops. 
Bo  111  just  take  a  rore  up  and  down. 

To  see  what  they  sell  in  the  shops ; 
Then  I  heard  the  folks  talk  of  the  play. 

So  I  posted  towards  it  with  speed. 
And  that  night  was  to  be,  I  heard  say. 

Some  devilish  keen  acting  indeed. 

SpoKSir.]  I  got  carried  in  with  the  crowd,  and  then 
I  paid  a  shilling  to  a  man  that  sat  in  a  cupboard  like, 
then  I  went  up  stairs,  very  near  seventeen  story  high, 
and  I  fancy  I  did  look  about  me  a  little  matter  to  think 
where  I  could  have  got  to,  for  with  the  music,  singing, 
dancing,  and  fine  sights  altogether,  I  was  quite  struck 
comical ;  but  I  was  devilish  glad  to  get  out  again,  for  they 
squeezed  me  very  near  as  flat  as  an  old  shilling,  and  I 
.  was  just  a  little  matter  glad  to  get  home  in  the  country 
again,  for  if  I  had  staid  there  much  longer,  I  should  have 
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been  stifled,  nnothered,  and  ittaiDB  dried  lilte  *  red  her- 
Tol  de  roll  lol  de  rol,  fto. 

DEINK  OLD  ENGLAND  DHT. 
AiM^"lAmtmmU  ^  Demi," 

SXKCTB  I'm  named  for  a  song. 

Krst  rn  wet  my  throttle. 
Come,  waiter,  don't  be  long, 

Bnt  bring  ano^er  bottle; 
First,  III  toast  my  fHends, 

Then  my  sweethearts  pretty. 
And  tlien,  to  make  amends, 

rn  drink  my  comrades  witty. 

Too  ral  loo,  &c. 

Here's  to  all  those  boys 

Who  aro  so  brisk  and  funny, 
Here's  those  who  prompt  new  joys. 

And  those  that  lend  me  money ; 
Here's  the  jolly  man. 

And  may  he  ne'er  grow  thinner. 
For  he,  whime'er  he  earn, 

Livitea  me  to  »  dinner. 

Too  ral  loo,  &c. 

Here's  tO  cbarraing  Bet, 

For  she's  a  maid  so  jolly. 
And  here's  to  lovely  Let, 

And  here's  to  pilump  fwsed  Molly, 
And  here's  to  Sukey  Sly, 

Likewise  to  pale-faced  Jenny, 
Who  looks  with  roguish  eye. 

And  tells  me  I'm  a  ninny. 

Too  ral  loo,  ftc 
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Ifoir  to  lonely  Nan, 

For  she  8  the  bebt  of  lasses. 
Bat  cot  forgetting  Fan, 

Who  cheers  me  in  my  glasses ; 
Fin  to  Lncy,  dear. 

Who  crowns  my  life  -with  blisses. 
For  she  it  is  can  cheer 

Each  passion  with  her  kisses. 

Too  ral  loo,  &o. 

Now  a  bumper  toast. 

Fill  the  goblets—brimmers, 
For  we  will  role  the  roast 

Until  sweet  day-light  glimmers} 
Fill,  ohl  fill  my  boys. 

All  sorrow  we  defy,  sirs. 
We'll  taste  of  social  joys. 

And  drink  Old  England  dry,  sirs. 

Too  ral  loo,  &• 


THE  LOVER  AND  THE  HUSBAND, 

JL  CITBIOUS    OONIBASX. 

Ths  following  sentences  were  pat  to  paper  by  »  set  of 
saacy  fair  ones,  in  the  presence  of  their  hasbands,  whom 
they  acoase  of  having  adopted,  since  their  marriage,  a 
language  diflbreut  firom  that  which  they  osed  when  lovers. 

Xoo.  Yoa  do  everything  well,  madam. 

Hu$,  Hy  dear,, yoa  don't  seem  to  me  to  know  how  to 
oo  anything. 

Zov.  How  well  you  took  to-day— indeed  yon  are  charm- 
ing in  any  dress. 

jf«».  How  frightful  you  are,  I  wish  you  would  put  oi 
your  clothes  a  littlemore  becomingly. 

Zov,  That's  a  pretty  cap,  how  elegant  is  yoor  taste  1 
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J2tt#.  That  hideous  bonnet !  my  dear,  you  never  will 
learn  to  dress  yourself. 

Lot.  What  pretty  sentiments !  how  well  you  express 
yourself  on  every  subject. 

Hua.  You  know  not  how  to  talk  on  any  subject  as  you 
ought  to  do,  therefore,  pray  hold  your  tongue. 

Lov.  Let  me  know  your  opinion,  my  dear  madam,  it 
shall  ever  guide  me. 

HvM,  Whi^  does  it  signify,  my  dear,  what  you  say  on 
the  subject  ?  I  never  consult  women. 

Lov,  How  neat  you  carve  that  fowl,  it  is  a  pleasure 
to  see  you. 

Htt$.  How  awkward  you  are  j  the  meat  grows  cold 
before  you  can  cut  it  up  ;  and  after  all,  it  is  done  in  such 
a  manner  that  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Lot).  I  am  so  concerned  to  see  you  indisposed — can  I 
offer  nothing  that  will  be  of  service  to  you,  madam  ? 

Hxu.  It  is, all  your  own  fault,  my  dear,  that  you  have 
got'this  cold,  you  never  take  care  of  yourself. 


MY  UNCLE. 

Who  lives  where  hangs  three  golden  baUa, 
Where  Dick's  poor  mother  often  calls. 
And  leaves  her  tippets,  muffs,  and  shawls  ? 

My  Uncle. 

Who  when  you're  sbort  of  the  short  stuff, 
If  ose  starving  for  an  ounce  of  snuff. 
Will  "raise  the  wind"  to  buy  enough? 

My  Uncle. 

Who  cheers  the  heart  with  **  Money  lent," 
When  friends  are  cold,  and  all  is  spent, 
Beceiving  only  cent,  per  cent.  P 

My  Uncle. 
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Wbo,  when  I  want  a  glass  of  gin« 
Will  take  mj  ragged  jacket  in. 
And  keep  it  tilll  call  again  ? 

My  Uncle. 

Who  takes  m j  saucepan  foil  of  holes. 
And  shoes  in  want  of  better  soles. 
To  raise  the  dust  to  bay  the  ooala  ? 

My  Uncle. 

Who  takes  the  Unen  torn  and  soil'd. 
And  cradle  piddled  till  its  spoil'd. 
In  sho^t,  takes  all,  except  the  child  P 

My  Uncle. 

Who,  when  the  wretch  is  sunk  in  grief. 
And  none  beside  will  yield  relief. 
Will  aid  the  honest  or  the  thief  ? 

My  Uncle. 

Yet  when  detection  threatens  law. 
Who  hidden  stores  will  open  draw. 
That  fhture  rogues  may  stand  in  awe  f 

My  Uncle  F 

Who,  fortune's  golden  glare  withdrawn. 
When  sycophants  no  longer  fawn. 
Takes  all  but  honour  into  pawn  P 

My  Uncle. 

Who  oareanot  what  distress  may  bring. 
If  stolen  from  beggar  or  from  king. 
And,  like  the  sea,  takes  everything  P 

My  Undo. 

Who  does  all  this,  and  thinVst  no  sin. 
And  would  he  yield  a  glass  of  gin, 
Woold  take  the  very  devil  in  P 

My  Undo* 
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Bought  wkdom  is  the  best,  'tis  dear. 
And  since  'tis  better  as  more  deur. 
We  for  high  prices  shoold  rerere 


My  Uncle. 


I,ONDON  COMPORTS 

OB,  VOO  JJfD  BjLlir. 

AiA— "  Tedd^  Blink  and  Sandy  Jack.** 

Oh,  London's  such  a  charming  place,  so  fine  and  so 

beikitching, 
That  connti7  lads  all  thither  haste,  and  for  its  joys  are 

itching; 
Papa  and  ma,  good-by!  they  bawl,  and  off  for  London 

starting. 
Declare  thqy  think  the  country's  aU  my  eye  and  Betty 

Martin. 

Spokxv.]  Come,  ooachee,  knock  'em  along,  my  b<^. 
How  far  to  Lnnnnn  now  P— Only  five  miles.— I  say.  Bill, 
how  d'ye  like  it  P—Oh,  wastly  much. — I  say,  how  we  spins 
along,  don't  we  P  eh,  ah !  There's  Lunnon  i  I  say,  coachee^ 
▼at's  that  ere  place  like  the  top  of  a  lantern  P— 0,  that  s 
St.  Paul's.— St.  Paul's!  I  say,  Ben,  rat  a  rich  man  St. 
Paul  must  have  been  to  have  such  a  precious  greaf 
house.— Bless  me,  Tat  a  nnoke! — ^I  say,  coachman,  pul 
me  down  at  Mr.  Brisket's,  the  bntchrar's  in  Vitechapel 
will  yon  f— Yes,  ma'am.  I  say,  coachee,  vere  dove  stoi 
at  P— The  Blue  Boar,  sir.— Vat  a  bore  it  Till  be  if  the; 
can't  let  us  haTe  abed,  eh,  BenP— Ees,  I  thinks  as  how 
TO  shall  all  look  like  blue  boars  then ;  for  to  may  stop  in 
the  street  all  night,  and  amuse  ourselTes  by  hearing  the 
Totchman  bawlr- 

£i  fol,  &0. 
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Their  haa^  in  both  their  pockets  crammed,  thoy  gapo 

about  so  silly. 
And  thenftom  side  to  side  are  jammed,  whilst  rambling 

Fiooadilly! 
But  now  the  rain  begins  to  fall,  while  some  for  ooachea 

bawling. 
Whilst  Ben  upsets  an  apple-stall  as  he  is  backward 

fiilling. 
Spoxsv.]  There,  yon  stupid  country  fellow,  you  sbaU 
pay  for  my  i^ples — ^yoa  capsized  'em  all  into  the  mud. 
— There,  brother  Ben,  you'Te  just  got  into  it.— No,  bro- 
ther Bill,  I  be  just  got  out  oB>t.  Dang  that  there  gutter, 
I  say.  Look  at  my  white  oordrarays }  I'm  just  like  a  mud* 
lark.  There,  there's  my  best  umbrelly  spoilt:  that 
gentlemaa  has  run  the  top  of  his'n  smack  through  it.— 
Nevermind,  ma'am;  'twill  let  in  more  air.-^La,  sir,  I'm 
sure  my  mamma  had  airs  enough  before.— There,  that  ' 
fellow's  splashed  me  from  head  to  foot,  'pon  honour.— 
Lud,  papa,  I've  lost  my  shoe.— Shoo,  shoo,  ooroe 
along}  come,  <duld,  we'll  go  through  Exeter  'Change; 
we  can't  dumge  for  the  worse.— Take  care,  sir,  you'll 
push  your  umbrella  into  my  hye.— Thaf  s  all  my  eye, 
ma'am. — Oh,  I've  lost  my  patten.— That's  a  bad  pattern 
to  set.— My  pelisse  is  wringing  wet  through,  I  wow  and 
purteat.— Turn  it  the  other  side,  then,  my  darling,  and 
put  tiie  diy  side  outwards.— Tdl  you  what,  sir,  if  you 
ahoves  me  in  that  ere  way  again  I  shall  be  for  givinl^ 
you  what  you  may  oaU  a— What,  sir  P 

Bi  fol,  &c. 

And  now  a  heairy  fog  arrives,  just  to  increase  vexation. 
While  hurry  skurry  each  one  drives,  and  all  isconster- 

nationl 
Saji  brother  Bill,— We've  lost  our  way !  says  Ben,^ 

We're  done  for  sartin : 
And  both  exclaim,  in  town  to  stay's  my  eye  and  Betty 

Martin. 
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SpoKEir.J  Bless  my  soul,  says  brother  Ben,  what  a 
nation  smoke !  there  mast  be  a  large  flre  somewhere. — 
Fire  I  no,  no,  says  brother  Bill,  I've  just  hit  on't !  lis 
water !  they  do  every  thing  here  by  steam. — Blow  me,  if 
one  of  the  hingines  isn't  burst,  and  we'll  all  be  scalt  to 
death.— Scalt,  oh.  Lord,  how  shocking,  cries  brother 
Ben.— Terrible,  says  brother  Bill.— A  light,  a  light, 
light,  d— me.— A  man  that  would  make  Ijght  of  this 
would  make  light  of  any  miafortune.— Bless  me,  sir,  how 
clumsy  you  are,  you've  run  up  against  me,  and  knocked 
all  my  teeth  down  my  throat.— Beg  pardon,  ma'am,— 
very  sorry,— couldn't  help  il^— quite  accidental.~By  your 
leave.— TiJte  care  of  yonr  eyes.- Take  care  of  your 
heads.- Take  care  of  your  pockets.— Oh,  my  toes,  my 
toes. — Fat  them  in  your  reticule,  ma'am.— Ill  thank 
yon  not  to  ridicule  my  wife's  toes,  sir,  if  you  please.— 
Why,  here's  quite  a  stoppage,  I  declare. — Go;  win 
yoa  come  ?— Well,  I'm  going  to  come  to  go  as  soon  as 
I  can.— CJome,  lather  away,  my  boys,  cries  a  barber.— 
Skip  along,  says  a  dancing-master.— Peg  along,  my 
lads  of  wax,  cries  a  shoe-maker.— I  declare,  says  a 
dandy,  those  men  show  their  avocation  by  their  vulgar 
confabolations,  'pon  honour,  d— me.— Yoa  look  as  if  you 
^ere  jost  taken  off  a  shop-board  as  a  pattern,  cries  a  tailor; 
stitched  up,  but  not  finished.- By  the  powers,  the  fog's  so 
thick,  and  there's  such  a  crowd,  I'll  just  stand  here  till 
they're  all  gone  by,  and  sing— 

Oh,  Loudon  is  a  famous  place. 
So  pleasant  altogether. 

But  don't  exactly  suit  my  taste 
In  wet  and  foggy  weatlie*. 
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SIMON  BEOWN. 

ATBL—Merry  Month  qfMay, 

Oim  Simon  Brown  lie  went  to  woo 
A  maiden  dapper,  fair,  and  gay ; 
Of  charms  she  boasted  not  a  few, 

Hie  charmer's  name  was  Mcny  3£ayf 
Her  age  might  be  some  twenty-two. 

But  let  that  pass,  as  says  the  play^- 
As  ladies'  age  may  not  be  told. 
We'll  not  begin  with  Mistress  May. 
But,  good  people  all,  I  pray  attend 

To  this  eventful  history, 
Andrthose  who'd  wish  to  wed  will  learn 
To  shun  delay  and  mystery. 

Simon  Brown  was  one  of  those 

Young  men  not  stout  or  thin,  but  sleek, 
Who  sang  the  most  genteel  love  songs. 

And  went  to  concerts  twice  a-week  ; 
And  when  he*d  finished  he  would  give. 

By  way  of  toast.  Miss  Mary  May : 
And  then  the  club  would  loudly  join. 

And  beg  to  know  the  happy  day. 

And  surely  as  the  Sunday  came, 

Mary  and  he  retraced  the  park. 
And  once  a  month  to  Astley's  went. 

And  yet  no  nearer  to  the  mark; 
Mary  lUce  all  her  sex  was  tired 

Of  matrimonial  delay — 
To  set  her  cap  at  whom  she  could. 

She  had  the  will— Love  finds  the  way. 

Well  Simon  still  went  wasting  on. 
The  toast  was  always  guzzled  down, 

Thus  strange  that  wasting  such  as  this 
Should  fail  in  toasting  Mary  Brown. 
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One  night  a  stnuiger  fierce  and  tall. 
Entered  the  room  and  sat  him  down. 

Called  for  some  brandy  and  cigars* 
And  stared  and  pnfEbd  at  Simon  Broim. 

Simon  soon  sang  his  gentle  strain. 

And  gave,  as  nsoal  Mistress  Maxy; 
All  drank  bat  one— the  stranger,  he 

Arose  and  begged  some  words  to  say  | 
,       That  he  refbs'd  to  drink  the  toast, 

Not  on  account  of  any  spite, 
But  for  a  reason  which  he  told : 

The  late  Miss  Mary  was  Mrs.  White. 

How  he  had  woo'd  and  won  the  maid. 

He  told  the  dub,  and  then  sat  down : 
They  turned  their  eyes  from  White,  and  fou 

lliat  very  Blue  looked  Simon  Brown ; 
He  thahk'd  them,  and  sang  the  lament. 

Then  oeas'd  and  sigh'd  with  all  his  mig 
She  whom  his  fancy  painted  Brown, 
So  suddenly  was  turned  to  White. 
One  little  week  had  caus'd  this  change. 

Poor  Simon's  loss  in  ICary  May, 

•  Proving  without  the  slightest  doubt 

The  fiEKte  of  those  who  use  delay. 


THE  PARTY  OP  A,  B,  0. 

Mbssss.  a,  B,  and  C,  being  characters  known. 

To  children  quite  small,  and  to  those  larger  grown. 

Invited  the  alphabet  once,  great  and  small. 

To  supper  and  cards,  and*  a  bit  of  a  ball  :— 

A  undertook  the  amusements  in  store, 

B  baked  the  buns,  the  while  Cchalk'd  tiie  floor; 

C  sent  round  the  oiroulars,  all  postage  free. 

To  come  to  the  party  of  great  A,  B,  C. 
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The  first  note  they  wrote,  and  hftd  sent,  was  to  D, 
But  7>  was  a  dunce  and  forgot  A,  B,  0 ; 
Unless  he  tried  to  decipher  the  letter, 
80  took  it  to  E»  as  E  could  read  better; 
X  told  him  all  E  desired  to  know. 
And  F,  coming  in,  felt  inclined,  too,  to  go  ; 
80  D,  E,  andF,  in  one  coach  got  all  three. 
To  join  the  partj  of  great  A  B,  0. 

6  drove  a  gig  with  H  over  a  hill, 

I  soon  did  join  them,  and  J  with  his  Jill; 

K  said  'twas  killing  to  drive  cattle  fast, 

X  much  lamented  for  fear  he'd  be  last; 

H  said  of  money  his  wife  had  a  store, 

K  counted  all  the  N's  at  the  bam  door; 

In  mirth  and  good  humour  they  all  joined  with  glee, 

To  join  the  grand  party  of  great  A.  B»  0. 

O  owed  so  much,  he  was  fearful  to  go, 

F  had  had  his  head  powder'd  like  an  old  beau ; 

Q  quickly  equipp'd,  wore  a  little  pig-tail. 

At  which  Mr.  B  did  much  rally  and  rail  I 

8  in  sad  silence,  sat  still  as  a  don. 

The  while  to  keep  up  with  them  T  trotted  on ; 

In  mirth  and  good  humour  they  chatted  with  glee, 

To  join  the  grand  party  of  great  A,  B,  0. 

To  vary  the  journey  "V  went  in  a  van, 
U,  fhougb  unwillingly,  by  the  same  plan; 
And  while  of  the  weather  they  wisely  did  taBc, 
W  wore  out  his  shoes  by  the  walk ; 
Z  cross'd  his  path,  and  did  look  cross  and  grim. 
And  Y  said,  pray  why  did  not  they  ^^^  ^or  him. 
But  in  mirth  and  good  himiour  they  chatted  with  glee* 
To  join  the  grand  party  of  great  A,  B,  0. 
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SPECIAL  PLEADERS  IN  THE .  COUET  OF 
BEQUESTS. 

A  DXSPUTB  lisving  arisen  between  Jerry  Sn^>,  s  respect- 
able tailor,  and  Galen  Glauber,  an  eminent  apotheeaxy, 
lespeotang  a  pair  of  tmall^^othes,  frith  which  Mr.  Snip 
had  Amished  him,  the  tailor  waa  nnder  the  necessitj 
of  calling  upon  the  doctor  to  meet  him  at  the  court  of 
requests,  where  the  following  trial  of  professional  skill 
to^  place,  to  the  great  entertainment  of  the  whole 
court.  Hr.  Snip  haring  thrice  hemmed,  to  clear  his 
pipe,  thus  addressed  the  bench— 

'*  An't  please  your  worship,  I  beg  leave  to  tender  mj 
guUi  trusting  I  shall  receive  such  measure  of  redress  as 
iBjUting.  I  am  in  sheer  distress,  and  live  upon  remnants 
and  such  like,  and  besides  am  sorely  afilicted  with  the 
tope-worm,  else  I  would  laugh  in  my  sleeve,  and  care 
not  a  button  for  my  enemy.  As  it  is,  I  must  stick  in 
his  skirts  till  he  pays ;  for  I  can't  afibrd  to  be  out  of 
jMdbet.  My  inside  must  be  lined  with  a  tiUmlle-fviil  of 
goodstt^,  or  I  must  die!  But  though  I  am  poor,  I  am  a 
pattern  of  morality,  and  would  rather  go  to  hell  and  feed 
on  edkboffe  than  say  a  pin's  point  from  the  truth  before 
one  seated  on  the  shop-board  of  justice.  Now,  your  wor- 
shq^  must  know,  tiiis  'potticary  Galen  Glauber,  who  haa 
not  a  skein  of  honesty  in  his  make,  ordered  a  pair  of 
jalap  coloured  breeches,  or  as  ladies  delicatdy  call  them, 
inexpressibles.  When  I  took  them  home,  no  fault  yraa 
found;  but  when  I  presented  my  bill,  my  gemman  be- 
gan to  hem,  and  getting  into  a  huge  pucker,  said  I 
might  as  well  have  put  lum  into  a  straight  waistcoat,  that 
theband  was  too  high,  and  had  given  him  a  twist  in  the 
bowels,  a  stich  in  the  side,*'and  such  sort  of  nonsense.  Thia 
raised  my  choler,  and  we  were  very  near  coming  to 
eii^.  My  fingers  did  itch  to  trim  him,  and  to  sew  his 
eyes  up^  I'd  have  made  him  as  stiff  as  buckram.  For 
ru  lay  any  man  a  goose  to  a  remnant  there  never  was  » 
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better  ctt^  article  in  the  trade.  So  I  hope  jrour  worship 
will  not  allovr  Galen  Glauber  to  leave  the  yard  before 
he  opens  Hie  plaits  of  his  purse,  and  gcUherg  for  xne  the 
amount  of  my  bill." 

Mr.  Snip  ha?ing  concluded,  the  doctor  thus  replied, 
*'  Now  that  this  precipitate  maniae  has  made  his  crude 
indigested  motion,  replete  with  ^aZ2,  let  me  submit  a 
statement  of  the  cote.  I  trust  I  shall  purge  from  your 
worship's  mind  all  ideas  of  my  having  followed  a  wrong 
course f  and  that  I  shall  so  turn  the  eeales  as  to  gripe  my 
opponent  smartly.  Nothing  acid  shall  issue  from  my 
lips.  I  would  rather  heal  than  ulceraie;  I  would  rather 
discuss  than  foment  this  tumour  of  disputation.  It  shall 
be  my  endeavour  to  remove  those  symptoms  of  infirm- 
motion  which  must  obstruct  the  cure  of  the  evil  before  us. 
Yet  I  am  by  -no  means  lethargic  or  phlegmatic :  not  so ; 
I  only  avoid  venomous  applications^  such  as  must  irritate 
the  suly'ect.  But  to  proceed— this  quack  of  &prick4ouse 
was  eaUed  in  to  make  me  a  pair  of  small  dothes,  for  which, 
i^ter  duo  consuUaMonf  he  had  my  recipe.  But  having 
perhaps  taken  a  drachm  too  much,  or  being  void  of  all 
aemples  of  conscience,  he  neglected  to  form  them  secun- 
dem  artem,  as  I  had  prescribed.  He  made  the  waist- 
band too  small,  which  operating  as  a  ligature,  pressed 
■o  severdy  on  the  abdomen  as  to  produce  a  constipation 
of  the  rectum,  and  agitating  the  intestines,  so  accelerated 
the  peristaltic  motion  as  to  cause  a  rapid  expulsion  of  the 
fteees,  such  as  eluded  the  retentive  powers  of  the  sphincter 
ami  i  This  operation  Boflooded  the  small  clothes  in  ques- 
tion, as  to  render  them  not  only  an  eye-sore,  but  too 
JhUid  for  fiuther  use,  as  your  worship's  olfactory  nerves 
no  doubt, can  testify.  The  reviflsion  I  have  described  was 
evidenfty  induced  by  Hie  pressure  of  the  belly  band,  which 
being  so  tens^^  to  render  ineffectual  all  attempts  to 
unbutton,  compelled  me  to  the  necessity  of  making  an 
indeion  so  as  to  divide  the  noxious  parts.  All  this  I 
pointed  out  in  a  lecture  to  this  phrenxied  man,  who,  in 
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lien  of  being  paHent,  and  duly  weighing  canses  with 
effects,  became  red  as  dragon* s-blood,  and,  assxuning  a 
daring  tone,  adhering  like  diachylon  to  his  tmjust  de- 
mands. I  remained  cool,  else,  had  I  been  of  anirriic^U 
kabii,  I  should  have  made  my  stick  cling  round  him  like 
quill  bark,  or  perhaps  have  phlebotomized  him  at  the 
no$c/  However,  I  will  amputate  all  excrescences  from  the 
matter,  and  having  described  the  rise,  progress,  and 
symptoms  otatiQ  distemper,  will  cheerfully  confide  in  your 
worship's  justice  to  deliver  me  from  this  ImnaUtfs  obstruc- 
tion to  ihe  Junctions  of  my  profession." 

The  court  having  heard  both  parties,  decided  that,  as 
the  tailor  had  not  abided  by  the  orders  given,  he  must 
submit  to  a  non-suit. 


NICK  EAZORBLADE. 

li'iCK  Bazobbladx  a  barber  was, 

A  strapping  lad  was  he ; 
And  he  could  shave  with  such  a  grace. 

It  was  a  joy  to  see  1 

And  though  employed  within  his  house. 

He  kept  Uke  rat  in  hole : 
AH  those  that  past  the  barber's  door. 

Could  always  see  his  pole. 

His  dress  was  rather  plain  than  rich. 

Nor  fitted  over  well ; 
Yet,  though  no  macaroni,  Nick 

Would  often  cut  a  swell  I 

And  Nick  was  brave,  and  he  could  fight. 

As  many  times  he  proved ; 
A  lamb  became  a  lion  fierce. 

Whenever  he  was  moved. 
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Like  many  of  his  betters,  who 

To  field  with  pistols  msh, 
"When  Nicky  lathered  any  one. 

He  was  obliged  to  hnuk  ! 

Some  say  Nick  was  a  brainless  block; 

While  those  who've  seen  him  waving 
IDs  bright  sharp  razor  o'er  soaped  chins 

Declare  he  was  a-ehacing. 

His  next  door  neighbour,  Nelly  Jones, 

A  maid  of  thirty-eight, 
'Twas  said,  regarded  Nick  with  smiles  j 

But  folia  will  always  prate. 

Tis  known,  in  summer  time,  that  she, 

(A  maid  and  only  daughter,) 
To  show  her  love  for  Bazorblade, 

£opt  Nicky  in  hoi  water. 

For  politics,  Nick  always  said 

He  never  cared  a  fig  ; 
Quoth  he,  **  If  I  a  tory  were, 

I'd  likewise  wear  a  wig  /** 

No  poacher  he,  yet  havre  he  wiredt 
With  skill  that  made  maids  prouder : 

And  though  he  never  used  a  gun. 
He  knew  the  use  of  powder  I 

He  never  took  offence  at  words. 

However  broad  or  blunt : 
But  when  maids  brought  a  front  to  dross. 

Of  course  he  took  a-front. 

Beneath  his  razor  folks  have  slept, 

So  easy  were  they  mown ; 
Tot,  (oh  !  most  passing  strange  it  was !) 

His  razor  was  his  own/ 
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Nick,  doubtless,  ha4  s  tender  heart. 

But  not  for  Nelty  Jones : 
He  made  Miss  Popps  "  bone  of  his  bono," 

But  never  made  old  bones  ! 

He  died,  and  left  an  onlj  son* 

A  barber,  too,  by  trade ; 
And  when  they  oped  his  will,  they  found 

A  cruel  will  he'd  made. 

And  doubtless  he  was  raving  mad, 

(To  slander  I'm  unwilling ;) 
For,  though  a  barber,  Nicky  cut 

His  heir  qfvUh  a  thUUng. 


POYTDER-MONKEY  PETEB. 

BoBir  aboard  a  man  of  war. 

Pipe  all  hands  with  a  yeo !  ho  I 
I  have  saal'd  both  near  and  far. 

With  a  yeo!  ho!  yeo! 
A  sailor's  life's  the  life  for  fame, 

80  none  to  me  is  sweeter ; 
And  what  d'ye  think  I'm  cafled  by  name  f 
"Why,  little  saucy  Powder-Monkey  Peter. 
SroKBir.]  I'm  little,  but  I'm  tough  like  a  bantam  cock, 
and  crow  over  all  the  boys  in  the  ship. 

With  a  yeo !  ho  !  yeo  1 

When  the  waves  heave  mountains  high, 

Pipe  all  hands  with  a  yeo !  ho! 
Up  the  rigging  I  can  fly. 

With  a  yeo !  ho !  yeo ! 
And  in  a  calm  can  dance  and  sing. 

What  pleasure  can  be  sweeter ! 
And  toast  the  health  of  George  our  King, 

Can  little  saucy  Powder-Monkey  Peter. 
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Spokes'.]  To  be  sore,  I  get  into  s  little  miacluef  now 
and  then ;  I  sweetened  tbe  parser's  flip  t'other  day  with 
a  quid  of  tobacco^  so^I  got  a  round  dosen. 

With  ayeo!  ho!  yeo! 

When  the  foe  in  sight  appears. 

Pipe  all  hands,  with  a  yeo !  ho ! 
Ev'ry  man  for  fight  prepares, 

With  a  yeo  1  ho !  yeo  I 
And  when  the  foe  he  strikes,  d'ye  see. 

No  sight  sore  can  be  sweeter; 
And  that  he  muit  strike,  you'll  agree  ^ 
With  little  saucy  Fowder-Monkey  Peter. 
SpoKS|r.]  We  boarded  a  Frenchman  last  voyage,  and  I 
came  dongside  a  French  Fowder-Monkey,  "  Marbleu," 
says  he;  <'Tme  Blue,"  says  I;  popp'd  him  into  an  am- 
mnniton-barrel,   and  smothered  him  in  his  own  gun- 
powder. 

*        With  a  yeo !  ho  ?  yeo ! 


A  BULL'S  NOT  A  HE-COW. 

Ih  Old  Ireland  youll  know 
A  ball's  not  a  he-cow. 
What  gives  batter-milk  nightly  each  mom  f 
Bat  a  blunder  what's  hung 
On  the  slip  of  our  tongae. 
So  a  tongue-bull  is  not  a  cow's  horn ! 
Smic  smaghliloo,  whack,  musha  gra ! 
Smio  smaghliloo,  whack,  musha  gra  I 

But  a  blunder  what's  hung,  &o. 

Och !  nato  Larry  O'Bonrke 

Tucked  his  tight  bit  of  oak 

(Ilis  shellelagh-twig)  undfher  his  arm. 
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Trot  to  Donnybrook-fair, 
Sure  the  lad  was  go  there 
For  a  foDt  just  to  keep  the  game  warm  I 
fonic  smaghliloo,  whack,  musha  gral 
Smio  smaghliloo,  whack,  musha  gra ! 

Xrot  to  Donoybrook-fair,  &e. 

When  he'd  tookt  a  straight  round 
Through,  to  look  at  the  sound 
Of  the  bagpipes  that  played  at  both  ends ; 
Sure  he  never  piped  dumb, 
"VPien  shellelagh-time  come, 
For  a  tune  on  the  horns  of  his  friends  I 
Bap  hubbaboo,  Larry,  go  whack ! 
Rap  hubbaboo,  Larry,  go  whack ! 

Sure  he  never  piped  dumb,  &o. 

Sure  horse-beans  are  green-peas, 
For  a  bull,  if  youll  plase 
Just  to  put  the  case  right  in  a  row. 
With  a  shellelagh  rap, 
That's  the  convineing  tap, 
"What  can  prove  a  blue  pig's  a  red  cow. 
Or  make  a  red  cow  a  blue  pig ; 
Or  make  a  red  cow  a  blue  pig,   ' 

With  a  shellelagh  rap,  &c. 


JEN  THE  CAEPENTEB,  AND  SALLY  BEOWN, 
AiB — There't  fuu  luck  about  the  howte, 

YoiTKa  Ben  he  was  a  nice  young  man, 

A  carpenter  by  trade. 
And  he  fell  in  love  vnth.  Sally  Brown» 

That  was  a  lady's  maid. 
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But  M  ihej  fetch'd  s  walk  one  day, 

Thej  met  a  prcsagang  crew. 
And  Ballj  she  did  fairU  away. 

Whilst  Ben  he  was  brought  to. 

Too  ral,  8m, 

The  boatswain  swore  most  wicked  words, 
~  Enough  to  shock  a  saint. 
That  though  she  did  seem  in  a  fit, 

Twas  nothing  but  t^  feint, 
Ck>me,  girl,  says  he,  hold  up  your  hend. 

Hell  be  as  good  as  me,  « 

Por  when  your  swain  is  in  the  boat, 
A  boatswain  he  will  be. 

Too  ral,  &c. 

So  when  they'd  made  their  game  of  her, 

And  taken  off  her  elf. 
She  rose  and  only  found  she  was 

A-eoming  to  herself. 
And  is  he  gone,  and  is  he  gone  ? 

She  cried,  and  wept  outright; 
Then  I  will  to  the  water  side. 

And  see  him  out  qf  tight. 

Too  ral  &o, 

A  waterman  came  up  to  her,— 

Kow,  young  woman,  said  he. 
If  you  weep  on  so  you  will  make 

Eye-water  in  the  sea. 
Alaa !   they've  taken  my  beau  Ben 

To  sail  with  old  Benbowj 
And  her  wo  began  to  run  afresh. 

As  if  she  said  gee  wo. 


Too  rul,  &c« 


Says  he  they've  only  taken  him 
To  the  tender  ship,  you  see— 
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Tho  tender  $Mp  !  cried  Sallj  Brown, 
Whftt  a  luurdehip  that  must  be  1 

Oh,  would  I  were  a  mermaid  now. 
For  then  Fd  follow  him. 

But  oh  I  I'm  not  tkJUk  woman. 
And  so  I  cannot  amm. 

Too  ral,  4c. 

jUas  !  I  was  not  bom  beneath 

The  virgin  and  the  ecalee. 
So  I  most  cnrse  my-  cmel  stars, 

AjA  walk  about  in  Waiee. 
l^ow  Ben  had  sailed  to  many  a  place 

That's  nndemeath  the  world. 
But  in  two  years  the  ship  came  home, 

And  all  the  sails  were  forl'd. 

Too  ral,  .I3, 

But  when  he  call'd  on  Sally  Brown, 

To  see  how  she  went  on, 
He  found  she'd  got  another  Ben, 

Whose  Christian  name  was  John. 
Oh,  Sally  Brown  I  oh,  Sally  Brown! 

How  could  yon  sarve  me  so  ? 
I've  met  with  many  a  breeze  before. 

But  never  such  a  blow/ 

Too  ral,  &o. 

Then  pondering  o'er  his  'baooo  box. 

He  heav'd  a  heavy  sigh. 
And  then  began  to  eye  hie  pipe. 

And  then  to  pipe  hie  eye. 
And  then  he  tried  to  sing  '  All's  weS,* 

But  could  not,  though  he  tried, — 
His  head  waa  turned,  and  so  he  chew'd 

His  pigtail  till  he  died. 

Too  rul,  &c. 
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His  death,  which  happened  in  his  birlht 

At  forty  odd  befeU; 
They  went  and  iold  tho  sexton. 

And  tlie  sexton  toU'd  the  bell. 
Now  Sal  his  funeral  did  attend, 

With  fearfol  anxious  look. 
She  waited  in  the  cold  churchyard 

Till  the  parson  ahtU  hi$  book. 

Too  ral,  &c. 


THE  CLOWN'^ODD  SWEETHEART. 

A  comoAL  lass  I  went  to  woo, 
She  had  a  good  face  and  a  fortnae,  too ; 
She  had  but  one  eye,  one  arm,  and  one  log. 
But  a  monstrous  handsome  wooden  peg! 
SroKSir.]  But  the  leg  and  the  harm  were  two  to  one  in 
-iiy  favour ;  and  the  eye,  you  know,  enabled  mo  to  get 
on  the  blind  side  of  her 

Fal  de  ral,  &o. 

She'd  one  golden  guinea,  one  silver  crown. 
One  hat,  one  cap,  one  cloak,  one  gown, 
One  table,  one  chair,  one  three-legged  stool. 
One  basin  for  holding  gooseberry-fool ! 
SpoKBir.]    And  I'm  monstrous  fond  of  that,  it's  the 
pleasantest  kind  of  fool  there  is; — I  wish  I  had  a  large 
basin  full  now,  I  would  so>- 

Fal  de  ral,  &c. 

One  kettle  she  had,  without  a  spout. 
One  saucepan  with  one  bottom  out ; 
One  knife,  fork,  8i>oon,  one  dish,  one  plate^ 
One  ladle,  with  which  she  broke  my  pate ! 
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Sponir.]  She  wMn't  oontent  with  making  an  impression 
I'poQ  mj  heart,  bat  she  must  make  one  on  mj  head  too; 
and  she  did  give  me  snch  a~ 

Fal  de  ral,  &o. 


BILLY  GOOSE  AND  THE  DEVIL. 
BiLLT  OoosB  was  a  tailor,  and,  ah,  wofizl  tale ! 

With  an  unmarried  ladj  lived  he : 
She  tormented  him  sorely,  no  words  oonld  prevail, 
She  was  loader  than  he,  and  she  fought  tooiSi  uad  nail^ 

Till  at  last  he  resolved  to  be  free. 
With  a  horrible  oath  he  was  thus  heard  to  saj 

As  he  kicked  her  at  last  from  t&e  door, 
*(  May  {he  devil  himself  come  and  fetch  me  away. 
With  tape,  buckram,  and  shears,  if  you  longer  shaU  stay. 

Or  if  ever  I  take  you  back  more !" 

But  women  can  wheedle  us  all,  as  we  know. 

And  coax  and  persuade  us  to  evil; 
She  prayed  and  she  promised,  as  women  know  how  ; 
Poor  Billy  was  very  soon  false  to  Ms  tow. 

Quite  forgetting  his  o#th  and  the  devil. 
And  ndw  all  their  friends  were  iAvited  to  8iq>, 

Beef  and  cabbage  were  placed  for  each  guest. 
When,  lo!  a  tall  stranger  appeared— drained  his  cup. 
He  ate  all  the  cabbage  and  cucumbers  up. 

And  nothing  was  left  for  the  rest. 

Oh  i  then,  BiUy  Goose,  while  his  hair  rose  on  high. 

Cried,  "  Sir,  who,  pray  the  devil,  art  thou  ?" 
"Sure  enough,*'  was  the  answer,  "the  devil  am  Ij 
You  wished  me  to  come,  and  away  with  you  fly. 

If  you  were  untrue  to  your  vow. 
Come  away,  then,  false  tailor,  that  woman  to  shun. 

You  have  broken  the  oath  made  upon  her." 
"  Sir,"  Billy  exclaimed,  "  after  all's  said  and  done. 
As  out  of  two  evils  I'm  forced  to  choose  one, 

I'm  quite  ready  to  wait  on  your  honour." 
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THE  FOOTMAN,  THE  BUTLER,  AND  THE 
COOKMAID; 

OS,  THX  VJLTB  OV  IKCONBTJLKCT. 

Ant—"  The  Sxeigeman." 

I2r  a  nobleman's  family  dnrelt 

A  footman,  whose  name  it  was  John, 
He  loved  a  fair  maiden,  and  felt 

That  his  heart  it  was  melted  and  gone. 
She  made  all  the  paddings  and  pies. 

Though  askance  with  her  ejes  sbe  did  look. 
And  Johnny  admired  the  sweet  eyes 

Of  this  fat  little  Betty  tho  cook. 

One  night  in  the  winter  they  sat, 

AU  love,  by  the  great  kitchen  fire. 
Cried  John,  by  the  lace  on  my  hat. 

You're  all  that  this  breast  can  desire  j 
80  swear  to  be  constant  to  me. 

Or  you'll  kill  me,  as  I  am  a  man : 
If  you  do,  straight  my  ghost  shall  make  ihca 

Ifothing  else  but  a  sop  in  the  pan. 

His  Betty  she  swore,  but,  oh  dear  I 

A  week  had  but  dwindled  away. 
When  a  butler  spruce  did  appear. 

With  his  wig  all  so  powdered  and  gay, 
80  Johnny  was  slighted,  and  he 

While  cleaning  his  knives  often  sighed. 
Till  at  length  he  took  one,  d'ye  see, 

And  out  his  poor  throat  till  he  died. 

ITow  Betty  she  cared  not  a  pin. 
For,  the  very  next  Sunday,  'tis  said. 

The  butler  her  word  he  did  win. 
And  they  went  to  St.  George's  to  wed. 
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Then  their  friends  in  the  kitchen  aD  met. 

Near  the  fire  a  young  pig  it  did  roast, 
But  Betty  she  could  not  forget. 

For,  oh  dear,  she  remembered  the  ghost. 

The  butler  was  chanting  a  song. 
When  some  one  his  singing  did  spoil, 
'Twas  the  ghost  in  his  winding-sheet  long 

Who  came  this  poor  maiden  to  broil. 
The  butler  jumped  into  a  chest. 

The  coachman  fell  flat  on  the  floor, 
\Miile  the  housemaids  and  all  of  the  rest 

They  flew  to  get  out  at  the  door. 

The  ghost  seized  his  love,  though  she  run. 

And  never  a  word  did  he  say. 
But  plump  in  the  hot  dripping-paa 

Poor  Betty  quite  meltingly  lay. 
The  butler  died  in  the  chest. 

And  now,  evciy  year,  it  is  said, 
John's  ghost  does  the  mansion  infest. 

With  a  dripping-pan  placed  on  his  head. 


CUEIOUS  IRISH  EXAMINATION. 

Mb.  Edwasd  Fassbl,  being  charged  with  selling  spiiits 
without  a  license,  an  itinerant  informer,  named  John 
Hart,  was  produced,  who  preferred  his  complaint  in  the 
ibllowing  manner : 

Jjl/bm»«r— "  On  the  8th  day  of  December  I  went  to 
the  house  of  that  man  that  keeps  the  ball-alley  (pointing 
to  Mr.  Farrel,)  and  called  for  a  naggin  of  whiskey,  for 
which  I  paid  him  three-pence  down  on  the  counter- 
wore  betoken,  he  keeps  a  house  for  girls." 

Ned  Farrel— **  You  lie,  you  vagabond  j  I  keep  no  girk^ 
{much  laughter.)    Gentlemen  (to  tiie  magistrates,)   I'll 
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eross-exfunine  this  scoundrel.  Do  70a  hear,  you  rasciil— 
you  paid  threepenee  for  a  naggin  of  whiskey — was  it  be- 
fore or  after  you  drank  it  ?" 

Informer^—**  It  was  after,  to  be  sure ;  I  paid  you  at 
the  counter." 

Ned  Farrel—**  Now,  you  lying  thief,  I  knew  I'd  find 
you  out :  is  there  no  law,  is  there  no  justice,  is  a  man's 
life  to  be  sworn  away  by  such  an  infernal  vHiain  ?  He 
swore  on  his  solemn  oath  that  he  paid  me  after  he  drank 
the  whiskey.  Now,  gentlemen,  have  I  not  found  him 
out  ?  Look  at  him ;  is  there  a  man  in  Ireland  would 
give  him  a  glass  <ji  whiskey,  unless  he  paid  for  it  be- 
forehand  f'—iShouU  qf  laughter.) 

Informer—**  I  did  pay  you,  and  the  girl  that  I  took  in 
with  me  could  prove  the  same,  only  that  she's  now  thirty 
miles  off. 

Ned  RureU-"  You  lie,  you  villian."— (Here  the  magis- 
trates interposed.) 

Ned  Mnrel—-**  Are  you  there,  Grarret  Gomerford  ?" 

Qarret—"  Yes,  sir." 

Ned  Farrel—"  Come  along  up  here.  (Master  Garret 
gets  upon  the  table.)  Here,  gentlemen,  is  the  boy  I  got 
to  mind  the  ball-alley,  when  it  wiU  be  finished,  an  da  very 
IMToper  boy  he  is.  Now,  Garret,  what  did  I  say  to  the 
rascal  when  he  applied  to  me  for  spirits  ?'* 

Garret  (three  quarters  drunk)—-**  Why,  you  see,  when 
he  had  ewm  iii,  he  axed  for  the  speerits,  and  Mr.  FiUTcl 
said  he  hadnt  any,  but  he'd  send  to  a  licensed  house 
for  it." 

Ned  Farrel^**  Where  it  could  be  fairly  and  honestly 
obtained." 

Garret  (staggering)—**  Yes,  where  it  could  be  got  in  a 
fair  and  decent  way.  All  this  happened  the  very  day 
I  was  last  in  the  stocks."— ^Gfr«a<  laughter) 

Informer  (to  a  question  hy  Mr.  Duan)—**1  will  not 
swear,  but  he  might  have  sold  whiskey  on  Friday,  Satur- 
day, or  Sunday,  unknovm'st  to  me." 
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Ned  Fanrel—**  Gracious  God !  onlj  look  at  that  fellow, 
(the  informer) —look  at  the  cut  of  his/ti — (muchlau^kierj. 
Do  you  want  to  pamper  that  fellow,  who  says  that  ano* 
ther  woman  and  himself  came  into  the  house  ?  Lot 
him  produce  that  woman,  and  I'll  st^nd  or  fall  by  her ! 
but  she  is  not  to  be  found.*! — (Loud  laugTUer.") 
Ned  was  oonvicted  in  the  penalty  of  fire  pounds. 


SIB  GOOSEBERRY  GIMCRACK  AND  MISS 
SQUASH. 

Sib  Goosxbxbst  GiMOBACXwas  thin. 

Like  one  of  your  neat  dapper  masters  j 
Hiss  Squash  was  fat  up  to  her  chin. 

Like  a  ffllet  4>f  Teal  upon  casters ; 
Her  eyes  through  Bn  heart  sach  darts  sent. 

Made  whimsies  in  his  little  nob  stir. 
And  he  looked,  when  a-courting  he  went. 

Like  a  shrimp  making  lore  to  a  lobster. 

Flummery,  mummery,  heigho !  hum  I 

This  pair  went  a-walking  one  day. 

Arm  in  arm,  like  a  firkin  and  feather. 
Some  posts  chanced  to  stand  in  the  way. 

And  monstrously  close,  too,  together ; 
Sir  Gooseberry  whipped  through,  you're  sure. 

But  Miss  Squash,  that  dear  darling  of  toastei. 
As  she  wasn't  made  mtich  like  a  skewer. 

In  trying,  stuck  fast  'tween  the  postbs  ! 

Squallery,  bawlery,  heigho  !  hum! 

THE  GHOST  OF  THE  COCK- LOFT. 

•Twjls  at  the  hour  when  sober  cits 

Their  «yes  in  slumber  close. 
In  bounced  Bet  Scullion's  greasy  ghost^ 

And  pinch'd  Tom  Ostler's  toes. 
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Her  flesh  iras  like  a  roastmg  pig's. 

So  deadlj  to  the  -view ; 
And  coal-black  was  her  smutty  hand. 

That  held  her  apron  blue. 

Her  face  was  like  a  raw  berf-steak 

Jost ready  to  be  fined; 
Carrots  had  budded  on  her  cheek, 

And  beet-root's  crimson  pride. 

But  love  had,  like  the  fly-blow*s  power. 

Despoiled  her  buxom  hue  : 
The  fading  carrot  left  her  cheek,— 

She  died  at  twentj-two. 

"  Awake  !**  she  cried :  "  Bet  Scullion  la    . , 

Come  &om  her  garret  high; 
Now  hear  the  maid  for  whom  yon  sworo 

A  wedding  ring  to  buy. 

*'  This  is  the  hour  when  scullion  gliosta 

Their  dish-clouts  black  resume. 
And  goblin  cooks  ascend  the  loft. 

To  haunt  the  faithless  groom. 

"  Bethink  thee  of  thy  tester  broke— 

Thy  disregarded  oath ; 
And  give  me  back  my  mutton  pics. 

And  give  me  back  my  broth. 

"  How  could  you  swear  my  sops  were  nice. 

And  yet  those  sops  forsake  P 
How  could  you  steal  my  earthen  dish. 

And  dare  that  dish  to  break  P 

"  How  could  yon  promise  love  to  me. 

And  give  it  all  to  Nan  ? 
How  could  you  swear  my  goods  were  safe. 
Yet  lose  my  dripping-pan  ? 
103  v^ 
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«  How  coiild  you  wy  my  pouting  lip 

With  purl  and  holUnds  vies  ? 
And  "Why  did  I,  sad,  silly  fool, 

Belieye  your  cursed  lies  ? 

** Those  sops,  alas!  no  more  are  mine, 

Thostf  lips  no  longer  pout ; 
And  dark  and  cold's  the  kitchen  grate,  . 

And  OTery  spark  is  out. 

"  The  hungry  worm  my  master  is. 

His  cook  I  now  remain ; 
C!old  lasts  our  night,  until  that  mom 

Shall  rsise  my  crust  again. 

"The  kitchen  dock  has  warned  me  hence— 

I've  other  fish  to  fry ; 
Low  in  her  grave,  thou  sneaking  cur. 

Behold  Bet  Bouncer  lie." 

The  morning  smil'd,  the  stable  boys 
Their  greasy  night-caps  dofifd; 

Tom  Ostler  scratched  his  aching  head. 
And  swearing,  left  his  loft. 

He  hied  him  to  the  kitchen-grate. 

But  ah,  no  Bet  was  there ; 
He  stretch'd  him  on  the  hearth,  where  erst 

Foot  Betty  plied  her  care. 

And  there  he  sobb'd  Bet  Bouncer's  name. 
And  blew  his  nose  quite  sore  ; 

Then  laid  his  cheek  on  the  cold  hob. 
And  horse  rubb'd  never  more. 
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CONFIDENCE  AND  CBEDIT. 

Thb  day  was  dark,  the  markets  dnll, 
The  'Change  was  thin,  Gbizette$  were  faH, 

And  half  the  town  was  breakit^; 
The  eounter-$ign  of  Co»A  was  •*  StopP* 
JBankert  and  Bankrupt*  shut  up  shop. 

And  honest  hearts  were  aching. 

When  near  the  Bench  my  fancy  'spied 
A  faded  form  with  hasty  stride. 

Beneath  griefs  burden  stooping. 
Her  name  was  Credit,  and  she  said 
Her  father,  Trader  was  lately  dead. 

Her  mother,  Commerce,  droopiug. 

The  smile  that  she  was  wont  to  wear 
Was  withered  by  the  hand  of  care. 

Her  eyes  had  lost  their  lustre ; 
Her  character  was  {;one,  she  said. 
For  basely  she  had  been  betray'd. 

And  nobody  would  trust  hor. 

That  honest  Industry  had  tried 
To  gain  fair  Credit  for  his  bride. 

And  found  the  lady  willing. 
But  ah !  a  Fortune-hunter  came. 
And  Specitpatiob'  was  his  name, 

A  Bake  not  worth  a  shilling/ 

The  villain  was  on  mischief  bent ; 

He  giun'd  both  dad  and  mam's  consent. 

And  then  poor  OredU  smarted ; 
He  filch'd  her  fortune  and  her  fame- 
He  fixed  a  blot  upon  her  name, 

AJid  1^  her  broken-hearted 
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While  thus  poor  Credit  seem'd  to  sigh. 
Her  oolisin  Cottfidenee  came  by. 

(Methinks  he  must  be  clever.) 
For  when  he  whisper'd  in  her  ear, 
Shecheok'd  the  sigh,  she  dried  the  tear. 

And  amJled  as  sweet  as  ever  1 


THE  LUCKY  THOUGHT; 

OB,    THB    DBBAX. 

Ak  old,  licketty,  fidgetty,  unorous  blade,  who  had 
taken  to  himselfi  a  young  wife  had  oo'casion  to  leave 
home,  and  pozsled  his  brains  for  some  place  to  secure 
her  fiddity  in  his  absence.  For,  alas !  the  young  men 
were  such  wicked  wretches  that  he  feared  aome  one  or 
other  might  impose  upon  her  weakness.  This  induced 
him  to  hit  upon  an  expedient  as  novel  as  it  was  ludi- 
crous. He  explained  to  her  the  depravity  of  the  age ; 
and,  as  a  security  against  any  male  entering  into  oon- 
Tersation  with  her,  obtained  her  promise  that  she  would 
answer  in  the  negative  to  every  thing  that  a  man  migh  t 
ask  her,  and  with  this  assurance  departed.  A  gentleman 
soon  passed  the  end  of  the  garden  in  which  she  was 

walking,  and  politely  asked,  "  Is  this  my  way  to ?" 

(a  place  not  fifty  yards  fhrther.)  *'  No."  "  Can  you  in- 
form me  which  is  the  road  ?"  **  No.**  **  I  beg  your  par- 
don, madam,  but  did  you  not  misunderstand  me?" 
"  No."  "  Beally  it  is  strange,  is  it  not  ?"  "  No."  The 
spark,  surprised  at  so  nuuay  negatives,  thought  to  turn 
them  to  accoxmt.  "  Madam,"  said  he,  **have  you  any 
objection  to  my  sittiag  down  ?"  "  No."  **  Will  you  be 
angry  if  I  enter  the  house  ?"  **  No."  The  gentleman 
now  knew  his  customer;  found  "no"  as  convenient  as 
"yes,"  and  after  enjoying  many  unexpected  and  agree- 
able civilities,  exchanged  rings  vrith   his  charmer,  and 
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took  his  leave.  Old  Frostwig  returned,  and  believed 
hia  wife  when  she  informed  him  that  she  had  never  ut- 
tered "  yes"  to  the  most  trifling  qnestion  firom  a  man 
in  his  absence.  The  old  boy  had  a  house  in  London,  and 
thither  thej  removed. 

The  gentleman  returned  in  a  few  months,  but  the  bird 
had  flown,  no  one  knew  whither ;  and  the  adventure 
termed  one  of  his  most  amusing  stories  in  most  compa- 
nies. One  day,  after  dinmg  with  an  old  fHend,  who 
had  recently  introduced  his  lady  to  company,  he  began 
to  relate  the  story.  He  had  already  enumerated  three 
parts  of  the  negatives  and  civilities  he  received.  The 
host  rubbed  up  his  wig,  and  appeared  impatient.  The 
lady  of  the  house  fidgetted  about,  and  at  length  observ* 
mg  thathervisitor  must  be  thirsty,  nearly  forced  a  glass 
of  wine  down  his  throat,  in  which  to  his  astonishment, 
he  discovered  the  identical  ring  he  had  exchanged  with 
the  object  of  his  narrative.  He  had  gone  too  far  for 
the  host's  peace  of  mind;  everything  coincided  so 
exactly,  that  nothing  but  confusion  was  anticipated. 
<*  Well  well,  "  said  the  host  impatiently,  **  go  on :  what 
then,  yfhttt  then?"  <*  Why  then  I  awoke,  and  found 
my  servant  John  had  been  calling  me  till  he  was  tired, 
as  it  was  past  ten  o'dock." 


ElfCOBEl    ENCORE!    ENCOBE ! 

Thsough  life's  pursuit,  whate'er  we  start. 

Whatever  rank  sustain. 
We  wish,  if  well  we  play  our  part. 

To  play  it  o'er  again. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  young  the  old. 

E'er  yet  the  scene  be  o'er, 
Bejoice  when  by  their  country  told 

To  act  that  same  encore !    . 


Digitized  by  Google 


8^  COMIC  SOlfOSy 

Greatly  done,  nobly  won. 
Honour's  guide,  nation's  pride. 
Bravely  stormed,  well  performed, 
Eneore!  enoOTel  encore! 

Still,  though  with  humble  talents  graoed, 

Hope  animates  our  cause ; 
For  fancied  wit,  or  shape,  or  taste. 

We  smirk,  and  ask  applause ; 
The  maid  and  mistress,  clown  and  fop. 

Tour  favourite  sables  implore. 
Who  stnim  the  harp,  or  twirl  the  mop. 
All  seek  the  word  encore. 

What  a  maid— who's  afraid. 
Finger  voice— take  your  choice. 
Flounces,  frills,  shaves,  and  trills. 
Encore!  encore!  encore! 

The  brown,  the  £ur,  the  squab,  the  lank, 

Their  sev'ral  charms  expose. 
Whether  a  dumpling  or  a  pltuik. 

All  move  as  fashion  goes  ; 
Flat  pancake  miss,  in  clothes  tight  bound. 

Her  flatness  mark  the  more ; 
And  miss,  not  quite  so  long  as  roundt 
A  breast-work  adds,  encore  I 
What  a  taste— such  a  waist  I 
Each  in  vrig— how  they  jig 
O'to  the  ground— round  and  sound. 
Encore  I  encore!  encore ! 

Bobby,  the  crop,  the  buck,  the  beau. 

Scorns  science,  learning,  pelf; 
What  does  h^ove  then?  Ladies?  No; 

He  only  loves  himself. 
Though  &ce  from  gold,  his  manners  provo 

He  has  some  brass  in  store; 
And  when  you  praise  what  most  he  loves, 

■*Te  echoes  your  encore. 
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Tifl,  in  tmth— «uoh  a  youth. 
With  his  dock— stock  and  block  i 
How  he  walks— how  he  talks. 
Encore !  encore !  encore ! 

Some  good  we  can't  enjoj  too  long. 

Could  that  come  o'er  again  ; 
I  mean,  and  you'll  approve  mj  song. 

Our  sovereign's  happj  reign; 
Me  I  whose  glad  life  for  you  is  spent. 

To  rouse  exertion  more. 
Perhaps,  with  these  poor  strains  content* 
You  11  kindly  say  encore  1 

That's  the  thing— bless  the  kin  if. 
Whilst  you  live— would  you  thrive^ 
Kight  and  day  roar  away 
Encore!  encore  1  encore  1 


THE  MONK  AND  THE  JEW. 

xO  make  new  converts  truly  blest, 
A  r^ipe — Frobatum  est. 
Stem  winter,  clad  in  frost  and  snow. 
Had  now  forbade  the  streams  to  flow; 
And  skating  peasants  swiftly  glide 
Like  swallows  o'er  the  slippery  tide  ; 
When  MordecM — upon  whose  face 
The  synagogue  you  plain  might  trace— 
Fortune,  with  smiles  deceitful,  bore 
To  a  curs'd  hole,  but  late  skinn'd  o'er; 
Down  plumps  the  Jew;  but  in  a  trice, 
Rising,  he  caught  the  friendly  ice : 
He  gasp'd ;  he  yell'd  a  hideous  cry; 
No  friendly  help,  alas !  was  nigh. 
Save  a  poor  Monk,  who  quickly  ran 
To  snatch  from  death  a  drowning  man  i 
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Bat  when  the  holy  father  mw 

A  limb  of  the  Mosaic  law. 

His  outstretch'd  hand  h«  qoiok  withdrew. 

*  For  Heaven's  sake  help  !*  exclaims  the  Jew» 

'Tom  Christian  first!'  the  Father  cries. 

<  Fm  froze  to  death !'  "the  Jew  replies. 

'  Frose  t*  quoth  the  Monk,  'too  sopn  you'U  tuow 
There's  fire  enough  for  Jews  below; 
Senounoe  your  unbelieving^crew. 
And  help  is  near.*    <  I  do !  I  do  !* 

<  Damn  all  yoor  brethren,  great  aod  small.' 
'With  all  my  heart:  Oh  I  damn  'em  aH ! 
Kow  help  me  out.'  <  There's  one  thing  more : 
Salute  this  cross  and  Christ  adore  I' 
'There!  there!  I  Christ  adore !'  "I^wellj 
Thus  arm'd,  defiance  bid  to  hell  I— 

And  yet,  another  thing  remains. 
To  guard  against  eternal  pains. 
Do  you  onr  Papal  Father  hold 
Heaven's  vicar,  and  believe  all  told 
By  Holy  Church?'—'  I  do  by  G-dl' 
One  moment  more  I'm  food  for  cod ! 
Drag,  draw  me  out— I  freeze ;  I  die !' 

<  Your  peace,  my  friend,  is  made  on  hig^  i 
Foil  absolution  here  I  give ; 

Saint  Peter  will  your  sool  receive. 
Wash'd  clean  from  sin,  and  duly  shnvcn. 
New  converts  always  go  to  heaven. 
No  hour  for  death  so  fit  as  this ; 
Thus,  thus,  I  laundi  you  into  bliss.' 
So  said,  the  Father  in  a  trice 
His  convert  launch'd  beneath  the  ice ! 
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TEDDY  O'BBIAITS  ADVENTURES. 

Air— "  Be  a  good  Boy," 

"Wvxs  I  ^Jh»  at  home,  in  old  Ireland,  eo  frisky, 
From  morning  to  night,  faith,  I  swigged  at  the  whiskey  ; 
I  oft  got  bund  drunk,  euro,  and  that  is  the  way 
To  see  all  things  doable,  I've  heard  people  say. 
One  day,  in  this  state,  sure,  I  went  to  my  Shelah, 
And  with  my  sheUelagh  I  rang  each  a  peal,  ah ! 
Arrah,  Teddy,  says  she,  you're  a  comical  bore. 
But  don't  you  be  after,  now,  breaking  the  door. 

Spokxv.]  Ooh,  sure !  now,  says  she,  Teddy  O'Brian, 
andwillyoube  after  being  aisy,  now,  till  I  open  the 
door  P— Och,  bad  luck  to  you,  says  I,  if  you're  going  to 
be  after  keeping  me  outside  all  night :  just  let  me  be 
after  coming  in,  and  set  down  tiU  you  open  the  door  :— 
■o,  after  a  little  blamey>  I  got  her  to  let  me  in  t— so  I 
bolted  into  the  parlour,  and  when  I  sat  down  I  stood 
iq^  and  said— Ooh,  my  dear,  darling  Shelah,  says  I,  if  I 
hav'n't  been  drinking  your  health  in  a  noggin  of  the 
orator,  and  success  to  your  beautifbl  eyes,  (for,  you 
must  know,  my  Shelah  had  two  elegant  eyes,  only  the 
misfortune  was,  she  could  never  see  out  of  one  of  them 
at  all,  at  all,  faith,  and  she  oouldnt  see  out  of  the  other 
either  when  she  swigged  at  the  cratur !)  but,  Shelah, 
said  I,— Who  was  that  talktug  to  you  when  I  thumped 
at  the  door  P—Oh,  may  whiskey  be  my  poison,  says  she, 
if  it  was  any  body  at  all,  at  all.— Ooh,  Shelidi,  says  I, 
don't  be  tdtet  cramming  me ;  so  with  that  I  got  xrp,  and 
kwked  in  the  other  room,  and  there  was  Looney  Mao- 
twolter ;  so  I  began  to  lay  my  shellelagh  about  him, 
sure,  and  he  slipped  about  like  a  live  eel  after  it's  dead ; 
and  he  just  stood  long  enough  to  take  to  his  heels.— 
Och,  says  Shelah,  and  what  are  you  beating  the  man 
for  ?— Sure,  says  I,  I  am  only  doing  what  you  was— 
amusing  myself  with  nobocfy  at  all,  at  all;  but  good 
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night,  Shelfth  t — Och,  and  wd'nt  7011  be  aiter  rtaying 
with  me,  mj  darling?   says  she.— Oh,    no,  if  jou  oafcoh 
me  here  again,  I'll  give  yon  leave  to  spoil  my  singing— 
Too  ral  lal  loo,  &o. 

So  I  clapped  all  my  proper^  top  of  my  back, 
And  off,  sure,  to  England  I  set  in  a  crack, 
Where  I  met  an  old  friend,  Mr.  Dermot  O'Shee, 
Who  never  before  was  acquainted  with  me. 
Och  I   says  he, — What  d'ye  come  for,  my  nate  little 

honey? 
Says  I, — Nothing  at  all,  my  dear  sonl,  bnt  the  money  I 
Anrah,  Teddy,  says  he,— you're  a  comical  gill, — 
Bat  wo'n't  you  be  after  now  taking  a  swill  ? 

Spoxiw.]  Och,  come  along,  my  deta  fellow,  and  wo 
irill  be  after  magging  oorselves  ovct  a  noggin. — Bat, 
Teddy,  and  what  is  it  you're  after  maning  to  do? — 
Och,  sure,  says  I,  and  don't  I  mane  to  be  after  nwad- 
ing  the  roads  ?— Och,  the  devil  born  me,  says  he,  but 
they've  got  a  new  way  of  making  roads  by  breaking 
them  to  pieces. — Now  you  don't  be  humming  me,  said 
I.— Och,  by  my  soul,  said  be,  but  it's  true  j  and  they 
have  found  out  the  way  h<yw  to  break  the  heart  of  s 
stone !  Sure,  and  that  isn'lT  the  worst  of  it  either,  for, 
bad  luck  to  them,  but  they're  making  cast-iron  ttanet; 
and  they're  going  to  be  after  boring  London  now  wiUi 
a  tunnel.— Och,  said  I,  I  thought  it  was  too  fall  of 
hdUownetB  and  deceit  already;  and  the  tunnel  must  only 
be  an  opening  for  more. — ^Why,  so  it  is,  says  he,  «id 
^<^e  they  keep  on  making  them  so  fast,  we  may  never 
expect  to  be  brought  to  a  eloae  I — Well,  and  what  shall 
I  be  after  doing  now  ?  says  I. —  Och,  Teddy,  and  I'll 
tell  you  -.—don't  be  after  ating  any  thing  at  all  for  a 
week;  and  live  all  the  time  on  bread  and  water;  and 
then,  sure,  you  may  be  after  showing  yourself  for  a  litfing 
skeleton. — Och,  says  I,  but  wo'n't  the  people  be  «{ter 
seeing  into  me  P~Ooh,  never  mind  ttat,  Teddy  .—Well, 
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bat,  Dermot,  what  ^hall  I  say  of  myself  ?~Yoa  mast 
call  yoarself  BoneaU;  say  yoa  come  from  Cortieaj  apo- 
logize for  the  barene$»  of  the  sabject,  and  tell  them  yoa 
are  not  a  bone  for  the  doctors  to  pick,  be  they  ever  so 
inclined ;  and  let  them  know  a  bonus  mast  be  given  for 
admission. — Och,  by  the  powers,  said  I,  and  wo'n't  I 
be  after  doing  it,  and  then  I  shall  be  after  boning  a 
daoent  sum;  but,  Isure,  I  havo  tried  it>  for  this 
week  past,  and  lived  upon  nothing  at  all  but  victuals 
and  drink,  but  the  devil  a  bit  thinner  can  I  get !  and 
so  now,  my  dear  friends,  if  youdcn't  encourage  me  with 
the  work  of  your  own  hands,  you'll  be  after  spoiling  my 
siaging^ 

Too  ral  lal  loo,  &o. 


THE  PAIIH'ER'S  CROSS. 

A  TBisxsuAir  upon  this  intent 

A  porter  to  a  painter  sent ; 

To  wit— his  worship  did  enjoin 

He'd  come  forthwith  to  paint  a  sign. 

The  painter  most  obsequioas  went ; 

The  tradesman  told  him  his  intent — 

"  rd  have  you  paint,"  quoth  he,  "  a  sign ; 

111  spare  no  cost,  so  make  it  fine ; 

What  should  it  be  I'm  at  a  loss ! 

But  what  do  yoa  say,  suppose  a  cross  ?" 

**  Cross!"  quoth  the  pjtinter  "  that  will  show 

Main  fine— a  great  one  sir  I  trow  ?'' 

**The  greatest  you  can  paint,"  replied 

His  worship ;  "  for  I  take  great  pride 

T'excel  my  neighbours  all  I  can  : 

So  make  it  fine,  I  say  again ." 

**  Sir,"  says  the  painter,  "  I'll  obey 
Your  orders,"  and  so  went  away. 
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But  here,  I'll  tell  you,  by-ihe-by. 
The  painter  wbQm  we  here  employ. 
Had  got  (as  a  spread  romonr  teaches) 
A  wife  at  home  that  wore  the  breeches. 
A  scolding  quean,  that  ne'er  possess'd, 
Nor  soflfered  him  a  minute's  rest. 

Now  home  PiU  Oarlick  came,  her  tongue. 
As  usoal,  straight  began,  ding  dong. 
Bat  patiently  he  sits  him  down, 
TVliilst  she,  who  swears  to  break  his  crown, 

Baves  on then  tired,  sat  mute,  when  ho 

Broke  sUenoe  thus  submissively :— 
**  My  dear,  a  oit  did  me  eiOoin, 
From  your  dear  face  to  paint  a  sign.** 
*<  My  face !"  quoth  she,  and  fnrious  then 
Moves  her  cUck  clack  apace  again. 
But  after  many  an  argnment. 
My  surly  lady  gives  consent. 

'Tis  done  j  he  to  the  tradesman  goes— 
•'I've  done,  sir,  what  you  did  propose." 
"  Lord  I"  cries  the  cit,  "  the  painter's  mad; 
I  said  the  cross,  and  not  a  head." 

"A  cross,  I  own,"  says  he,  "you  said. 
The  greatest  too  that  coold  be  made  1 
Tis  here :— for,  sir,  upon  my  life, 
I  know  no  greater  than  my  wife." 


ECONOMY-THE  TUBBOT. 

X  TJlLB. 

LosD  EudiiBSs,  walking  to  the  Hall, 

Saw  a  fine  turbot  on  a  stall ; 

'*  How  much  d'ye  ask,  friend,  for  this  fish!" 

"Two  guineas,  sir,"  "Two  guineas  I  pish!" 
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xie  paused,  he  ttonght,  <*  Two  guineas!  sounds  I" 

"  Few  fish  to-day,  sir."  "  Come,  take  pounds ; 

Send  it  v^  quick  to  Bodfotd-square ; 

Here's  a  pound-note— now  mind,  when  thor^ 

Ask  for  ono  pound,  and  say  that's  all— 

My  lady's  eoonomioa]." 

The  fish  was  sent,  my  lady  thought  it 
Superfluous,  but— my  lord  had  bought  it. 
She  paid  one  pound,  and  cried,  "  Od  rat  it  1" 
Yet  could  not  think  the  fish  dear  at  it. 
A  knock  announces  Lady  Tatter, 
Come  for  anhour  to  sit  and  chatter  1 
At  length— *<  My  darling  Lady  E., 
I'm  so  distressed :  you  know  Lord  T., 
Can't  dine  without  fish,  and  'tis  funny. 
There's  none  to  day  for  lore  or  money." 
**  Bless  usj"  cried  Lady  E.,  **two  hours 
Ago  a  turbot  came— lis  yours. 
I  paid  but  thirty  shillings  for  it. 
You'd  say  'twas  dirt  cheap  if  you  saw  it." 
The  barg^  struck— cash  paid— fish  gone— 
My  lord  and  dinner  came  anon  t 
He  stared  to  see  my  ladysnule,^ 
'Twas  idiathe  had  not  seen  some  while : 
There  was  hash'd  beef,  and  leeks  a  boat  full. 
But  tupbot  none ;  my  lord  look'd  donbtfuL 
'*My  dear,  I  think— is  no  fish  come?" 
"  There  is,  love :  leave  the  room  John— mum  I 
I  sold  the  fish,  yon  silly  man : 
I  make  abargain  when  I  can : 
The  fish  which  cost  us  shillings  twentf, 
I  sold  for  thirty,  to  content  ye ; 
For  one  pound  ten,  to  Lady  Tatter ! 
Lord  I  how  you  stare !  why  what's  the  mtvtter  ?' 
.  My  Lord  stared  wide  with  both  his  eyes; 
Down  knife  and  fork  dropt  with  surprise  : 
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**  For  one  pound  ten  to  Lady  Tatter. 

If  she  TTU  flat,  ma'am,  yoa  were  flatter. 

Tvo  pounds  the  turbot  coat.    'Tis  true. 

One  pound  I  paid,  and  one  pound  you." 

"  Two  pounds  1    good  heaireBs !  Why,  then,  say 

It  cost  but  one  pound  ?"  "  Nay,  ma'aa;  nay, 

I  said  not  so,— said  naught  about  it ; 

So,  madam,  you  were  free  to  doubt  it." 

*'  Two  pounds !  good  heavens !  who  could  doubt 

That  the  fish  cost  what  I  Lud  out  f 

'Twould  have  been  madness  (you  may  rate) 

In  such  a  case  to  hesitate." 

"  'Tis  neyer  madness,"  he  replies, 

"To  doubt— I  doubt  my  Tcry  eyes ; 

Had  you  but  doubted  the  prune  cost. 

Ten  shillings  would  not  have  been  lost ; 

Though  you  and  all  the  world  may  rate. 

You  see  *ii»  beat  to  hesUate." 


WIT  MABB  EASY; 

OB,  jl  nnrr  to  wobd  cjltckbss. 

A.— HsBX  comes  B.,  the  lirdicsi,  yet  most  tiresome 
of  word'oatchors.  I  wonder  vbjclhcr  he'll  hare  wit 
enough  to  hear  good  news  of  bis  mistress.  '*  Wdl,  B., 
my  dear  boy,  I  hope  I  see  you  well." 

B.— '*  I  hope  you  do,  my  dear  A.,  otherwiao  yon  hs?e 
lost  your  eyesight." 

A.— "  Good.    Well,  how  *lo  you  do  ?" 

B. — **  How  ?  Why,  as  other  people  do.  Yon  would  not 
have  me  eccentric,  would  you  ?" 

A. — **  Nonsense,  I  mean  how  do  you  find  yourself  ?** 

B .— *'  Find  myself  ?  Where's  the  necessity  of  finding 
myself?    I  have  not  been  lost." 
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A.— "Incorrigible  dog!  come  now,  to  be  <ienous." 
B.—fVomes  closer  to  A.  and  lookt  »«riom.J 
A.—"  Well,  what  now?" 
B.— "  I  am  com^  to  be  serioos." 
A. — "Come  now;  nonsense,   B.,  leave   off  this."— 
(Laying  his  hand  upon  his  arm.) 

B.— (Looking  down  upon  his  arm.J    "  I  can't  leave  off 
this.    It  would  look  very  absurd  to  go  without  a  sleeve." 
A. — **  Ah,  ha  I  You  make  me  laugh  in  spite  of  mjself. 
How  is  Jackson  ?" 

B.—"  The  deuce !  how  is  Jackson?    Well,  I  should 
never  have  thought  of  tiiat !  How  can  Howe  be  Jack- 
son ?  Surname  and  arms,  I  suppose,  of  some  rich,  uncle  P 
I  have  not  seen  him  gazetted." 
A.—"  Good  bye." 

3.— (Detaining  him.J—**  Qood  bye  I  What  a  sudden 
enthusiasm  in  favour  of  some  virtuous  man  of  the  name 
of  Bye !  *  Good  Bgel*  to  think  of  Ascot  standing  at  the 
corner  of  the  street,  doting  aloud  on  the  integrity  of  a 
Mr.  Bye," 

A.—"  Ludicrous  enough.  I  can't  help  laughing,  I  con- 
fess. But  laughing  does  not  always  imply  merriment. 
You  do  not  delight  us.  Jack,  with  these  sort  of  jokes, 
but  ticklo  us,  and  tickling  may  give  pain." 

B — "  Don't  accept  it,  then.  You  need  not  take  every 
thing  that  is  given  you." 

A—"  You'll  want  a  straight-forward  answer  some  day, 
and  then—" 

B. — "  You'll  describe  a  circle  about  me,  before  you 
give  it.    Well,  that's  your  affair,  not  mine.     You'll  as- 
tonish the  natives,  that's  all." 
A.—"  It's  great  nonsense,  you  must  allow." 
B.— "I  can't  sea  why  «^  is  greater  nonsense  than  any 
other  pronoun." 
A.— -(In  despair. J  "  Well,  it's  of  no^se  I  see." 
B. — "  Excuse  me ;  i^  is  of  the  greatest  use.      I  don't 
know  a  part  of  speech,  more  useful.     It  performs  the 
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greatert  ofiloes  of  natnroy  and  contains,  in  fact,  the 
Trh<^  agencj  and  mystery  <^  the  world.  Jt  rains.  H 
is  fine  weatiier.  It  fireeses.  It  thaws.  ^  (which  is 
very  odd)  is  one  o'dock.  It  has  been  very  frequently 
obaerred.  It  goes.  Here  U  goes.  How  goes  U  t  which 
by  the  way/  is  a  translation  fr<nn  the  Latin,  Bo,  i$,  it; 
So,  Igo ;  w,  thou  goest ;  U,  he  or  it  goes.  In  short — ** 
A.—"  In  short,  if  I  wanted  a  dissertation  on  it,  now*t 
the  time  for  it.    Bat  I  don't;  so  good  bye.** 


JACK  OF  ALL  TBADES. 

A  esiTTLBif  Air  onoe,  I'd  a  train  of  my  own, 
Bat  my  train  is  all  docked,  and  I'm  left  all  alonef 
And  now,  as  I  never  had  pride,  though  I'd  pelf, 
dont  mind  becoming  a  servant  myself. 

At  taUe  I  can  wait, 

dean  a  knife,  or  change  a  plate, 
Qoiok  as  thought,  when  there's  company  or  gay  day  | 

Mount  a  nag  behind  my  lord. 

Whene'er  he  goes  abroad. 
Or  dangle  at  the  heels  of  my  lady; 

After  wine-cellar  look. 

Fatten  poultry,  garden,  cook, 
A  monstrous  variety  of  small  tradea ! 

Make  stews,  clean  shoes; 

Fris  a  wig,  killapig; 

Brew,  bake,  broO  a  stake ; 

Clean  house,  milk  cows ; 

Cheese  turn,  butter  chum ; 

Mend  clothes,  dam  hose; 

Bun  of  errand,  O,  I  warrant 
Youll  find  me  complete  Jack  of  all  trades. 
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A  CUmNO  STOKT. 
AiM—Bifum,  Hfuou 

'    I  »ow  lay  before  ye 
A  very  fanny  story  ; 

If  9  of  a  beaa— one  Thomas  Toe, 
Who  lov'd  Miss  Tamer  Tory. 
Indeed  he  did !  oh,  yes  he  did. 
Bomple,  tomple,  toody  iddy» 
Toe  and  Tamer  Tory 

A  milliner  was  she,  sir, 
A  linen  draper  he,  sir. 

Genteel,  polite,  good-looking,  light. 
And  very  much  like  me,  sir  : 

Indeed  he  was !  oh,  yes  he  was ! 

Bnmple  tomple,  &o. 

When'er  they  had  a  meeting. 
With  froit  she  wanted  treating; 

She  thonght  that  loving  was  like  pudding. 
The  proof  was  in  the  eating. 
Indeed  she  did  1  oh,  thatshe  did  ! 

Bnmple,  tmnple,  fto. 
• 
His  time  was  ather  leisure. 
His  shop  was  at  her  pleasure; 

He  served  her  first,  and  gave  her  tmst. 
And  the  very  best  of  measure.' 
Indeed  he  didl  oh,  that  he  didi 

Bomple,  tnmple,  &o 

One  day  he  saw  her  pass,  sir. 
And  bowing  to  the  lass,  sir, 

He  bowed  so  low,  his  head  somehow 
Popped  through  a  pain  of  glass,  sir. 
Indeed  it  did  I  oh,  yes  it  did ! 

Bomple,  tomple,  &c. 
Ifl3  e 
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Ko  face  then  e'er  oonld  match  his; 
To  heal  hia  cats  and  scratches. 

The  doctor  choose  his  cheeks  and  nose 
To  ooTer  with  black  patches. 

Indeed  he  did !  oh,  yes  he  did ! 

Bnmple,  tumple,  &o 

He  after  this  disaster 
Became  Miss  Tory's  langhter; 

And  in  his  shop  he  looks  oat  op'. 
For  she  cat  him  ever  after. 

Indeed  she  did  !  oh,  yes  she  did. 

Bumple,  tomple,  &o 


MACBETH. 
Ai«— "  Madam  JPig'i  gala." 

QOt  boy,  and  thy  good  mistress  tell, 

(She  knows  that  my  parpose  is  cruel,) 
I'd  thank  her  to  tingle  the  bell. 

As  soon  as  she's  heated  my  gruel. 
Ck>,  get  thee  to  bed,  and  repose. 

To  sit  up  s(»late  is  a  scandal ; 
Bat  'ere  you  have  ta'en  off  your  clothes. 

Be  sure  that  you  pot  out  that  candle. 

Bumpti  iddity,  &o. 

My  stars  !  in  the  air  here's  a  Tentfe; 

Vxck.  sure  it  cannot  be  a  hum : 
111  catch  at  the  handle,  odds  Hfe, 

And  then  I  shall  not  cut  my  thonib 
I've  got  him !  no,  at  him  i^in ; 

Oome,  come,  I'm  not  fond  of  these  jokes ; 
This  most  be  some  blade  qfthe  brain, 

Those  wUohee  are  giren  to  hoax. 

Bumpti  iddity,  &c. 
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I've  one  in  my  pocket,  I  Vnaw, 

My  wife  left  on  purpose  behind  her  j 
She  bought  this  of  Teddy-heigh>ho, 

The  poor  Caledonian  grinder. 
I  see  thee  again  I  o'er  thy  middle 

Large  dropsof  red  blood  now  are  q[rfUed, 
Just  as  much  as  to  say  diddle,  diddle, 

Ck}od  Duncan,  pray  oome  and  be  InUed. 

Bumpti  iddity,  &c. 

It  leads  to  his  chamber,  I  swear; 

I  tremble  and  quake  every  joint ; 
No  dog,  at  the  soent  of  a  hare. 

Ever  yet  made  a  cleverer  point. 
Ah,  no !  twas  a  dagger  of  straw. 

Give  me  blinkers,  to  savame  from  starting ; 
The  knife  that  I  thought  that  I  saw 

Was  nought  but  my  tjf«  Betty  Martin. 

Bumpty  iddity,  &o. 

Now,  o'er  this  terrestrial  hive, 

A  life  paralytic  is  spread 
For  While  the  one  half  is  alive. 

The  other  is  sleepy  and  dead. 
King  Dunean  in  grand  majesty. 

Has  got  my  state  bed  for  a  snooze 
Vye  lent  him  my  alippert,  so  I 

May  certainly  stand  in  hie  shoes, 

Bumpty  iddity, 

Blow  softly,  ye  murmuring  gales. 

Ye  feet  rouse  no  echo  in  walking. 
For,  though  a  dead  man  tells  no  tales, 

JDead  walls  are  much  given  to  talking, 
niis  knife  shall  be  in  at  the  Death, 

Vn  stick  Mm  then  off  safely  get. 
Ones  the  world,  this  could  not  be  Macbeth, 

For  he'd  ne'er  stick  at  anything  yet. 

Bumpty  iddity,  &o» 
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Hark !  hark!  'tis  fhe  signal,  hjgolet. 

It  sounds  Hke  %  fimeral  kndl ; 
O,  hear  it  not,  Bnncan,  it  tolls 

To  call  thee  to  heaven  or  helL 
Or,  if  you  to  heav'n  wo'n't  fly, 

Bnt  rather  prefer  Pinto's  ether. 
Only  wait  a  few  years  till  I  die, 

Aad  we'Ugo  to  the  deml  together, 

Bompty  iddity,  fto. 


DIALOGUB  BETWEEN  HAITOS  AND  FEET. 

Handi.  Nov,  cousin  Feet»  as  we  have  lived  so  many 
years  in  amity,  what  do  yon  think  if  we  were  to  oonyerse 
"h  little  together,  on  our  past  conduct  f 

Feet.  I  hate  to  think  of  what  is  past— I  hate  to  talk  of 
what  is  past;— I  always  like  to  look  forward. 

Sande.  So  far  you  are  a  philosopher. 

Feet.  Yes,  I'm  descended  from  a  celebrated  sect;  the 
Peripatetics  were  all  pedestrians. 

Sonde.  But  a  little  conyersation  can  do  ns  no  harm. 

Feet.  Proceed. 

Sonde.  You  recollect  that  I  once  stole  a  pair  of  shoes 
for  you. 

Feet.  What  then  P 

Sonde.  You  walked  off  with  tnem. 

Feet.  Or  rather  ran  off;  for,  if  I  had  not,  you  would 
haye  been  caught  in  manue,  as  the  lawyers  sajr. 

Sonde.  But  you  never  stole  a  pair  of  gloves  for  me. 

Feet.  But  I  was  fettet'd  for  the  gloves  you  stole  for 
yoursdf. 

Sonde,  And  I  was  handcuffed  for  fl^o  shoes  I  stole 
for  you. 

Feet.  Didn't  I  hick  the  fellow  that  hondcuffed  you  P 

Sonde,  And  didn't  I  ci{ff  the  fellow  that  fettered  you  P 
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Feci*  80  far  we  acted  like  swora  brothers.  I  hope 
yon  don't  fbrget  that  I  was  put  in  the  stocks  for  the 
bottle  of  brandj  jou  stole. 

Sands,  That  bottle  was  for  our  ihroat^ova  oommon 
finend. 

Feet,  I  am  afraid  our  poor  throat  will  pay  for  all,  at 
last. 

Samde.  Awaj  with  yonr  predictions !  You  say  you 
like  to  look  forward;  yon  should  sometimes  look  behind 
you. 

Feet,  No,  I  leave  that  to  my  heel$, 

Sande,  Li  all  our  transactions  I  never  betrayed  you. 

Feet.  Do  yon  mean  to  say  that  I  betrayed  you  P 

SaTuU.  Bemember  the  great  snow. 

Feet,  True ;    I  was  traced,  and  we  were  caught.— 
Didn't  I  assist  yon,  however,  to  scale  the  wall  ? 
Sands.  You  did — and  to  swim  the  river. 
Feet,  Yes— and  to  climb  the  tree. 

Sands,  Don't  talk  of  trees— trees  have  been  fatal  to 
aien  of  our  professions. 

Feet.  And  will  be  so,  I  Ibar.  Since  yon  have  touched 
on  old  sores,  it  has  note  scaped  your  memory,  I  believe, 
that  before  yon  entered  on  your  present  line  of  life,  you 
signed  a  warrant  of  attomej,  by  which  you  got  us  all, 
back,  belly,  and  bones,  into  a  stone  doublet. 

Sands.  It  was  in  that  very  stone  doublet  I  learned 
all  vaj  tricks. 

Feet.  I  wish  you  could  unlearn  them,  but  that,  I  see, 
is  impossible;  let  me  advise  you  now,  in  future,  to 
avoid  all  attorneys,  and  warrants  of  attorney;  and  if 
ever  you  are  called  upon  to  put  your  mark  to  any 
bond,  bill,  or  note,  let  it  appear  on  the  left  side; 
though  it  may  not  be  so  honourable  a  post  as  on  tho 
right,  yetyou'U  find  it  a  less  dangerous  one. 

Sands.  True,  but  I  am  surprised  you  should  presume 
to  give  advice  to  yonr  betters ! 

Feet,  Betters !  I  am  descended,  Mr.  Sands,  from  the 
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anoient  fimdlf  <^ theZe^:  jonare,  it  i»<Tae,  deeoMMled 
from  tlie  proad  ftunily  of  the  Amu :  both  have  bled  in 
the  CMue  of  their  countxy,  and  when  youn  could  no 
longer  matain  the  fight,  mine  have  borne  tiiem.  off  the 
tented  field  in  safety.  I  know  the  SpincUeahankt  claim 
kindred  as  a  branch  of  my  ancestors,  and  thej  are  a 
disgrace  to  it ;  we  are  prond,  however,  to  acknowlege 
our  obligations  to  Mr.  Deputy  OcJt,  a  eotmd  race,  the 
pride  of  Old  England,  and  the  g^ory  of  CaielseaCoUege.  - 

JZoNib.  Come,  come,  our  ancestors  are  equally  iUus- 
tiious.    But  in  point  of  education— I  can  write. 

Feet.  And  I  can  leave  my  mark.  Hasn't  Ibrgery 
brought  many  a  man  to  the  gallows  P  ^ 

Mands.  And  hasn't  oxxufalee  step  often  done  thesame  f 
—A  truce,  a  truce  I— let  us  forget  all  that  is  past— let 
us  act  in  concert  in  future. 

Feet.  With  all  my  heart :  TU  engage  that  you'll  never 
attempt  to  put  any  plan  into  execution  that  you  won't  ■ 
find  me  at  the  bottom  of  it ;  if  you  have  a  horse,  asm 
my  heels,  and  you'll  outstrip  the  wind ;  or  if  yon  trust 
to  me,  yon'll  find  that  PU  leavB  our  pursuers  far  behind. 


A  NEW  BUISTDLE  OP  WANTS. 

I'LL  sing  you  a  song  about  wants. 

It's  a  song  that  you're  wanting  of  me, 
I  don't  want  to  make  you  all  sad. 

But  I  want  to  add  much  to  you're  glee. 
We  all  of  us  wants  have  enough 

Through  this  life  as  we  travel  along. 
And  my  first  and  my  greatest  of  wants. 

Is— I  want  to  please  yon  with  my  song. 

A  man  that's  in  want  of  a  place. 
You'll  say  that  no  fate  can  be  worse  j 

A  man  that's  in  want  of  some  money. 
He's  not  much  in  want  of  a  purse. 
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A  man  that'i  in  want  of  his  ceetb* 
Had  better  give  OTer  nut-oraoking ; 

And  he  that  wants  shoes  to  his  feet, 
Need'nt  lay  out  his  money  in  blacking. 

The  ladies,  Lord  bless''em !  hare  wants, 

I  hope  they'll  not  take  it  amiss ; 
Little  miss  wants  to  be  fat  mamma. 

Fat  mamma  wants  to  be  little  miss  ; 
The  old  ones  they  want  to  be  wed. 

The  young  ones  to  flirt  with  their  beanx, 
Bnt  I'm  certain  that  both  old  and  young 

Have  long  been  in  want  of  more  clothes. 

A  man  that's  in  want  of  tobacco. 

He  cannot  want  much  with  a  pipe; 
And  he  that's  in  want  of  a  dinner 

May  want  hal£a  yard  of  fat  tripe ; 
The  man  that  has  corns  on  his  toes, 

Wants  a  smooth  road  instead  of  a  rough; 
And  the  man  that*8  no  nose  on  his  face 

Must  want  a  new  way  to  take  snuff. 

The  man  that's  in  want  of  a  leg 

WiU  make  but  a  very  poor  runner ; 
And  he  that's  in  want  of  an  eye 

WiU  make  but  a  pitiful  gunner. 
Our  enemies'  wants  are  supplied, 

British  soldiers  will  keep  them  retreating. 
Our  generals  gave  'em  their  wants. 

For  they  gave  them  a  terrible  beating. 
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THE  EXCISEMAITS  DISASTEUj 

OB,  DxvsnoK  nr  m  tix-m. 

An— «*  Chevjf  duue." 

God  prosper  lon^onr  noble  sdves. 

Oar  wires  and  children  all; 
A-nd  grant,  in  pits  of  wajward  elves, 

Kor  we,  nor  thej,  maj  fkll. 

To  gange  the  bnb,  and  sound  the  cask 

Old  Dipstick  took  his  way; 
Employed  in  sii^rrisOT's  task, 

All  on  a  summer's  day. 

With  ink-horn  hung  to  button-hols 

And  eke  in  pouch  his  book. 
He  once  upon  a  tanner  stole. 

His  hides  to  overlook. 

For  strict  the  statue  was,  he  knew, 

If  sidns  illegsl  went ; 
And  twelve  hoars'  notice  (when  he  drew) 

Neglected,  caused  extent. 

When,  omen  dire !  at  high  noon-tide, 

Whisk'd  o'er  his  head  a  bat ; 
And,  heedless,  casting  eyes  aside^ 

He  plumpt  into  a  vat  I 

< Murder,  I'm  drowned!*  old  Dipstick  cried 
While  floundering  like  a  trout; 

«  A  death  like  this  I  can't  abide. 
Help,  murder  1  drag  me  out !' 

When,  lo !  the  tannor  straightway  came, 

An'd  thus,  deriding,  spoke ; 
«  To  break  the  laws  I'll  bear  no  blame. 

So  there  you  needs  must  soak.' 
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*  Vot  ore  one  hide  I  deign  to  dxmw. 

From  oat  one  tan-pit  bere, 
Twelre  hoars'  fall  notioe,  bj  the  law. 
On  'dse-book  mast  appear  | 

*  So  take  joar  pen,  and  mark  it  down, 

Tis  fair  and  legal  warning. 
And  as  'tis  six  i'  the  afternoon, 
I'll  oome  at  six  i'  the  morning  | 

And  then,  if  here,  alire  or  dead, 
Mj  word  yon  need  not  donljt. 
Of  all  ez^heqaering  tree'trom  'dread, 
I'll  draw  joar  Hodsack  oat.' 

Twelve  hoars !'  (qaoth  Dip,)  *  O  eorse  the  laws 
Ko  notice  shall  be  taken  ; 
rn  bam  my  books,  so  do' not  paose. 
Bat  help  and  save  my  bacon.' 

"When,  lo  I  a  mastiff,  strong  andyoong. 

Of  Newfoandland  the  breed. 
Into  the  barky-pickUag  sprang. 

And  proved  poor  Dip's  God-speed 

For,  fastening  on  him  by  the  hair. 

He  dragged  him  oat  amain ; 
Bo  Death,  for  onoe,  his  prey  did  spare, 

Thoagh  seldom  in  soch  vein. 

Bat  harder  was  the  tanner's  heart 
^  Than  boU's  or  ballook's  hide ; 
"Nor  wonld  he  with  the  gnsger  pait 
From  off  the  tan-pit's  side, 

TOl  book  was  bomt,  aad  entries  aS, 

•  For,  now,*  says  he,  *  all's  over, 
Yoa  next  may  seek;  at  duty's  call. 

To  exoheqaer  honest  Bover.* 
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And  thus,  of  all  aeoouiU  beresred. 

Poor  Dipstick  wailed  liis  case ; 
For  though*  *tis  troe,  his  lifo  was  saTod* 

Alas  I  he  lost  his  place. 

Ck}d  prosper  long  our  noble  selves,  &c. 


THB  PABLIAMENT  MAN. 

Hkib  !  hear !  hear !  each  eompeer 

Haying  met  once  more  together. 
And  you'll  know,  ere  we  go. 

How  I  plead  mj  cause. 
Public  q>eakers,  pension  seekers. 

As  uncertain  as  the  weather  ^ 
A  descendant,  independent. 

Speaks  for  mere  applause. 

SP0KXir.3  In  broaching  the  preset  question  before 
the  honourable  members  of  this  house,  I  anticipate  that 
liberalitj  which  marks  both  the  national  character  and 
her  acknowledged  magnanimity ;  but  I  shall  place  my 
position,  without  going  orer  the  usual  ground.  Love, 
Mr.  Speaker,  occupies  the  heads  and  the  hearts  of  many 
millions  of  the  population  of  this  brilliant  empire.  As 
Englishmen,  we  are  called  upon  to  protect  tiie  ancient 
feelings  of  our  forefathers,  and  what  feeling  is  there 
more  ancient  than  the  tender  passion  ?  'Tis  the  soldier's 
stimulus;  the  sailor's  reward;  the  solace  of  kings, 
lords,  and  commons;  thereby  inyolving  the  general 
happiness  of  mankind.  (Heart  ^ear,  hear.)  Marriage, 
Mr.  Speaker,  is  its  best  security;  to  effect  which,  I 
shall  call  to  my  aid,  banns,  license,  and  even  a  trip  to 
the  Tweed.  My  life  is  my  country's,  and  I  devote  it  to 
her ;  but  my  heart  is  my  mistress's,  its  vitality  my  ho- 
nour; if  I  stain  either,  my  reward  be  the  reward  of  a 
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traitor.    (Sear,  hear,  hear.)    Come,  that's  pretty  well 
for  a  maiden  speech. 

Hear  I  hear  !  hear  f  &o. 

Hear!  hear!  hear! 
.  To  content  parliament. 

And  prove  worth j  of  my  station^ 
Friend  or  foe,  con  or  pro, 

^e'er  shall  bribe  my  wilL 
Ever  steady,  always  ready 

To  assist  or  aid  the  nation } 
But  onr  ttse  is,  'gainst  abuses 

To  bring  in  a  bill. 

SpoKBif.]  I  rise  to  assure  the  honourable  member 
who  spoke  last,  that  I  shall  give  all  my  support  to  his 
tax  ux>on  quacks,  in  order  to  prop  the  jrillars  by  pulling 
down  the  caterpillars  of  every  profession,  via.  quack 
lawyers,  quack  doctors,  quack  players,  quack  parsons, 
quack  poets,  and  quack  members ;  all  of  whom  tax  the 
public  by  vending  a  spurious  commodity.  The  manner 
in  which  I  purpose  levying  this  tax  will,  I  hope,  be 
eonsidwed  a  national  good :  I  would  have  the  quack 
lawyer  without  a  fee,  the  quack  doctor  without  a  pa- 
tient, the  quack  player  without  a  plaudit,  the  quack* 
parson  without  a  pulpit,  the  quack  poet  without  a 
printer,  and  the  quack  member  without  a  seat.  These 
honours  I'd  strip  from  the  shadow  of  genius,  in  order 
to  crown  the  substance.  We  should  then  have  learned 
lawyers,  skilful  doctors,  original  players,  pious  parsons, 
sound  poets,  and,  for  the  honour  of  the  nation,  sound 
members  to  support  our  sound  constitution. 

Hear!  hear!  hearl  &o. 

Hear!  hear!  hea^I 
Ere  v©  turn  to  adjourn 
Business  till  another  meeting 
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I  must  call  one  and  all 

To  a  potent  case. 
Order,  order  1  call  to  order, 

While  the  subject  I  un  treating 
If  not  carried,  when  'tis  pazzied, 
111  resign  mj  place. 
SvoKSV.]  Mr.  Speaker,  the  faooess  of  the  presen. 
qoestioin  is  the  darling  object  of  mj  heart,  and  the 
most  inorednlons  will  believe,  when  I  assert,  by  the  ho- 
nour of  xaj  seat,  that  I  feel  deeply  interested  for  the 
argument  of  to-night ;  and,  therefore,  prctfess  myself 
highly  flattered  in  seeing  the  House  so  well  attended, 
haying  called  the  eyes  of  the  public  to  the  bill  of  this 
evening :  I  oppose  the  standing  order  for  the  exclusion 
of  strangers,  and,  in  case  of  a  division,  see  no  cause 
for  clearing  the  gallery.  A  division  or  no  division,  that 
is  the  question  ?  as  many  as  are  content,  say  aye  1  the 
non-contents,  no  I  the  contents  have  it,  the  content's 
have  it. 

Hear  1  hear  I  hear  I  &c. 


POOB  WILL  PUTTY. 

Will  Putty  was  a  glazier  bold. 
Whose  head  was  of  the  putty  mould; 
He  went  a-courting  to  a  scold, 

Ei  tiddle  lol,  poor  Putty  I 

To  turn  she  smooth  as  glass  appears. 

But  took  him  in,  all  unawares. 

For,  married,  soon  she  broke  aU  squaresi 

Bi  tiddle  lol,  poor  Patty ! 

But  glass  is  brittle,  we  all  know, 
And  Billy  soon  he  foimd  it  so, 
Por  Mrs.  Putty  had  a  beau, 

Ri  tiddle  lol,  ')oor  Putty  I 
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He  found  it  out,  and  words  arise. 
She  broke  his  funlights  bj  surprise, 
Which  means,  she  gave  him  two  black  ejes, 

Ri  tiddle  lol,  poor  Futtjl 

This  filled  with  puns  the  glasier's  head, 
"Who  then  resohred  to  be  imwed. 
And  his  dear  wife  to  Smithfield  led. 

Si  tiddle  lol,  poor  Futtjl 

For  eighteen-penoe  he  sold  her— list  I 

A  parting  kiss  she  would  insist. 

And  picked  his  pocket  while  thej  kissed, 

Bi  tiddle  lol,  poor  Fattjl 

The  eighteen-penoe  paid  the  pin. 
The  bojer  hopped  off  with  a  grin— ^ 
Bill  thought  he'd  took  the  bujer  in, 

Ri  tiddle  lol,  poor  Fattj  I 

But  diamond  here  out  diamond  had, 
BUI*  missed  his  purse,  and  then,  poor  lad. 
He  found  the  eighteen-pence  was  bad! 

Ri  tiddle  lol,  poor  Futty! 


MRS.  JOHNSON. 

Oh,  I  hare  got  a  charming  bride^ 
Through  life  we  both  so  sweetly  glide. 
She's  realty  worth  the  world  beside— 

Her  name  is  Mrs.  Johnson. 
We  both  agree  in  every  firame. 
Bo  one  at  t'other  we  ne'er  blame, 
I'm  humpy,  bandy,  she's  the  same— 

Oh,  loTdv  Mrs.  Johnson. 

So  I  hare,  &o. 
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I  to  the  gin-shop  go  each  dajr, 
A  dozen  drops  I  stow  away, 
I  after  that  at  skittles  plaj. 

And  so  does  Mrs.  Johnson  ! 
I  beat  the  chaps  with  great  delight. 
And  put  the  gatter  out  of  si|^t. 
Then  stagger  home  dead-drank  ait  mght, 

And  so  does  Mrs.  Johnsom  1 

So  I  have,  &o. 

To  "  tree  and  easies"  I  repair: 
Mj  name  is  famous  everjwhere: 
I  very  often  take  the  chair. 

And  so  does  Mrs.  Johnson ! 
Do  you  think  I  pay  my  penny  P  No  I 
I  ohaunts  the  **  Bay  of  Biscay,  O," 
And  like  a  lord  my  backey  blow. 

And  so  does  Mrs.  Joluuon ! 

So  I  have,  &c. 

At  dancing  I  am  quite  a  don ; 
To  twopenny  hops  I  often  run  j 
And  I  can  shuffle  too  like  fun. 

And  so  can  Mrs.  Johnson  t 
At  fighting  I  can  take  my  share  t 
I  am  a  match  for  any  here : 
A  fighting  man  I  am  they  swear. 

And  so  is  Mrs.  Johnson ! 

^  So  Ihave,  &o. 

Among  the  girls  I  sometimes  roam, 
'Bout  which  she  does  not  stamp  and  foam : 
I  often  take  a  lover  home. 

And  so  does  Mrs.  Johnson ! 
In  getting  children  I'm  not  shy^ 
For  modesty  is  all  my  eye : 
I've  got  four  young  *uns  on  the  sly. 

And  so  has  Mrs.  Johnson  I 

So  I  have,  &c. 
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'Bout  dress  I  do  not  care  a  jot : 
Though  once  of  clothes  I  had  a  lot, 
I've  pawned  all  but  the  suit  I're  got. 

And  so  has  Mrs.  Johnson  I . 
Of  trouble  I  have  felt  the  shocks  ! 
And  'ottose  I  fftere  a  cove  sooie  knocks, 
I  twice  have  been  put  into  stocks, 

And  so  has  Mrs.  Johnson! 

So  I  have,  &o. 

So,  all  who  are  to  wedlock  prono^ 
If  jou  its  joys  would  have  alone. 
Select  a  tender  like  jour  own, 

As  I- did  Mrs.  Johnson! 
For  if  your  ways  bring  misery. 
So  long  as  you  can  both  agree, 
As  blest  as  turtle-doves  you'll  be,— 

lake  me  and  Mrs.  Jobiison. 

So  I  have,  &o. 


THE  HAPPY  PAIR. 

A  HATFT  pair,  in  smart  array. 

By  holy  church  united. 
From  London  town,  in  open  «Aay, 

Set  off,  by  love  incited. 

The  day  was  dull,  as  dull  could  be. 

So  (dreaming  of  no  pun). 
Quoth  John,  "  I  hope  my  dear,  that  we 

May  have  a  little  mtn." 

To  which  his  bride,  with  simple  heart 
Replied  ('twas  nature  taught  her) 

«'  Well  I  confess  for  my  own  part, 
I'd  rather  have  a  daughter!" 
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INSTRUCTIONS  TO  COCKNEY  SPORTSBIEir, 

Aix— **  The  Cake-Man," 

Yi  TOimg  oooknej  sportsmen,  so  prime, 

I  prftj  ye,  attend  to  my  song. 
It  8h»Vt  take  np  much  of  your  time, 

For  I  hate  a  ditty  that's  long; 
A  few  hints  I  mean  to  give. 

Which  may  a  small  profit  soon  yield. 
To  yon  who  in  London  can  live. 
Yet  exgoy  the  iportt  qf  (he  field. 

Cockney  sportsmen,  so  prime, 

I  pray  yon  attend  to  my  8ong» 
It  wo'n't  take  np  mnoh  time. 
For  I  hate  a  ditty  that's  long. 

Hy  friends,  in  the  choice  of  a  gon, 

A  barrel  that's  crooked  -preiet, 
A  risk  then  yon  scarcely  can  mn. 

Yon  mnst  hit,  whate'er  should  occur; 
A  level  direct  is  too  hard. 

Although  you  in  London  were  bom  $ 
Then  if  a  good  chance  you  regard. 

Let  your  vieoe  be  curved  like  a  horn. 

Sponir.]  Ay,  ay,  take  'my  advice,  and  youH  do ;  for 
as  the  odds  are  against  your  leveUing  direct,  yon  will 
have  a  ci^tal  chance  with  a  crooked  barrel^  and  bring 
down  your  game  without  much  trouble  to 

Cockney  sportsmen,  ^. 

In  loadinsf  the  old>fashioned  way. 
The  powder^s  put  in  'fore  the  shot, 

But  that's  of  no  moment  I  say, 
You're  free  to  pursue  it  or  not. 
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Your  flints  jon  should  choose  rerj  dull, 

Soarcelj  one  spark  you  require. 
But  cover  them  over  with  wool 

Should  thej  offer  to  throw  out  mmehjkre. 

Spokbk.J  If  jour  flints  have  too  much  fire  they  will, 
inevitably,  scatter,  and,  perhaps,  bum  your  hand  or  your 
nose ;  and  that  wouldn't  answer  at  aU  for 

Cockney  sportsmen,  &o 

When  on  the  ground  lies  the  snow. 

For  A  pointer  there  is  little  need. 
The  dog  that  now  with  you  should  go 

Should  be  of  the  Ne^tfoundland  breed. 
Some  men  shut  one  eye  when  they  aim. 

And  yet  kill,  at  times,  as  they  tell. 
But,  if  you  want  plenty  of  game. 

Shut  both,  and  you'll  shoot  twice  as  well. 

Spoksit.]  Ay,  you'll  find  your  only  pointer  should  be 
a  Newfoundland  dog,  and  be  particularly  careful  to  have 
him  entirely  white,  you'll  then  have  a  good  chance  o ' 
wrpnging  the  enemy. 

Cockney  sportsmen,  &c. 

Blind  should  your  dog  be,  and  lame. 

For,  were  he  too  active,  we  know. 
Perchance,  he  might  put  up  the  game. 

And  that  would  spoil  all  to  do  so  : 
Yet  this  fault  you  easy  may  cure. 

Should  your  dog  be  too  brisk  on  his  pegs. 
Hell  soon  mend  of  that,  to  be  sure. 

If  you  only  tie  up  his  hind  legs. 

BpoKXir.]  I  wonder  the  plan  of  tying  up  a  dog's  hind 
legs  was  never  thought  of  before  s  the  advantage  it 
gives  must  be  obvious  to 

Cockney  sportsmen  &c. 
103  B 
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And  now,  with  regard  to  the  gama. 

Of  what  to  prefer  I  will  sing,— 
Pirst,  the  birds  I  will  name  :— 

The  htrki«8  ore  $trongon  the  toings 
Bat  be  not  to  yoor  shooting  confined, 

A  hen  will  much  pleasure  prodnoe, 
SueTdng  pige  can  run  like  the  wind. 

And  the  best  of  all  shots  is  a  gooee. 

Stokbv.]  Fonltrjis  certainly  good  game;  the  first 
of  September  has  become  as  hostile  tococks  as  Bhrove- 
Toesdaj  was  formeriy.  Parrots  mar,  also,  be  consi- 
dered fkir  game,— onlf  there  is  some  danger  in  shooting 
them  without  breaking  the  windows  or  marking  a  per- 
son's face  like  %  plum  pudding—this  must  bo  left  en- 
tirelj  to  the  dextwity  and  good  management  of 

Cockney  sportsmen,  &c. 


MOteALITT  m  THE  FORETOP. 

Two  real  tars,  whom  duty  called. 

To  watch  in  the  foretop. 
Thus,  one  another  overhauled. 

And  took  a  cheering  drop ; 
« T  Bay,  Win  Hitchway,*  cried  Tom  Tow, 

*  Of  conduct,  what's  your  sort. 
As  through  the  voyage  of  life  we  go. 

To  bring  you  safe  to  port  ?' 

dried  Jack,  'You  lubber,  don't  you  know. 

Our  passions  close  to  reef, 
To  steer  where  honour  points  the  prow. 

The  hand  a  friend's  relief : 
These  anchors  g?t  but  in  your  power. 

My  life  for't  that's  the  sort. 
The  bower,  the  sheet,  and  the  best  bower. 

Must  bring  you  safe  to  port.' 
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*  AVhy,  then,  you're  out,  and  thera's  an  end,* 

Tom  cried  out,  blunt  and  rough ; 
'  Be  good,  be  honest,  serve  a  friend. 

The  maxim's  well  enough; 
Who  swabs  his  brow  at  other's  wo. 

That  tar's  for  me  your  sort ; 
The  vessel  right  a-head  shall  go, 

To  find  a  joyful  port.' 

*  Let  storms  of  life  upon  me  press. 

Misfortunes  make  me  reel. 
Why,  d e,  what's  my  own  distress  ? 

For  others  let  me  feci ; 
Aye,  aye,  if  bound  with  a  fresh  gale 

To  heaven,  that's  your  sort ; 
A  hankcrchiefs  the  best  wet  sail. 

To  bring  you  safe  to  port.' 


I  AM  NOW  A  PEINTEB'S  DEVIL. 

AiB— "P«»  joUy  Dick,  the  Lamplighter,* 

Vu  saucy  Nick,  and,  would  you  know 

My  birth  and  education, 
.111  tell  ye— 'cause  I  likes  to  show 

I'm  not  of  vulgar  nation  t 

*Tis  true  I  never  saw  my  dad. 

But  folks  are  veiy  dvil ; 

They  say  as  how 
He  lives  below. 
Old  Kick  his  name,  like  me,  egad. 
And  I'm  a  Printer's  Devil. 

One  night,  dad  set  a  mount  on  flre» 

At  last  it  'gan  to  groan. 
Then  up  I  flew,  and,  in  the  mire, 

I  fell  a  pumice  stone : 
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Bat  die  I  should  not,  father  swore, 
I'm  sure  'twas  monstrous  civil, 

So  light  and  trim. 
He  made  me  swim. 
Until,  at  last,  I  drove  on  shore. 
And  now  I'm  a  Printer's  Deyil. 

Hj  master.  Inky,  thought,  d'ye  see^ 

To  keep  me  in  my  station. 
But  father's  deeper  far  than  he. 

He's  had  an  education ; 
He  swore  that  I  should  rub  no  more, 

I'm  sure  'twas  monstrous  civil. 

So,  quick  and  straight. 
He  changed  my  gait. 
And  so,  sir,  a^  I  said  before, 

I'm  now  a  Printer's  devil. 


MRS.  RITQOINS  AND  SERGEANT  SCRTIGGIH'S. 
AiB— "  The  Maid  qfZodir 

I  snra  of  Mrs.  Ruggins, 

The>  fairest  of  the  fair ; 
And,  but  for  Sergeant  Scruggins, 

Alone  her  love  would  share : 
She  liked  him  for  his  boldness. 

Likewise  for  his— long  sword : 
And,  though  I  feel  her  coldness, 

I  love  her,  on  my  word. 

Between  the  'Change  and  Savoy 

I  met  my  charming  fair  j 
Just  by  there  was  an  alley, 

Sam  I,  "  Qo  up,  my  dearl** 
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When  up  came  Sergeant  Scruggins, 
And  gave  me  such  a  stare,  ^ 

He  marched  off  Mrs.  Ruggins, 
And  left  me  trembling  there. 

Then  to  my  shop  I  hurried. 

To  ease  my  woful  pain, 
"When  in  came  Katty  Forhead, 

And  BtroTe  my  lore  to  gain ; 
She  took  me  to  her  lodgings. 

She  offered  me  some  beer, 
But  the  thought  of  Sergeant  Scruggins 

Still  made  me  quake  mth  fear. 

I  took  a  dram  to  cheer  me. 

And  went  to  Surrey-street  j 
But  the  devil  there  did  steer  me, 

The  soldier  for  to  meet. 
"  Your  servant,  Sergeant  Scruggins," 

My  faltering  tongue  did  say  j 
I  gave  up  Mrs.  Ruggins, 

And  then  I — ran  away. 


THE  UNION  SOCIErY. 

Am—"  !rhe  Country  Club." 

Oh  I  ours  is  a  society. 
For  humour  and  variety. 

As  any  you'd  wish  to  know] 
Such  a  set  of  rare  men 
You  will  never  meet  again 

If  to  fif^  clubs  you  go. 
English,  Irish,  Welsh,  and  Scotch, 
Altogether  meet  hotch-potch. 
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At  oar  dnbt  sir,  the  Union  bj  nnm», 
*  So,  gentles,  with  your  leave, 

I'll  endeaTour  just  to  give 
A  description  of  the  same. 

SpoKxir.]  Now,  then,  to  proceed  to  bosiness ;  we'll  sop* 
pose  the  company  assembled,  and  all  the  names  called 
over.  Axrah!  my  honies,  says  Teddy  O'Rafferty,  the 
chairman,  are  you  all  here  now ;  them  that  are  missing 
and  all  ?  Ha !  ha !  ha  I  why,  shiver  my  timbers,  cried 
old  Jack  Junk,  if  we  a'nt  got  a  buU-edy  ia  the  chair 
to  night.  Arrah !  be  after  being  aisy  wid  you  now,  oc 
I'll  fine  you,  said  the  chairman.      You  fine   and    be 

d d  to  you,  cried  Jack  :  do  you  think  I'm  going  to 

be  cowed  by  a ?  but  avast,  heaving,  not  so  fast,  Jack^ 

we  hove  in  sight  of  each  other  to  night  to  enjoy  our- 
selves, and  Jack  loves  sport  too  well  to  keep  it  imder 
hatches ;  so  a  truce,  messmates,  heave  out  your  grap- 
pling hooks,  and  I'll  lower  my  topsails.  W^,  weel,  said 
Donald  M'Innes,  we  a'  met  here  for  muckle  h&rmony : 
the  best  thing  ye  can  do,  Maister  Chairman,  will  be  to 
ca'  on  some  yon  for  a  sang.  Arrah  I  my  sweet,  and  wo'n't 
I  be  after  calling  on  Mr.  Junk !  and  then,  I  dare  say, 
he  will  have  no  objection  to  give  us  a  song  at  all,  at  all, 
whether  he  can  or  not.  I  say,  lay  to,  messmates,  if  so 
be  as  how  it's  my  watch  upon  deck  first,  why  here 
goes  my  hearties,  so  have  at  you,  my  brave  boys.  Jack 
Junk  never  flinches. 

What  argufies  jawing,  and  all  that  there  bother, 

'Mongst  friends  all  our  quarrels  are  vain .' 
And  while  all  mankind  can  look  on  one  another, 

May  the  British  flag  fly  at  the  main. 
For  my  king  and  my  country  with  honour  111  fight. 

If  I  fall  'tis  the  chance  of  the  war; 
Good  humour,  grog,  women,  and  bctcca  delight 

The  heart  of  a  true  British  tar. 
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SpoEBir.]  Bravo  I  bravo  I  oobl  by  the  poiren,  cried 
the  chairman ;  sure  now,  and  that  is'nt  enough  to  warm 
the  heart  of  any  Briton  whether  he  was  born  in  Eng- 
land, Ireland,  !Fi*ance,  or  any  where  else ;  or  whether  he 
was'nt  bom  at  all,  at  all !  but  what  shall  we  be  after 
eaying,  Mr.  Junk?  Avast,  shipmate,  avast  heaving 
there,  will  you  ?  and  only  call  me  Jack  Junk,  or  else 
plain  Jack ;  and  don't  mister  me,  'cause  that  lingo  don't 
suit.  Howsumdever,  here  goes  for  a  toast: — Here's 
may  he  who  sheers  off  from  a  signal  of  distress  sail  into 
the  mouth  of  an  enemy.  Bravo  I  bravo  !  Now  I  say, 
messmate  Ponald,  it's  your  watch ;  so  starboard  watch, 
a-hoy,— hear  the  news  there.  Oh!  weel  laddies,  an* 
its  my  turn,  I'll  e'en  endeavour  to  do  my  best.  Cot 
splutter  hur  na^s  I  said  Taffy,  and  if  hur  doeshur  pes^ 
nobody  can  plame  hur,  so  rosin  hur  pow,  and  pegin. 
My  ain  gude  friends  assembled  here. 

Around  the  social  glasses,  O  ! 
The  right  course  may  ye  always  steer. 

Through  life's  intricate  passes,  O ! 
An'  may  ye  oft  assemble  here. 

Where  mirth  and  humour  a'  unite : 
Hay  never  brawls  disturb  our  ehe«r,> 

Whilst  we  support  a  Briton's  right. 
SroKBir.]  Hurra!  bravo  I  ochl  by  my  soul,  myhonej, 
BOW  but  that  was  an  illustrious  aong,  and  now,  my  dariiag, 
nhat  shall  we  be  after  saying,  by  way  of  a  toast? 
Why,  my  good  friends,  I  was  just  going  to  lay, — 

Here's  the  Union  Society, 

May  it  never  cause  satiety 

In  its  progress  on  the  road  to  fame.  , 

.  Tom  Toagh  sang  "  Hearts  of  Oak  j" 
M'Dermot,  "  Teddy  Bourke ;" 
A  doctor  drawled,  "Death  and  the  Ladyj** 
Ap  Williams,  **  Winny  dear, 
Hur  has  lost  hur  heart  hur  fear.'* 
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KexiO'FlaanigliMi  roared,  "  WidowBra^y  I** 
Then  brave  Sandj  M'Colloeh, 
«*  Boy '8  wife  of  AldiTalloch  ;" 
And  others  too  nameroua  to  name. 
80  I'll  give  hor  Taffy's  song. 
And  the  chairman's,  neither  long» 
If  you'll  liiten  to  the  same. 
SpoKBir.]  Oh  1  now,  devil  bum  me.  If  I  mustn't  be 
after  calling  upon  somebody  for  a  song,  so  I  shall  fix 
upon  Mr.  Tafi'y  ap  Morgan  ap  Shenkin  ap  Willdns  ap 
Jones.    Oh!    hur  has  cotcheda  cold,  put  hur  wiU  try 
to  do  what  hur  can.    Shiver  iny  topsails,  don't  stand 
palavering  about  it,— let's  have  it  at  once. 

Hur  tearly  loves  hur  native  Wales ; 

Hur  loves  hur  hut  where  hur  was  pom; 
Hur  tearly  loves  hur  hills  and  vales. 

O'er  wUch  hur  rampled  night  and  morn  t 
Hur  loves  to  meet  good  friends  like  these. 

Who,  like  true  prethren,  all  combine; 
May  all  our  days  be  past  in  peace 

And  unity  at  fHendship's  shrine. 

8rOKBB'.3  Bravo  1  bravo!  ooh!  by  the  powen  ofMoU 
Kelly's  gr^  big  kettle,  but  we  must  be  after  having 
a  toatt  now,  so  be  after  giving  us  a  dacent  one,  Mr. 
Tally.  WeU,  with  all  hur  heart;  here's  may  a  true 
Priton  never  forget  hur  native  home.  Bravo  I  bravo! 
Is  the  toast  gone  round  the  table  P  All  I  all  I  alll  Well, 
now  then,  I'll  be  after  giving  yon  a  nate  bit  of  a  ditty, 
and  then  we'll  divide  ourselves  by  joining  our  wives  and 


Oh  I  finendship's  tho  thing  for  a  nate  Irishman; 
HeU slick  to  his  duty  as  fast  as  he  can. 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 
Hell  fight  for  his  friends,  and  he'll  fight  them  the  while, 
Kow  a  frown  on  his  face,  the  next  minute  a  smile; 
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Bat  here  is  saccess  to  our  true  Union  dab, 
And  all  foreign  enemies  constant  we41  drab. 
With  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 

SpoKSir.]  Hurra !  and  shiver  mj  timbers,  bat  that 
'ore's  what  I  call  a  true  bill;  bat  come  launch  yoor 
toast,  my  hearty,  and  well  splice  the  main-brace;  and 
a'ter  all  that  'ere,  why,  d— — e,  we'll  crowd  aU  sail, 
about  ship,  and  start  with  a  fair  breeze  for  different 
ports.  Well,  gentlemen,  then  I'll  be  after  giving  you 
the  toast,  and  we'll  toss  off  fall  bumpers  to  it.  Here's  all 
the  absent  members  preseut,  and  may  they  be  here  at 
the  next  meeting,  whether  they're  able  to  coma  or  not. 
Well,  that  ere's  what  I  call  a  bit  of  a  bull,  howsumdever. 
Never  mind,  here's,  your  toast,   old  one !  and  if  you 

think  I  haven't  done  justice  to  it,  why,  d e,  we'll 

have  another. 

Huzza,  here's  saccess  to  old  England,  my  lads; 
And  here's  to  the  wearers  of  kilts  and  of  plaids  t 
Arrah  1  lads,  and  I'll  give  yoa  old  Ireland  for  ever 
And  hur  gives  dear  Wales,  and  the  Union  so  oJ'  ■ 

SpOKSir.3  Now,  then  by  way  of  parting,— 

Here's  the  Union  Society, 

THE  INNKEEPER'S  STBATAGEM; 

OB,  XHB  PABSOir  HOAXBD. 

,  801CB  priests  are  like  a  flnger-post 
On  a  6ross-road,  I've  heard  say; 
They  do  not  go  to  heaven  themselves. 
But  merely  point  the  way. 

Whether  with  justice,  I  know  not. 

But  this  I  know  at  least. 
That  in  most  tales  of  carnal  sin. 

The  hero  is  a  priest. 
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In  ft  country  town,  not  fur  from  where 

The  Oase's  torreot  rolls, 
A  parson  dwelt,  and  in  his  set 

Could  boast  of  man  j  toul*. 

And  near  to  where  the  ehorch  did  stand. 
There  stood  an  inn  as  well ; 

But  oppoiite  they  stood  forsooth — 
The  mn  was  called  the  **  Bell." 

The  landlord  had  most  Tisitors, 
On  every  day,  save  one  day. 

But  what  did  grieve  him  now  full  sore. 
Was  seeing  few  on  Sunday. 

The  parscm,  ev'ry  Sabbath  mom. 

An  anath'ma  forth  did  yell 
Against  his  rival,  for  said  he, 

**  The  devil's  in  the  *  BelL* 

"And,  if  yon  ever  catch  me  there 
The  door-sill  one©  beyond — 

111  give  you  leave  to  drag  me  omt. 
And  after,  through  the  porid." 

The  innkeeper  did  hear  of  this. 

And  vow'd,  by  stratagem. 
Before  another  week  had  pass'd. 

To  turn  the  scales  on  him. 

The  landlord  had  a  pretty  wife, 
Whom  parson  Brown  bad  seen ; 

And  who,  because  she  woiddn't  yield 
To  him,  had  wrought  his  spleen. 

By  mutual  wish  they  therefore  {dann'd 

A  letter  she  should  send, 
r*  invite  the  parson  to  her  house. 

And  there  to  gain  his  end. 
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The  letter  said — "  Pray  come  at  nine. 

Precise,  next  Sunday  mom ; 
There  is  no  danger,  dearest,  for 

My  spouse  from  home  la  gone." 

On  Sunday  morn  the  parson  rose 

Right  joyously  at  seven. 
And  hoped  to  spend  two  hours  with  her. 

And  sneak  out  at  eleven. 

The  landlord  therefore  went  from  home, 

To  get  him  in  his  power ; 
Bnt  charged  his  wife  to  move  the  dock 

Backward  at  least  one  hour. 

The  priest  came  in  at  nine  exact. 

At  least,  as  he  believed  ! 
But  star'd  to  see  it  only  eigM, 

But  'was'more  joy'd  than  grieved. 

Half-past  eleven  went  the  clock. 

The  congregation  come, 
*•  Where  is  the  parson  ?"  each  one  cries. 

With  wonderment  quite  dumb. 

Up  mounts  the  landlord  in  his  place, 

"The  reason  I  will  tell : 
Come  hence  with  me— I'll  point  him  ont<» 

The  deviTt  in  the  *BeU.*  " 

All  then  sought  the  "Bell"  with  hrax. 

And  sure  enough  each'  sees, 
A  making  love  to  the  host's  wife. 

The  parson,  on  his  knees ! 

Then  all  of  them  caught  hold  of  him. 

According  to  his  bond ; 
And  with  a  rope  tied  round  his  waist. 

They  dragg'd  him  through  the  pond. 
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The  landlord,  by  this  scheme,  'tis  said. 

Ere  many  weeks  had  roll'd. 
Had  chang^  their  minds  so,  that  his  trade 

Inoreas'd  a  hundred  fold ! 


ALL  m  THE  FAMILY  WAY. 
Jfy  Saiikt  (tre  aUfwnUked  wi£k  Bte$** 

Mt  bonks  are  all  furnished  with  ragfs. 

So  thick — even  Fred  cannot  thin  'em ; 
I've  torn  up  my  old  money  bi^. 

Having  nothings  worth  while  to  put  in  'em. 
My  tradesmen  are  smashing  by  dozens, 

But  this  is  all  nothing,  they  say : 
For  bankrupts,  since  Adam,  are  cousins, 

So,  it's  all  in  the  family-way. 

My  debt  not  a  penny  takes  from  me» 

As  sages  the  matter  explain, — 
Bob  owes  it  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Just  owes  it  to  Bob  back  agun. 
Since  all  have  thus  taken  to  owing. 

There's  nobody  left  that  can  pay} 
And  this  is  the  way  to  keep  going 

AU  quite  in  the  family-way. 

My  senators  vote  away  millions. 

To  put  in  Prosperity's  budget"; 
And,  though  it  were  billions  or  trillions, 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it. 
'Tis  all  but  a  family  hop, 

»Twas  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay  j 
Hands  round !— why  the  deuce  should  we  stop  ? 
Tis  all  in  the  family-way. 
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« 
Hy  labourers  used  to  eat  mntton, 

As  anj  great  man  of  the  stnte  does. 
And  now  the  poor  devils  are  put  on 

Small  rations  of  tea  and  potatoes. 
Bat  oheer  up,  John,  Sawnej,  and  Paddj, 

The  king  is  your  father,  they  say. 
So,  even  if  you  starve  for  your  daddy, 

'Tis  all  in  the  family-way. 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble. 

My  poor  one's  have  little  to  chew; 
And,  even  if  themselves  don't  grumble, 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 
But  coolly  to  fast  enfamiUt 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray ; 
.And  famine  itself  is  genteel 

When  one  starves  in  the  family-wa 

I've  found  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

A  secret  for  next  budget-day ; 
Though  perhaps  he  may  know  it  alreaJ 

As  he,  too,  's  a  sage  in  his  way. 
When  next,  for  the  Treasury  scene,  he 

Announces  *•  Hie  Devil  to  Pay," 
Let  him  write  on  the  bills,  "  Nota  hen*, 

Tis  all  in  the  family- way." 


MILITIA  MUSTER  FOLK. 

AiR—-Voul«z  vou»  dancer, 

ITow  Militia  muster  folk. 

Friends  and  neighbours, 
•  Glory's  labours 
Call  upon  us,  'tis  no  joke. 
Then  bring  your  guns  and  sabres; 
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Or  if  arms  joa  haye  not  got 
Bring  yoor  pitchforks,'  and  what  not«« 

Umbrellas, 

My  good  fellows, 
Bean-stadks,  fishing-rods,  I  wot. 

Bpokbk.]  Ay,  ay,  my  friends  and  neighbours,  we  most 
make  no  distinction  of  the  personages  now.  The  trades- 
man mnst  be  lost  in  the  officer,  the  gentleman  snnk  in 
the  soldier— so  come,  fall  in,  or  we  shall  fall  out— form 
a  line  there,  form  a  line,  if  yon  please.  Why,  bless  me ! 
do  you  call  that  a  line  ?  Why,  you're  zigzag  at  both 
ends,  and  crooked  in  the  middle.  Kow  do,  gentlemen, 
alter.  Neighbour  Gizzard,  don't  you  see  your  inside  is 
quite  hollow,  and  that  it  wants  filling  up.— Yes,  and  so 
would  yours,  if  you'd  come  out  without  your  breakfast, 
as  I  have.— You  should  put  a  biscuit  in  your  pocket, 
when  you  come  to  drill ;  but  come,  we  must  get  on. 
Stand  at  ease  I  Neighbour  Cripplegait,  why  don't  you 
stand  at  ease? — I  can't,  Jiiajor;  for  these  here  last 
breeches  you've  made  me  are  so  tight,  they  screw  me 
like  a  wice.— Well,  send  'em  back  after  exercise,  and 
Ihey  shall  be  let  out.  Now  then,  eyes  right,  you  there 
with  the  spectacles.— I  wish  I  could  put  my  eyes  right, 
Mr.  Officer ;  but  all  your  tactics  won't  alter  my  optics, 
because  you  see  I  squints.— Now,  gentlemen,  you  with 
the' guns,  come  forward.— You  with  the  umbrellas,  wheel 
to  tiie  right.— You  with  the  bean-stalks  and  fishing- 
rods,  turn  to  the  left ;  and  you  with  the  pitch-forki 
and  spits,  go  behind,  and  mind  you  don't  stick  them  in 
aby  one's  stibble  end.  Now  shoulder — I  didn't  say  arms. 
— Well,  but  you  might  have  said  it,  you  know.  FaH 
back,  fall  back,  there.  What  the  devil  do  you  leave  the 
ranks  for.  Pry  P — Only  come  out,  Captain,  to  ask  if  there 
had  been  any  reduction  on  broad  cloths,  and  what  the 
news  were  ?— Pooh,  nonsense !  Farmer  Waddel,  what 
do  yon  do  out  of  the  ranks  ?    Why,  I  bees  going  at 
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command  of  Colontl  Forbet,  to  the  back  of  that  there 
hedge  I— Gentiemen,  vre  shall  never  finish,  if  we  begin 
in  this  manner— fall  in,  fall  back. 

Now,  militia  mnater  folk. 

Friends  and  neighbonrs. 
Glory's  labours 

Call  upon  U3,  'tis  no  joke— 
Then  hey  for  guns  and  sabres. 

The  manoeuvring  now  begins. 
Dressing,  forming. 
Charming,  charming. 

Now  they  exorcise  their  pirs. 
Marching,  counter-marching. 

Now  the  corps  is  at  fault. 

Now  they  wheel,  and  now  they  halt- 
Hours  employing 
In  deploying. 

Till  their  throats  are  parching. 

Spoksw.]  Halt!  halt  I  hiJt!— why,  gentlemen,  you've 
left  the  rearguard  behind.— Yes,  so  we  have,  we're 
beforehand  with  them.— Now,  gentlemen,  we're  going  to 
exercise,  and  in  order  that  all  may  be  correct,  I'll  give 
the  word  from  my  book  of  the:New  System,  "  Rules  and 
regulations  for  regulating  the  rules  l^at  rules  the  rega- 
lars."- Stand  at  ease  1  Attention  I  Shoulder  arms!  Fix 
bayonets !— Why,  Captain,  how  are  we  to  fix  bayonets 
when  our  guns  are  on  our  shoulders  ?— Oh!  I  beg  par- 
don, I've  turned  over  two  leaves  at  once.  Order  arms  I 
Unfix  bayonets !— Why,  we  haven't  fixed  them  yet.  Cap- 
tain.—That's  true,  but  never  mind.  Ground  arms  I 
why,  bless  me,  brother  Falter,  you've  tumbled  down— I 
hope  you  haven't  hurt  yourself  ?— Yes,  I'va  cut  my  nose, 
and  bled  a  bushel,  I  guess.— Yes,  he's  wounded  in  the 
service,  and  shed  blood  in  the  cause,  I  calculate.— Yes, 
and  there's  one  gentleman  has  run  his  bayonet  into  a 
very  tender  part  of  my  frame,  and  I've  only  to  inform 


Digitized  by  GoOgfe 


128  COMIC  SO.NOSy 

this  hare  corps  that  I  am  not  bomb  proof.— 'What  have 
jou  put  up  your  umbrella  for,  Sandy  P—Becaoaa  I  guess 
we  shall  hare  a  pretty  considerable  damn'd  heavy  shower 
of  rain  soon,  and  though  you  may  expect  us  to  be  able 
to  stand  fire,  I  belieTe  there  is  no  rule  to  oblige  us  to 
■tand  water.— Why,  egad,  that's  true,  and  it  is  begin- 
ning to  rain,  sure  enough— forward,  umbrellas  I  shoul- 
der umbrellas  I  fall  in  three  deep!  take  dose  order! 
prepare  umbrellas !  now,  then,  firo  umbrellas  !— that* s 
right— -they  are  all  up— this  is  what  you  may  consider 
covering  the  regiment  with  a  masked  battery— there, 
it's  all  over  now,  so  we'll  go  on  again. 

Yes,  militia  muster  foik. 

Friends  and  neighbours. 

Glory's  labours 
Call  upon  upon  ua,  'tis  no  joke- 
Then  hey  for  guns  and  sabres. 
,    Every  heart  with  ardour  burns. 

Pants  for  glory. 

Lives  in  story. 
Each  all  thought  of  yielding  spurns. 

Like  a  true>bom  Yankee. 
Now  Columbia's  valiant  sons 
Prove  that  they  are  sons  of  guns. 

Fire  and  thunder. 

Spreading  wonder. 
But  no  harm  done,  I  thank  ye. 

8p0KSir.3  Gentlemen,  to  avoid  accidents,  and  perform 
our  evolutions  with  military  precision,  you  in  the  front 
row  must  kneel,  and  you  in  the  second  row  must  stand 
up ;  this  is  what  we  call  platonie  firing; — ^but  mind,  the 
gentbmen  in  the  second  row  are  not  allowed  to  ahoot 
the  gentlemen's  heads  off  in  the  front  row;  and  if  anj 
gentlemen  in  the  front  row  should  fall  down,  the  per- 
sons behind  them  shall  pick  them  up  again.  Now,  re« 
turn  ramrods— Eh!  bless  me.  Master  Clayskull,  whst 
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are  jou  doing  P-Why,  I'tt  returning  my  nmired  to  «ri,l, 
bour  I*n«eu<r;  I  borrowed  it  of  ^ST^t'S^' 

of  yonshonld  bite  yonr  e„trid,e  .t  th^^^rtTL  Z^ 
be  good  enough  to  .pit  the  biJl  out  .g««.-lL  °„iS 
-Who',  that  firing  before  the  time?  for  aJT^I 
Qumk,  prewnt-reaUy,  genUemen.  thi.  i.T%^rf 

-now!  genUemen.  flrel-EeiiUy.  I  neyer  heiKdS 
-regnto  firing  in.  regm.r  regiment. -K.hiC?oi  5 

«»  you  ^  d«nemg  about  in  that  manner  forf-.tLuIrt 
!^i^h  °  ""  »«>.ldtoe.-.houJder  arm.  I 

Bravo,  militia  muster  folk, 

Friends  and  deighbours, 
Glory's  labours 
Call  upon  us,  'tis  no  joke- 
Then  hey  for  guns  and  sabres. 

THEY  SAY  TM  TOO  LITTLE  FOE  AmTTHIKG. 

AiB—"  Jeremy  Diddler.** 
Fbok  a  chHd  IVo  been  subject  to  strife 

My. unlucky  form  seems  to  fit  ill; 
For  I  never  could  get  me  a  wife. 

Because  I'm  so  ugly  and  little  I 
I'm  one  of  those  unthriving  roots. 

Such  a  poor  Uttle  bandy-legg'd  »kinny  thing. 
That  I'm  scarcely  four  feet  in  my  boots. 

And  they  say—*  I'm  too  little  for  anything !» 

J,..,  Tolderol,&o. 
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At  I  wbHc  flm>iig:li  the  itreets,  ev'ryone 

Is  qidsimg,  and  hoftzing,  aad  jeering  me. 
And  the  ladies  at  me  poke  their  fan. 

All  the  time  they  are  winking  and  leering  me. 
Each  damsel  my  joj  doth  oppose. 

Though  they  into  trouble  wiU  many  bring; 
Ihey  one  and  all  torn  np  thdr  nose. 

And  say*— <  I'm  too  little  for  anything  V 

Tol  de  rol,  fto. 

I  courted  a  lass  six  feet  high,  ^ 

Bat  their  two.  folks  at  me  would  be  pitching ; 
They  say  that  she  was  in  the  sky. 

While  I  was  bdow  in  the  kitchen; 
Then  out  the  boys  after  us  ran, 

And  shouting  aloud,  thus  would  many  sing, 
'Oh,  there  goes  a  queer  little  man! 

Don't  you  think  he's  too  little  for  anything  ?* 

Tol  de  rol,  &g. 

In  vain  I  my  passion  did  speak. 

To  please  her  I  never  was  able,— • 
If  I  wanted  to  kiss  her  fair  cheek, 

I  was  forced  to  get  upon  the  table ; 
If  I  vexed  her,  she'd  wop  me,  oh,  lord, 

'Cross  her  knees,  my  poor  hide  she  would  taax  agaiu. 
And  I  dared  not  to  her  say  a  word. 

Because  I'm  too  little  for  anything. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

For  a  soldier  poor  me  she  forsook. 

For  he  well  knew  l^o  way  how  to  flatter  het. 
Then  a  courting  I  went  to  a  cook 

As  tall  as  a  giant,  and  fatterer ; 
In  nine  mouths  she'd  got— what  ago, 

A  poor  little  dumpy  and  skinny  thing ; 
Said  I  was  its  father,  although 

You  know  I'm  too  little  for  anything. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 
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So,  single  I  fear  I  mu^t  go, 

Scom'd  by  the  young  and  the  beautiful  i 
Would  some  lady  pity  mj  woe, 

I'd  ever  be  tender  and  dutiful^ 
W^  married-what  joy  twould  impart. 

When  around  us  time  youngsters  should  many  bring. 
For  I  TOW  that  I'll  e'er  do  my  part. 

Although  I'm  too  UtUe  for  anything ! 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 


OTHELLO ; 

OB,    Fia-E    PLBBCT    HOSIKBT. 

Am— "Madam Fig* a  &ala:* 

O  HATB  you  not  heard  of  a  stoiy, 

A  comical  story,  and  true  ? 
If  you  hav'nt,  and  wiU  but  attend. 
It's  a  hundred  to  one,  but  you  do. 
It  is  of  a  man  of  some  note, 

A  comical  outlandish  fellow; 
In  Venice  Hved,  as  it's  wrote, ' 
•And  his  name  was  Mister  OtheUo  ! 

Bumptiudity,  udityruapty,  udity,  ido. 
Kampti,  udity,  udity,  ri  fal  la  de  lalido. 
A  gentleman  there  had  a  daughter 

With  Othy  she'd  grown  very  mellow  j 
He  wondered  what  passion  had  caught  her. 

She  sighed  for  her  blacky,  Othello  I 
Now,  Brabanto  had  offered  his  daughter 

A  husband  a  long  time  before; 
She  sneeaed  at  the  one  he  had  brought  her. 
She  Tow'd  and  declared  she'd  have  Jfoor. 

Bumpti  udity,  &o. 
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Then  General  Othello  he  came, 

And  to  Gretna  the  lady  he  carried; 
Gretna  mayn't  be  indeed  the  right  name. 

Bat  no  matter — I'm  sure  they  were  married. 
No  sooner  they  tightly  were  tied. 

Than  jealousy  seizes  loye's  place  : 
And  Othello  was  so  mad  with,  his  bride. 

That,  egad !  he  looked  black  in  the  face. 

Rumptiudity,  &o. 

A  young  Captain  Cassio,  bf  luck. 

She  saw— a  fine,  dashing  gay  fellow* 
His  sabre  and  gorget  they  stuck 

In  Hie  gizzard  of  Mr.  Othello. 
After  drill,  now,  this  volunteer  gay 

Ofb  with  Mrs.  Othello  drank  coffee,  sir. 
Till  Othy  thought  proper  to  say, 

*  Sweet  Desdy,  don't  ask  that  young  officer.* 

Bumpti  ndity,  &c. 

One  evening,  this  captain  so  smart. 

Called  in  winter,  as  truly  'tia  said; 
And  though  he  was  hot  in  his  heart. 

Yet  he'd  got  a  bad  cold  in  his  head. 
Now,  as  Mr.  Othello  was  out. 

And  for  favours  his  wife  could'nt  thank  het  chief. 
To  wipe  Cassio^  aquilline  snout, 

Deidemona  lent  her  pocket-handkerchief. 

Rumpti  udity,  &o. 

A  young  ancient,  lago,  love  felt. 

And  sweet  Desdy  he  wished  to  be  kissing ; 
But,  finding  the  fair  wouldn't  melt. 

Turned  to  mischief  her  handkerchief  missing ; 
And  bent  upon  making  a  row. 

Treated  Othy  with  beer,  at  an  oyst^-house ; 
Invented  the  when,  and  the  how, — 

Then  Othello  turned  wonderful  boisterous. 

Rumpti  udity,  &o% 


Digitized  by  Google 


AND   BBCITATIONS,   ETC.  183 

So,  when  he  comes  home,  itraight  he  goes 

To  Mrs.  Othello  in  bed— 
And  sajs  he,  '  Dear,  I  must  blow  my  nose. 

For  I've  got  a  sad  cold  in  niy  head. 
A  handkerchief,  wife,  I  expect  one.' 

So  out  from  the  pillow  she  tost  it ; 

*  Not  this,'  he  exclaimed, '  but  the  checked  one/ 

'  Oh  I  corse  it/  cries  Desdy  '  I've  lost  it.' 

%umpti  uditj,  fto. 

•You  He/  says  Othello;  *  that's  true. 
So  nothing  remains  to  be  said/ 

*  I  lie !— yes  my  dear,  that  I  do ; 

For,  by  jingo,  I  lie  in  the  bed/ 
Cries  Othello,  *  I  vow  there's  too  mnch  light— 

I'll  neyer  be  called  a  blood  spiller  / 
80  the  general  he  put  out  the  rushlight, 

Ane  killed  his  wife  dead  with  the  pillow. 

Rumpti  udity,  fto. 

Then  the  blood  of  lagohe  shed, 

Then  he  fell  pn  hia  dear  Desdy*!  body ; 
Then  Hrs.  Othello's  dead  head 

On  her  shoulders  went  nidity  noddy. 
AU  this  comes  from  a  cold  in  the  head, 

So  blind  Fortune,  in  this  matter,  shows  her  ^e*} 
Kot  one  of  these  folks  would  have  been  dead. 

If  they  had  but  worn  fine  fleecy  hosiery. 

Rumpti  idity,  fto. 


THE  IRISH  WAKE. 
JLOr-"  ITurphy  Delaney,** 

OcH  I  whiskey's  the  deyil  I  if  s  the  Irishman's  evil. 
When  he  tastes  his  darling  it  maddens  his  brain  j 

Be'm  ever  so  civH,  it  makes  him  a  devil. 
And  in  spite  of  tho  priest,  he  wHl  taste  it  again. 
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One  dsy,  Pftddj  Began  and  THxbj  O'Fagsn 
Contended  who'd  tipple  off  meet  of  the  staff; 

A  tweet  whiskj-fever  tipped  the  wihd  of  eaeh  tbatnt. 
And  their  wake  it  was  held  in  the  Tillage  oi  firoff. 

Sfoksit.]  The  coroner  was  sent  for ;  who  summoned 
twelre  respectable  jorors— there  was  Maloney  M^Gnire, 
the  brogue-maker;   Tim  O'Shaughnassej,  the  master 
tailor,  wno  kept  n%  bodj  at  work  but  his  own  body ; 
there  was  Carbrj  O'Flin,  the  bandle^loth  weaver  and 
thatcher;  Faddy  M'lfamara,  the  smasher,  not  of  mon^, 
but  heads;  Fhelim  O'Honragan,  the  ohair,  stool,  flaU, 
and  coffin-maker;  Turlough  O'Shannihan,  the  flax-dres- 
ser and  dancing  master;  Teague  Drurj,  the  butcher  and 
qnaok-dootor ;  two  dumb  men ;  a  blind  piper ;  and  for 
want  of  more  men,  Biddy  Gasey,  the  irnxn^nidwife  and 
stocking  knitter;   and  Gillin  To-ben,  the  pincushion- 
maker  and  fortune-teller.    But  all  this  time,  there  was 
Such  squeaking  and  bawling. 
Such  crying  and  squalling, 
Och  1  curse  on  the  wbtskey  the  women  would  oiy ; 
But,  slily,  ihe  noggin. 
The  creatures  went  jogging. 
And  Judy  would  whisper— we'll  wet  t'  other  eye. 

Coroner  O'Eelly  with  his  thumping  big  belly. 

Came  puffing  and  blowing,«and  red  was  his  nose; 
He  loved  not  drinking,  bar  spirits  were  sink-ing— 

That  you  may  guess  by  the  gout  in  his  toes. 
Kezt  comes  the  jury,  at  tiieir  head  was  Teague  Bnuy, 

Seated,  and  sworn,  not  on  book  but  the  cross. 
To  bring  in  their  verdict,  in  conscience  quite  x>erfeot. 

And,  faith,  they  did  that,  aa  ithey  pushed  round  the 
glass. 

Spokbk.]  Now,  the  jury  kept  deliberating,  when  a 
Jackass  thrust  his  head  into  a  hole  in  the  wall,  and 
kicked  up  such  a  devil  of  a  noise.— Fo,  ho !  cried  Coroner 
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CKelly,  had  joa  come  in  time,  Mr.  Neddy,  jon  slioiild 
be  one  of  us;  pnt  some  straw  in  that  hole,  Faddj 
IfNamara.— I  am  a  jaryman,  Mr.  Coroner,  yon  most 
get  somebody  else ;  don't  insult  me  or,  d— n,  me,  I'U 
■mash  yonr  rotten  toes.— Pass  it  over,  cries  the  Coroner; 
business  is  preeious.  My  opiuion  is  that  yonr  Tordict 
must  he  felo-de-se. — No  such  thing,  cried  Tim  O'Honra- 
gan,  the  coflSn-maker ;  the  two  men  were  insane,  or  th^ 
would  not  drink  first  shot, — first  shot  killed  them,  and 
not  themselves;  the  coffins  are  made,  let  them  be  buried 
daoent— Arrah  I  says  the  Coroner,  let  us  taste  this  first 
shot  before  we  return  a  Terdiot.  So  he  tasted,  and 
tasted,  until  down  he  went  as  flat  as  an  oaten  eake  on 
a  rusty  griddle,  and  all  that  he  could  say  was— Both— 
men— shot— shot— shot — insanity.  Now,  it  would  make 
joxa  heart  bleed  to  hear 

Such  squeaking  and  bawling,  £o. 

Some  standing,  some  sitting,  some  crying,  some  skitting. 

And  sweethearts,  so  doleful,  would  sob  and  then  cry. 
Arrah!  Paddy,  my  darling,  last  night  I  had  warning. 

But  little  thought  whiskey  would  kill  you,  nfy  boy; 
If,  like  your  own  daddy,  you'd  live  still,  my  Paddy, 

You'd  not  be  now  like  a  log  in  a  bog. 
But  like  your  dear  mother,  who.  somehow  or  other. 

Fell  into  a  slough,  and  was  drowned,  the  last  fog. 

BpoKXir.]  Faith,  an^I  think  that  she  was  shot,  too, 
for  she  overshot  the  mark,  for  the  water  wasn't  two 
inches  deep.  Bad  luck  to  yon  all !  make  room  there  f 
here  comes  Father  Brady.  Go  on  your  knees,  you  de« 
vils !  Hide  your  noggins !  Judy,  you're  drunk ;  go  under 
the  bed.— Welcome,  yourreverencel— Thank  you,  thank 
you,  good  people :  this  is  a  fine  job,  isn't  it  ?  Arrah, 
Tim  Biley,  didn't  I  give  you  absolution  this  morning, 
and  there  you  are,  as  drunk  as  the  devil's  sow.— Faith, 
then,  Father  Brady,  if  the  black  one  can  get  drunk 
there,  I  am  his  humble  servant.    Ooh  no  more  absolu- 
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tknu  for  Tim  Bilej.  Kaj  be  he  keeps  »  prirate  tifllj 
m  soon  be  with  him ;  mad,  faith  I'lJ  tip  your  rorerenoa 
ft  drop  of  the  best  when  joa  give  ns  a  caU.— Silence, 
joa  mad  spalpeen,  and  go  to  bed.— By  the  mass, 
there  is  somebody  there  already  I— It's  the  coroner, 
yonr  rererenee.  He  was  shot— Shot,  yon  say;  why  I 
shall  soon  lose  my  whole  flock.  Whiskey  shot  hixa, 
yonr  reverence,  and  the  bottle  is  in  his  pocket  now. — 
Arrah !  let  me  taste  that  cnrsed  first  shot,  for  I  am 
onrions  to  know  the  difference  between  the  first  and  tho 
last  shot.— Fill  up  for  Father  Brady,  he  is  the  best 
judge  in  this  place.  Och  1  bless  yonr  reverence,  there  is 
another  bottle.  Father  Brady  at  your  sarrico.— Faith, 
he  tipped  it,  and  tipped  ns  all  absolution  into  the  bar- 
gain.    The  moment  he  was  gone  there  was 

Such  squeaking  and  bawling,  ftc. 

A  little  more  steady,  in  Sunday  clothes  ready. 

To  bury  the  boys,— they  all  scampered  from  home, 
■  Somo  hundreds  did  follow,  when  they  heard  the  halloo 

From  a  hundred  old  women  near  the  village  of  Croam« 
Faith,  there  Father  Brady  before  us  was  ready, 

To  watch  that  no  more  of  his  flock  should  be  shot ; 
And  he  was  so  civil,  tiU  Biley,the  devil. 

Fell  dead  on  a  tombstone,— and  there  he  lay  flat. 

Spoksk.]  Now  we  returned  lyome,  and  swore  we  would 
not  drink  in  any  house  for  six  months  to  come,  and  this 
made  Father  Brady  quite  happy,  and  he  called  us  good 
boys  and  girls.  Faith  we  drank  in  no  hoqse,  sure 
enough,  for  we  drank  the  darling  outside  the  door,  as 
we  went  home— 

A  drinking  and  bauling,  &o. 
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THE  BOTTLE  OP  RUM. 
Ai3— "  2>io^e««»,  ntrly  and  proud,'' 

Old  Simon  he  married  for  life, 

But  Fanny  was  rather  too  young  j 
He  found  her  too  soon  a  bad  wife. 

For  she  had  a  rery  foul  tongue. 
Says  he,  you're  a  deuce  of  a.  scold, 

Kemember,  you're  under  my  thumb; 
Torf  frequently  tipple,  I'm  told. 

And  that  from  a  bottle  of  rum. 

One  night,  as  he  lay  fast  asleep. 

His  deary  shouts,  *  there  comes  a  ghost  r*        __ 
Old  Simon  he  would  have  a  peep. 

And  saw  a  thing  like  a  black  post. 
Says  he  *  My  dear  spirit,  I  pray, 

I)o  tell  me  from  whence  did  you  come;' 

*  From  h— 11  sir,  a  very  long  way. 

To  give  you  this  bottle  of  rum.' 

Says  spousey,  *  My  dear  loving  Sun, 

That  ghost  seems  to  me  very  kind  ;* 
Cried  Simon,  '  I  judge  you  like  him. 

As  ho  left  the  bottle  behind. 
Perchance,  he  may  call  here  to-night. 

Yet  I  like  not  I  own  such  a  chum, 
No  odds  if  we  gain  something  by't. 

He  may  bring  two  bottles' of  rum.* 

.  Thus  Simon  he  would  be  content. 
And  drank  away  care,  like  his  Fan ; 

His  nose  it  assumed  a  red  tint, 
AnAsoon  got  the  gout  like  a  man. 

Each  night  Vould  he  ask  from  his  ^leep, 
•Ho!  Fan,  is  the  spirit  yet  comeF* 

*  Hush !'  would  she  cry,  *  do  not  weep. 

He  left  U8  six  bottles  of  rum.' 
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Thus  night  after  night  passed  away. 

The  spirit  still  true  to  his  call; 
Old  Simon  was  tipsy  each  day. 

Fan  swore  that  he  guzzled  it  jJl. 
To  give  but  the  devil  his  due, 

Perhaps  you  may  think  it  a  hum. 
The  ghost  had  a  very  cheap  cue. 

He  called  vnth  twelve  bottles  of  rum. 

Poor  Simon  soon  took  to  his  bed. 

Ah  !  never  agsdn  to  arise ; 
The  ghost  calls,  and  asks,  *  is  he  dead?' 

Old  Simon  he  opens  his  eyes. 
Cries  *  Soot-o,  I  have  now  called  for  you. 

You  sold  yourself,  and  you  must  come  j 
I  only  require  but  my  due. 

And  I  must  be  paid  for  my  rum/ 

Cried  Sim,  *  Take  that  vixen  my  vnfe. 

She'll  suit  any  devil  I  swear : 
Says  the  spirit,  *  111  end  all  your  strife. 

She'll  answer  me  just  to  a  hair  * 
Old  Simon  he  breathed  his  last. 

And  Soot-o,  to  Fan  is  a  chum ; 
The  sweep  now  makes  all' the  doors  fast. 

To  keep  out  the  bottle  of  rum. 

But  now,  as  the  story  is  told. 

Each  night  a  ghost  visits  the  two  j 
The  subject  I  mean  to  unfold, 

The  room  seems  in  blazes  all  blue. 
Poor  Fanny  is  pining  away, 

And  Soot-o  looks  frightened  and  glumj 
For  through  the  blue  blazes,  they  say. 

He  wheels  Sim,  like  a  bottle  of  rum. 
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YssTnear  the  west  end,  though  I  must  not  tell  where, 
A  shoemaker  married  a  maiden,  so  fur, 
VTho,  a  month  after  wedlook,  'tis  true,  I  declare 
Fell  in  love  with— 
A  flaxen-headed  cow-boj. 
As  simple  as  maj  be. 
And  next  a  meny  ploughboj. 
Who— 

Kissed  and  prattled  with  fifty  fair  maids. 
And  changed  them  as  oft,  d'ye  see, 
But- 

D'ear  Southwark-Bridge,  on  the  Surrey  side. 
Lived  a  widow,  who  much  didlaok^ 
The  gentlemen  of  England, 
That  live  at  home  in  ease. 
Ah  1  how  little  do  you  think 
That- 

Love's  a  plague  by  night  and  by  day. 
When  that  post  you  run  your  skull— 
On  this  cold  flinty  rock— 
I  sing,  I  sing,  in  jingling  rhymes,  sir. 
In  praise  of  long  past,  good  old  times,  sir- 
When  I  was  a  boy,  in  my  father's  mud  edifice. 
Tender  and  bare  as — 
Boy's  wife  of  Aldivaloch, 
Boy's  wife  of  Aldivaloch, 
Wot  ye  how  she  cheated  me-^ 
On  the  Lake  of  EiUamey— 
While  gazing  on  the  moon's  light, 
A  moment  from  her  smile  I  turned. 
To  look  on — 

Four-and-twenty  ladies,  all  of  a  row, 
Four-and- twenty  ladies  all  of  a  row— 
Oh,  what  a  row,  what  a  rumpus,  and  a  rioting 
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There  iras— 

When  first  in  Lnniran  1  arrired. 

On  a  visit,  on  a  visit, 
When  first  in  Lunnun  I  arrived — 
There  was  an  ancient  fair  and  she  loved— 
The  ghost  of  a  grim  scrag  of  mutton  1 

Pi.BT  u. 

Bom  at  sea,  and  mj  cradle  a  frigate. 
The  boatswain  he  nursed  me,  true  bloe  | 

I  soon  learned  to  fight,  drink,  and  jig  it. 
And  quiz— 

When  ladies  and  gentlemen  without  baulking, 

CSould  go  into  Hyde-Park  oat  a-walking. 

And  there— 

As  beautiful  Kitty  one  morning  was  tripping. 

An  old  jack-daw  and  a  young  jackdaw— 

On  Sunday  got  floored,  in  groggy  pb'ght, 

Monday,  quite  stale  took— 

The  pleasures  of  bathing — 

Oh- 

Ye  lovers,  behold  a  poor  maiden  forlorn. 

But  as  pretty  a  creature  as— 

E'er  cracked  a  bottle  or  fathomed  a  bowl- 
In  Hungerford  market— 

I  peeped  in  the  grand  seraglio. 

Where  the  Turks  keep  their  ladies  so  snugly,  O ; 

The  ladies  there- 
Will  yon  walk  into  my  parlour,  said  a  spider  to — 

Old  Mr.  December  he  lost  his — 

Oh  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  ? — 

Oh,  gramaohree  what  can  the  matter  be  P 

Oh,  blood  and  Ouns — 

My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  groxmd. 

And  very  hard  is  myfare^ 

When  roast  beef  was  eaten  off  platters  wooden. 

And  nobody  never  dined— 
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At  the  town  of  nate  Clogbeen— 

I  saw  Norah,  who  soon  understood— 

I  was  the  boy  for  bewitching  her— 

As  down  on  Banna's  banks  I  strayed. 

One  evening — 

Judy,  all  the  while  got  stout. 

And,  after  that,  got — 

A  regiment  of  Irish  dragoons — 

While  deeds  of  hell  deface- 

A  fond  husband,  after  a  conjugal  strife 

For,  by  way  of  a  finish  to  this  vile  act, 
The  lady  (depend  on't)  tis  a  fact. 
Has  brought  him  a  boy,  the  image  exact 
Of  Walker  the  two-penny  postman ! 


THE  BAT. 

Okcb  on  a  time  when  trade  was  bad, 

A  rat,  half-starved  and  weak,  ^irs, 
Set  out  from  home,  in  spirits  sad. 

His  fortune  for  to  seek,  sirs. 
His  b^lly  was  of  lining  bare. 

And  he  so  very  thin,  sirs, 
His  eyes  looked  with  a  hollow  stare^ 

His  cheeks  a  hollow  grin,  sirs. 

He  wandered  up  and  down  till  night. 

And  found  a  large  corn-bin,  sirs. 
And  there  reflection  told  him  right, 

'Twas  luoky  to  be  thin,  sirs. 
A  hole  there  was,  but  that  so  small. 

It  all  his  bones  did  squeeze,  sirs. 
But  when  in  he  made  up  for  all. 

By  feasting  at  his  ease,  sirs. 
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He  stayed  a  week,  ate  all  the  corn. 

And  grot  so  Tery  stout,  sirs. 
So  took  it  in  his  head  next  morn. 

To  think  of  getting  out,  sirs ; 
But  when  he  went  towards  the  hole 

He  found,  as  yon'U  suppose,  sirs, 
He'd  got  so  fat,  and  that  so  small, 

Twould  scarce  admit  his  nose,  sirs. 

Then  he  began  to  squeak  and  cry. 

And  make  sad  lamentation. 
Since  never  a  rat  was  like  I, 

In  such  a  situation ; 
In  this  place  1  must  stay  so  sad. 

As  food  for  the  Tom  cat,  oh ! 
Or  else,  what  is  almost  as  bad. 

Must  fret  down  all  my  fat,  oh  I 

Kow  listen  to  my  moral  true. 
The  placeman  in  his  station, 
Grows  rich,  and  fat,  and  saucy  too. 
By  plundering  the  nation ; 

And  when  his  pockets  well  are  firaught, 
He's  willing  to  resign,  sirs. 

But,  like  the  rat,  don't  like  the  thought 
Of  giving  back  the  coin,  sirs 


THE  PRESENT  TIMES. 

Ani~*'  The  good  old  days  of  Adam  and  Bo9.** 

In  verses  new,  and  all  in  rhyme,  sirs, 

I  wish  to  sing  of  the  present  times,  sirs, 

"When  steam-boats  are  going,  *mid  smoke  and  flame,  sirs. 

And  money's  gone,  what  aburning  shame,  sirs. 

This  is  the  time,  for  those  who  like  it. 

To  see  the  soldiers  and  dephanta  fight  it. 
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While  half  the  town  they're  pulling  down,  sirs, 
And  the  new  king  of  fVance  is  wearing  his  crown,  sirs. 
Bless  me,  bless  me,  what  shall  I  do,  sirs. 
When  nothing  goes  down  but  what  is  new,  sirs. 

Of  all  new  things  it's  now  more  properer 
To  talk  of  that  singer  at  the  Opera; 
Orphensof  old,  who  charmed  with  the  flute,  he 
Would  be  charmed  if  he  heard  Yelluti; 
There's  Hjde-Park  comer  gone  awaj,  sirs, 
I  do  suppose  'twas  ashamed  to  stay,  sirs ; 
I  wonder  the  Park  itself  now  don't  stir. 
And  not  be  blushing  at  that  ^e«n  monster. 

Bless  me,  bless  me,  ko. 

The  steam  is  now  in  such  good  repute,  sirs. 

That  they're  going  to  use  it  to  play  the  flute  sirs; 

Half  a  century  ago,  or  more,  alas,  sirs. 

There  was  no  such  thing  in  the  world  as  gas,  sirs ; 

And  then  there's  building  all  the  rage,  sirs ; 

In  this  most  wonderful  uncommon  age,  sirs ; 

And  se,  my  friends,  don't  be  surprised,  now. 

If  yon  hear  of  St.  Paul's  being  raised  to  the  skies,  now. 

Bless  me,  bless  me  &o, 
/ 
In  olden  times,  it  was  the  fashion 
For  the  ladies  in  hoops  and  satins  to  dash  on ; 
And,  as  they  wore  rufi's  round  their  throats,  sirs. 
They  looked  like  butts  in  large  petticoats,  sirs. 
But  now,  forsooth  they  are  more  particular 
About  their  bodies  being  perpendicular. 
They  wear  large  backs,  and  with  big  sleeres  strut  on. 
And  genteelly  call  them  legs  of  mutton. 

Bless  me,  bless  me,  &o. 

JSfew  companies  are  so  much  afloat,  sirs. 

That  there  thortfy  will  be  one  for  suokUng  goats,  sirs; 
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Besides,  there's  one  made,  by  Mr.  Dickens, 

Of  using  steam  for  hatching  chickens : 

There's  the  new  London-bridge  and  the  new  Taoxhall, 

sirs. 
And  then  (that's  not  new)  there's  no  trade  at  all,  sirs ; 
And  the  dirty  new  roads,  hj  Mr.  M'Adam, 
That's  made  to  sphuheach  mister  and  madam. 

Bless  me,  bless  me,  fto. 

Bat  the  paviors,  when  thej  make  the  clatter. 

Should  join  to  the  tone  of  stoney-batter ; 

And,  though  the  Seven  Wonders  hare  left  their  abodes, 

sirs. 
Yet  Mr.  Mac's  the  CoUuws  o/Bhod^i,  sirs. 
But,  now  I'm  done,  111  away  be  straying. 
So  not  a  word  more  I'm  singing' or  saying; 
And  though  to  you  I  bid  adieu,  sirs, 
111  go  and  look  for  something  new,  sirs. 

Bless  me,  bless  me,  &o. 


A  JEW  SICK; 

OB,  A  BEGULAB   COUBSB  OW  XATBIHOimX    PHYBIO  ! !  t 

AiB—"  Gooiy  Bvrtou'iJU,  , 

I  LODGES  in  Duke's  Place 

Vat  is  up  in  a  garret. 
My  Tife  she  mocks  my  face. 

And  says  vat  'tis  like  parrot. 
Because  I've  got  a  nose. 

Vat  is  as  parrot's  longer  I 
Vat  in  dis  hook  so  grows. 

To  make  my  beauty  stronger ! 

Spokbit.]  I  vish  she  vas  tun,  vat  to  make  game  of 
▼at  is  all  nothing  at  all  but  a  beautiful  ornament,  vat 
is  useful  in  my  pusiness;  ven  I  vas  smale  out  a  ooofc 
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pargains  vat  I  vant,  vat  vas  I  do  Tit'ont  mj  nose,  I  ven- 
der ?  Tarn  her  imperenoo,  I  tink. 
For  vat  iah't  al  to  she. 

Vat  though  it  looksh  an  oddy 
Tish  all  my  own,  you  see, 
80  nothing  to  nobody  I 

Den  more  vat  makes  her  fun. 

She  games  apout  mine  eyes,  too* 
Because  I  have  but  von. 

And  dat  of  great  large  size,  too  I 
Dis,  covered  mit  black  patch. 

She  call  vat  my  blind  side  is ; 
Py  Cot !  I'm  mit  her  match. 

More  as  any  Jew  beside  is  1 

Spoken.]  I'll  pe  tamed  vat  if  I  stande  it  as  mush  lon- 
ger, arl  her  tam  tricks,  I  vas  told  her  so  myself.  Laste 
Tursday  veek  I  vas  oomed  home,  mit  my  pox  o'oooda 
under  my  arm,  vat  vas  a  fresh  stock  arl  i'ull,  she  vas 
play  me  a  pretty  games  a'top  o'the  dark  garret-stair; 
she  vas  put  a  pail  o'vater  a'top,  mit  at  string  to  it  vat 
she  vas  make  fast  to  a  nail  in  de  varl,  cross  t'oder  side, 
vat  vas  catch  my  nose  going  up,  only  look  at  de  mark, 
dere  now !  Down  it  vas  come  a'top  o  my  head,  and  avay 
pail,  poz,  and  myself  vas  go  to  de  bottom;  my  pox 
o'ooods  shivert,  and  all  de  peads  and  sealing-vax  vas 
proke  arl  a  pieces,  vile  she  vas  burst  laughing  at  dis  mark 
here,  and  axing  me  vhy  if  mine  eye  vas  no  big  enough 
to  take  care  o'my  nose  ?  Tam  her  imperenoe  1  As  I  vaa 
told  her,  to  make  her  games — 

For  vat  ish't  all  to  she,  &o. 

Den  vat  ish  more  provokes, 

And  maUos  me  tamly  grumpy. 
She  'pout  my  shoulders  jokes. 
Because  vun  side  is  humpy; 
103  X 
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Ton  daj,  said  the  *  No  Jew 

Such  back's  got,  sarcli  the  town  for't !' 
Ven  (vat  I  say  'tis  trae)» 

Py  Cot,  I  knocked  her  down  for't ! 

Spokxs'.]  Bat,  lard,  it  vas  arl  o'no  mnchnse  as  nothing 
at  arl,  for  she  vas  get  np  again,  and  almost  preak  my 
pack  mit  de  poker,  pefore  I  Tas  know  vat  I  vas  'pon 
my  head,  or  my  heels,  swearing  vat  I  vas  a  Jew,  tam 
rogue,  vat  vas  go  apoat  and  cheat  every  pody !  Imd  ven, 
she  vas  got  me  a'top  o'  de  floor,  s'help  my  Cot,  if  Mrs. 
Martins  vashn't  come  in  to  my  asshistance,  as  I  hopes 
to  live,  I  tink  vat  I  should  ha'  peen  dead  I  Den  arter 
arl,  ven  she  vas  done,  vile  she  vas  cool  herself  mit  a 
great  gUae  o'shin,  she  vas  burst  o'  laughing,  and  tell 
Mrs.  Martins  vat  she  vas  only  do  vat  I  vas  vant  her,  to 
peat  my  pack  straight  mit  de  poker  i  Tam  her  imper- 
enoe !  A  pretty  shoke,  dat  1 

For  vat  ish't  arl  to  she  ?  &c. 

Tat's  more  as  vorse  pesido. 

My  peard  I  take  great  care  of, 
Beoase  vat  'tis  my  pride, 

She  often  pulls  de  hair  off! 
But  von  night,  she  at  wash. 

My  peard  I'd  just  combed  out  foil. 
She  mit  her  so^^nrads,  splosh— 

Filled  all  my  peard  and  mouth  ftill ! 

Spokxv.]  Fe  tam!  I  tought  vat  ma  heart  vas  come 
tip !  I  vas  so — Oh,  Lardt !  it  was  horrible  1  Oh !  Py^ 
I  vish  vat  yon  vas  arl  i'  the  same  pickle,  just  to  know 
vat  I  vas  felt !  I  vas  jump  up,  and  teU  her  vat  it  vas  a 
plaokguard  shame,  as  veil  as  vat  vas  ruin  my  peautiM 
peard  1  ven  she  sweared,  vat  I  vas  spoke  another  vord, 
ahe  wonld  drown  me  in  the  wash-tub ;  so  I  was  frightful 
to  say  no  more  to  her.  Vat  ish  to  be  done  P  Kopody 
teU  me  vat  I  must  do  mit.  her  ?   I  viah  I  may  die  if  I 
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wo'n't  have  a  coot  mind  to  take  the  law  a'  top  of  her] 
Tarn  herimperence !  Spoil  my  peaufciful  peard,  too ! 

For  vat  uL't  all  to  ahe  ?  &o. 


THE  WASHING  DAY. 

•"There's  nae  Luck  about  the  Souse,'* 

Thb  sky  with  clouds  was  overcast. 

The  rain  began  to  fall. 
My  wife  she  whipped  the  children. 

Who  raised  a  pretty  squall; 
She  bade  me,  with  a  frowning  look. 

To  get  out  of  her  way; 
Oh  I  the  deuce  a  bit  of  comfort's  here 
Upon  a  i^king-dai/  / 

For  'tis  thump,  thump,  sorab,  scrub. 

Scold,  scold,  away  I 
Oh!  the  deuce  a  bit  of  comfort's  here. 
Upon  a  washing-day .' 

My  Eate  she  is  a  bonny  wife. 

There's  none  so  free  from  evil. 
Except  upon  a  washing-day. 

And  then  she  is  the  devil  I 
The  very  kittens  on  the  hearth. 

They  dare  not  even  play  j 
Away  they  jump,  with  many  a  bump, 
«    Upon  the  washing-day! 

For  'tis  thump,  thumj 
I  met  a  firiend,  who  asked  me— 

**  How  long's  poor  Kate  been  dead  ?" 
Lamenting  the  good  creature,  gone. 

And  sorry  I  was  wed 
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To  sach  a  scolding  vixen,  while 

He  had  been  far  away. 
The  truth  it  was  he  chano«d  to  come 

Upon  a  wtuhing-day  I 

When  'tis  scrub,  scrub,  &o. 

I  asked  him,  then,  to  stay  and  dine, 

*'Come,  come,"  quoth  I,  *'  oddsbudsl 
111  no  denial  take,— you  must. 

Though  Kate  be  in  the  suds  1" 
But  what  we  had  to  dine  upon. 

In  truth  I  cannot  say ! 
But  I  think  he'll  never  come  again 

Upon  a  voihing-day  ! 

When  'tis  scrub,  scrub,  &c. 

On  that  sad  morning,  when  I  rise, 

I  put  a  fervent  prayer 
To  all  the  gods,  that  it  may  ba    . 

Throughout  the  day  quite  fair! 
That  not  a  cap  or  handkerchief 

May  in  the  ditch  be  laid ; 
For  should  it  happen  so,  egad, 

I  get  a  broken  head ! 

When  'tis  scrub,  scrub,  Ac. 

Old  Homer  sang  a  royal  v<uK, 

Down  by  a  crystal  river. 
For  dabbing  in  the  palace<halls. 

The  king  permitted  never— 
On  high  Olympus,  Beautj/'s  queen 

Buch  troubles  well  may  scout. 
While  Jove  and  Juno,  with  their  train. 

Put  all  their  washing  out. 

Ah  1  happy  gods,  they  fear  no  sound 

Of  thump  and  scold  away. 
But  smile  to  view  the  perils  of 

A  mortal  wcuhing-dajf  / 
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TOE  TUM  TI; 

OB,  BVTH  AlTD  HSB   XWO  LOTBBS. 

Yba,  I  fell  in  the  pit  of  love, 

TTith  a  ti  torn  ti. 
The  spirit  then  began  to  move, 

TVith  a  ti  turn  ti, 
Qnoth  I,  '*  Fair  maiden,  ne'er  deride. 
For,  Terilj,  when  thon-rt  my  bride, 
Lo  I  I  will  cleave  unto  thy  side." 

With  a  ti  turn  ti. 

**  Behold,"  said  Ruth,  "there  is  a  grove, 

With  a  ti  turn  ti. 

Where  birds,  called  turtles,  ooo  and  love," 

With  a  ti  tum  ti. 

Lo  I  ih^n  I  thought  her  tiuly  mine ; 

But  when  of  love  she  gave  this  sign, 

She  proved  a  cruel  Fhi-lis-tine, 

With  a  ti  tum  ti. 

For  she  another  suitor  had. 

With  a  ti  tum  ti. 
Frofanelj  called  a  flashy  lad. 

With  a  ti  tum  ti. 
And  when  I  reached  the  grove  assigned. 
He  came  before  I  Ruth  could  find. 
And  kicked  me  ruth-less-ly  behind. 

With  a  toe  tum  tl. 


THINKS  I  TO  MYSELF  THINKS  I. 

Thikks  I  to  myself  thinks  I, 
I  see  no  reason  why 
The  devil  should  pause 
To  sharpen  his  claws. 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinks  I. 
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ThinkB  I  to  myself  thinks  I, 
Those  presons  are  deyUish  slj. 
To  shun  him  thej  preaeh» 
While  they  suck  like  a  leech. 
Thinks  I  to  myself,  thinks  I. 

Thfaiks  I  to  mysdf  thinks  I, 
Let  knaves  my  song  decry; 
I'll  keep  firom  the  paw  • 
Of  physio  and  law, 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinks  I. 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinks  I, 
Let  none  their  aid  deny, 
JfoT  leave  their  own  work 
For  a  devil  or  Turk, 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinks  I. 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinks  I, 
State  jugglers  now  good  bye; 
"So  longer  will  slaves 
Be  governed  by  knaves, 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinki  !• 


JOHN  BULL  AND  THE  CALTES 
Aon-" Madam Fi^i  Gala*' 

JoBX  Bull  is  an  odd  kind  of  beast. 

And  much  of  the  grumbler  in  him  ;^ 
And  yet,  when  on  pleasure  he'd  feast. 

There's  nothing  like  woman  can  win  him. 
His  head  is  a  map  of  the  world, 

That  lays  down  the  trade  of  his  story  j 
And  when  lys  proud  sails  are  unftirled. 

His  motto  is  "  Commerce  and  Glory." 

Bum  ti  iddil 


t 
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His  heart  is  a  compound  of  stuff. 

Both  generous,  snrly,  and  feeling ; 
And  though  in  his  manners  but  gruff. 

Was  never  to  despots  found  kneeling  | 
His  will,  like  his  hisart,  is  a  token. 

When  Crowns  and  their  miseries  press^ 
His  purse  in  a  mcnnrait  is  c^n, 

To  wipe  off  the  tear^of  distrras. 

Sum  ti  iddity,  fto 

When  enemies  threaten  and  rave. 

There's  nothing  his  courage  can  cowj 
And  ere  he  would  bend  to  a  slave. 

He'd  kick  up  a  bit  of  a  row. 
His  pride  is  a  stout  man  of  wisr, 

Hia  bull-dogs  the  guns  that  are  in  li{ 
And  when  that  a  foe  shows  his  paw. 

He  blows  off  his  head  in  a  mmate ! 

Bum  ti  idditf,  4o. 

Then  John  is  the  champion  of  beauty. 

And  wherever  virtue  is  found. 
To  guard  it,  and  prove  it's  his  duty. 

His  honour  and  valour  is  bound  1 
His  soldiers  are  heroes  of  spirit, 

As  many  know  well  to  their  grief; 
The  ocean  is  gemmed  with  his  merit. 

For  there— he's  eommander'in-chief. 

Bum  ti  iddity,  &o. 

Ind  then  of  this  bull  we  may  say. 

In  sharing  the  world,  he  goes  halves ; 
And  yet,  in  the  family  way. 

The  father  of  not  a  few  calves  ! 
But  then  they  are  calves  of  his  own. 

And  John  to  indulge  them  is  given, 
80  long  as  they  stand  by  the  throne. 

And  fight  "  for  the  land  that  we  live  in. 

Bum  ti  iddity,  &c. 
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Hislftorelis  liberty's  tree. 

And  where  is  the  power  can  stain  it. 
While  Britons  bj  land  and  by  sea. 

Are  sw<Mni  to  a  man  to  maintain  it? 
His  nnion  is  loyalty's  band, 

A  nnion  the  world  cannot  serer; 
And  with  it  he  joins  heart  and  hand. 

In—"  The  king  and  old  Englandfor  ever  1" 

Bompti  iddity,  fto. 

THE  COURT  OF,  APOLLOj 

OS,  SXi.6S-STSlTCK  BXSBSS. 

To  fhemnses  drsmatie  Tm  akin. 

For  my  shop  is  their  own  panorama. 
And  with  song  I  inspire  every  castomer*s  chin. 

As  I  drop  him  the  scraps  of  the  drama. 
All  my  soap  IperAmie  from  Pamassos's  monnt, 

Wiih  snch  sweets  as  my  customers  swallow. 
And  my  brash,  too,  I  dip  in  Castalia'a  fount. 

While  I  shaye  in  the  Court  qfAppoUo, 
Spoxxir,  in  d^ereni  voiee».'\  "  Up,  cousin,  up,  your 
heart's  up,  I  know."— *S*oJ:»p«ar«,  01  by  the 'powers, 
now,  twas  up  to  my  month  all  the  time :  but  what  have 
I  got  to  pay?  "Three  thousand  ducats."  Shiver  my 
timbers  1  yon  are  mad,  or  three  sheets  in  the  wind.  "  I 
am  mad  K.  K.  W.  but  when  the  wind  is  southerly,  I 
know  a  %awle  from  a  handtoM)**  Yea,  friend,  but  I  cannot 
teU  thy  razor  firom  a  handsaw,  for  it  sorely  moveth  the 
flesh.  **  Avaunt  I  thy  blood  is  cold."  Ah !  vcU  it  may 
be;  I  vish  I  may  vonce  get  out  of  this  here  slaughter* 
house.  Slaughter-house  1  "Off  with  his  head.**  Why 
,  this  is  the 

Temple  of  the  Muses,  walk  in  who  chooses. 
And  all  take  your  turns  as  they  follow; 
There  are  no  excuses  for  him  who  refuses 
To  shave  in  the  Ckmrt  qf  Apollo, 
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Both  the  buskin  and  the  sock  'tis  myint'rest  to  please. 

And  to  dress  in  the  last  of  the  fashion ; « 
Should  a  cut  from  the  razor  or  old  Shakspeare  tease. 

Why  I  tip  them  an  Od«  on  the  Fauioiu; 
Thus  is  tea$ing  made  ea$y,  and  smootMj  goes  down 

With  the  oil  of  dramatic  qnotation. 
And,  an  actor  qf  all  work,  cut  ont  for  the  town, 

I  thus  live  by  the  town's  approbation. 

SpoKXir,  in  d\fler«nt  voieet."]  There,  "yonr  chin  new 
reaped  shows  liko  stnbble-land  at  harrest  home." — 
8kak$pear«.  O  d— — n  Shakspeare.  *'  Had  I  three  ears 
I'd  hear  thee."  I  am  sure  yon  must  have  de  tree  ears, 
for  you  have  ffot  one  of  mine.  **  Give  every  man  thine 
ear,  but  few  thy  voice."  "  Shake  not  thy  gory  locks  at 
me,**  for  here's  some  pomatum  wiC  **  make  each  par- 
ticular hair  to  stand  on  end,  liko  quills  upon  the^fret- 
ftil  porcupine."  Blesh  my  shoul  I  I  must  surely  have  got 
into  Bedlam.  Bedhunl  "0,Jeptha,  judge  of  Israeli!!" 
Why  this  is  the— 

Temple  of  the  Muses,  &c. 

Thus  I  try  how  to  rival  the  Roscius  at  home. 

And  each  actor  I  claim  as  a  croney; 
Just  as  characters  come  within  swing  of  my  comb, 

I  fill  up  my  dramatis  persona ; 
When  I  have  a  thin  house,  from  the  Tragical  Maid 

A  visage  I  draw  full  of  sorrow 
When    the  whole  is  a  farce  for  my  benefit  played, 

A  soft  smile  from  Thalia  I  borrow. 

fipOKZir,  in  d\fereni  voiees.']  Yes,  **  I  can  smile,  and 
murder  while  I  smile."  The  devil  you  can ;  then  pray 
let  me  go.  Nay,  "  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur.**  "  Art 
thou  not  ashamed  to  look  upon  this  beard?"  'Pon  ho- 
nour, Tve  sat  here  so  long  that  I  shall  soon  go  to  sleep. 
<*To  sleep!  perchance  to  dream— ay,  there's  the  rub." 
I'd  thank  yon  not  to  run  so  much  of  your  d— — <l  soap 
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down  mj  throftt.  Then  '*  ope  thy  pondrons  jain  »nd 
cast  it  up  again."  Pondroos  jaws !  where's  the  glass  ? 
«( Shine  forth,  bright  son,  till  I  can  birr  a  g^ais."  Well, 
daog  me  if  I  didn't  think  for  sarten  I  wor  in  a  barber  a 
•hop.  Shop!  "  Oh,  hatefnl  etror^  MelancholT's  child !'* 
—''There  is  no  specolation  in  those  eyes  that  thou 
dost  glare  with,"  for  this  is  the 

Ten^  of  the  Moses*  &o. 


THE  KING  Am>  THE  WEST  COUITTEYMAN. 

THxnm  was  an  old  chap  in  the  west  ooontry, 
A  flaw  in  his  lease  the  lawyers  had  found  ; 

It  were  all  about  a-felling  some  trees, 
And  building  some  houses  upon  his  own  ground. 

Bi  tooral,  iu:,- 

Now  this  old  chap  to  Lunnun  did  come. 

To  tell  the  King  a  part  of  his  woe, 
likewise  to  tell  him  a  part  of  his  grief. 

In  hopes  king  Gteorge  would  give  him  reUef. 

Ri  tooral,  &o. 

Now  this  old  chap  to  Lunnun  did  go. 
But  found  the  king  to  Windsor  had  gone. 

But  if  he  had  known  he'd  not  been  at  home. 
He  dommed  his  buttons  if  ever  he'd  come. 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 

Now  this  old  chap  to  Windsor  did  go. 
But  the  gates  were  barred,  and  all  secure. 

And  he  thumped  and  bumped  ?nth  his  oaken  dump. 
There's  room  within  for  I,  to  be  sure. 

Bi  tooral,  &a. 
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Fray,  Mr.  Noble,  show  I  the  king ; 

What's  that  the  king  that  I  see  there  f 
I  seed  a  chap  at  Bartlemy-fair, 

Much  mote  hke  a  king  than  that  ch^  there. 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 

Pray,  Mr.  King,  how  do  yon  dq  ? 

I'ze  gotten  for  yon  a  bit  on  a  jobb'n ; 
And  if  yon're  so  kind,  to  make  yon  amends, 

I'se  gotten  for  yon  a  sonimet  in  my  fobb'n. 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 

The  king  he  took  the  lease  in  hand, 

And  to  sign  it  he  was  likewise  willing ; 
And  the  fiunner  to  make  him  a  little  amends. 

He  Ingged  out  his  bag,  andgl'd  him  a  shilling. 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 

The  king,  to  carry  on  the  joke. 
He  ordered  ten  pounds  to  be  laid  down, 

Ukewise  ten  shillings  and  half-a-crown. 
For  year  and  year  after,  and  evermore. 

Ri  tooral,  &o. 

The  fanner  he  stared,  and  looked  Teryfnnny, 
Bat  to  take  up  the  cash  he  was  likewise  willing; 

But  if  he  had  a  known  he'd  had  so  much  money. 
He  dommed  his  wig  if  he'd  give  him  the  shilling. 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 


MASTEB  JENKINS  SMO^D  HIS  PIPE. 

Mastbb  Jbitkhts  smoked  his  pipe. 
And  swore  he'd  ne'er  be  married. 

Bat  'gainst  each  husband  threw  some  wipe. 
Or  dry  jest  drolly  carried. 
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Master  Jenkins  thought  a  wife 

The  greatest  mortal  erU, 
And  swore  to  lead  a  husband's  life 

Mnst  be  the  very  deviL 

Master  Jenkins  smok'd  his  pipe 
At  home  content  and  married, 

Begardless  of  each  sneer  and  wipe. 
Or  dry  joke  drollj  carried. 

Master  Jenkins  swore  a  wife 

Was  not  so  great  an  OTil, 
And  any  bat  a  husband's  Ufe 

Was  now  the  very  devil. 

Master  Jenkins  smoked  his  pipe, 
And  had  been  some  months  married. 

Severely  now  he  felt  each  wipe. 
For  horns  the  poor  man  carried. 

Master  Jenkins  cursed  his  wife. 
And  swore  of  such  an  evil. 

To  get  well  quit  he'd  part  with  life. 
Or  send  her  to  the  denL 


JACK  JUNK. 

'TwAS  one  day  at  Wapping,  our  dangers  overhauling. 
Jack  Junk  cock'd  his  Jemmy,  and  broached  a  full  can ; 

When  a  posse  of  neighbours,  of  each  different  calling. 
Cried,  only  but  hear  whata  marreUous  man. 

Avast,  cried  out  Jack,  what's  there  marvellous  in  it. 
When  hia  time's  come   the  stoutest  of  hearto  must 
comply. 

Spokbk.]  Why  now  you,  master  Tallow-chandler,  by 
way  of  throwing  a  little  fttyW  on  the  subject,  »don't  you 
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think  it  is  better  to  be  extingnisbed,  when  one's  fight- 
ing  in  defence  of  one's  king  and  country,  than  to  stay  at 
home  ling'ring,  and  go  out  like  the  snuff  of  a  candle  ? 
Then,  like  men  do  your  duty,  we  all  have  our  minute. 
And  at  sea  or   ashore,  we  shall  live  till  we  die, 
Hurraw,  hurraw,  hurraw,  hurraw,  boys. 
Let's  live  till  we  die. 

Why  now  yon.  Master  Plumber,  that  marrels  at  billows, 
I  shall  founder  at  sea,  and  you'll  die  in  your  bed ; 

What  of  that  ?— Some  have  sods,  and  some  wares  for 
their  pillows. 
And  'tis  likely  enough  we  may  both  die  of  lead. 

And  as  for  the  odds,  all  the  difference  that's  in  it, 
I  shall  pop  bff  at  once,  and  you'll  lingering  lie. 

Bpokew.]  Why,  smite  my  crooked  timbers,  who  knows 
but  Master  Snip  there  may  slip  his  cable,  and  break 
his  back,  with  talung  the  ninth  part  of  a  full  off  the 
shopboard  into  his  own  hell  ? 

Then  like  men,  &o. 

As  for  yon,  Master  Bricklayer,  to  make  out  your  calling 
A  little  like  mine,  'ent  a  thing  that's  hard. 

Fray,  mayn't  you  from  a  ladder  or  scaffold  be  falling 
A&  easy  as  I  from  a  ratlin  or  yard  ? 

Then  for  yon  its  commission  a  tile  may  bring  in  it. 
As  soon  as  a  shot  or  a  splinter  for  I. 

Spoken.]  As  for  Master  Doctor,  the  Undertaker,  and 
Bezton,  they  don't  want  no  wipe  from  me.  They  sends 
too  many  folks  contented  to  their  long  home,  not  to 
know  how  to  go  there  contentedly  themselves. 

Then  like  men,  &o. 
And  when  Captain  Death  comes  the  reckoning  to  settle, 

Yon  may  clear  ship  for  action  us  much  as  you  like. 
And  liehave  like  a  man ;  but,  he's  such  weight  of  metal, 

AS  the  Tery  first  broadside  the  bravest  must  strike. 
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And,  when  joa  b«T«  said  aU  70a  caa,  what's  them  in  it  P 
Who  to  wad  'gainst  a  storm  but  a  lubber  would  try  ? 

Sponnr.]  For  as  to  qualms  of  conscience,  cheating 
evstomers,  betraying  friends  and  such  Uke,  bring  a  set 
of  hoaett  tradesmen  ;  I  dare  say  you  are  perfectly  easy 
about  thoy  tort  of  things. 

Then  like  men,  fto. 


MONSIEirB  TONBOIT. 


Thskb  lired,  as  fisme  reports,  in  days  of  f  ore» 

At  least  some  fifty  years  ago,  or  more, 
A  pleasanti»ightontown,  yclept  TomEing^ 

A  fellow  that  was  derer  at  a  joke, 

Expert  in  all  the  arts  to  teaseand  smoke- 
In  dtort  for  strokes  of  kumour  quite  the  thing. 

To  many  a  jovial  dub  this  King  was  known. 
With  whom  his  active  wit  unrivall'd  shone :  ^ 

Choice  spirit,  grave  freemason,  buck  and  blood. 
Would  crowd,  his  stories  and  bon-mots  to  hear. 
And  ne'er  a  disappointment  e'er  could  fear. 

His  htmiour  flowed  in  such  a  copious  flood. 

To  him  a  firolio  was  a  high  delight, 

A  frolic  he  would  hunt  for  day  and  night, 

Careless  how  prudence  on  the  sport  might  firown, 
If  e'er  a  pleasant  mischief  sprang  to  view. 
At  once  o'er  hedge  and  ditch  away  he  flew, 

Kor  left  the  game  till  he  had  run  it  down. 

One  night  our  hero  rambling  with  a  friend, 
Kear  fam'd  St.  Giles's  chanc'd  his  course  to  bend. 
Just  by  that  spot  the  Seven  dial's  hight; 
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Twas  sflenoe  all  around,  and  clear  the  coast. 
The  watch,  as  usual,  dozing  on  his  post. 
And  scarce  a  lamp  display 'd  a  twinkling  light. 

Around  this  place  there  liv'dthe  num'rous  dans 
Of  honest,  plodding,  foreign  artizans. 

Known,  at  that  time,  by  the  name  of  refugees ; 
The  rod  of  persecution  from  their  home. 
Compelled  the  inoffensiTe  race  to  roam. 

And  here  they  lighted,  like  a  swarm  of  bees. 

Well !  our  two  friends  were  sauntering  down  the  street. 
In  hopes  some  food  for  humour  soon  to  meet. 

When,  in  a  window  near,  a  light  they  view, 
And  though  a  dim  and  melancholy  ray, 
tt  seem*d  the  prologue  to  some  merry  play,— 

So  tow'rda  the  gloomy  dome  our  hero  drew. 

Straight  at  the  door  he  gave  a  thund'ring  knoek, 
(The  time  we  may  suppose,  near  two  o'clock ;) 

*  I'll  ask,'  says  King,  '  if  Thompson  lodges  here.' 
'Thompson!'  cries  t'other,  'who  the  devil  is  he?' 
*I  know  not,'  King  replies,  '  but  want  to  see 

Whiat  kind  of  animal  will  appear.' 

After  some  time,  aUttle  Frenchman  came. 

One  hand  displayed  a  rushlight's  trembling  flanio. 

The  other  held  a  thing  they  call  ctUotte  ; 
An  old  striped  woollen  night-cap  grao'd  his  head, 
A  tatter'd  waistcoat  o'er  one  shoulder  spread. 

Scarce  half  awake,  he  heav'd  a  yawning  note. 

Though  thus  untimely  rous'd,  he  courteous  smil'd, 
And  soon  address'd  our  wag  in  accents  mild ; 

Bending  his  head  politely  to  his  knee, 
*  Pray,  sare,  vat  vant  you,  dat  you  come  so  late  ? 
I  beg  your  pardon,  sare  to  make  you  Tait; 

Fray  tell  me,  sare,  vat  your  commands  vid  mo  ? 
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'  Sir/  replied  King,  *I  merely  thought  to  know 
As  by  your  house  I  chanced  to-night  to  go- 
But  really,  sir,  Idistorb'dyoursleep,  I  fear — 
I  lay— I  thought— that  you  perhaps,  could  teU 
'  Among  the  folks  who  in  this  street  may  dwdl. 
If  therms  a  Mr.  Thompson  lodires  here  ? 

The  shiy'ring  Frenchman,  though  not  pleased  to  find 
The  business  of  this  unimportant  kind, 

Too  simple  to  suspect  'twas  meant  in  jeer, 
Shrugg'd  out  a  sigh,  that  thus  his  rest  should  break. 
Then,  with  unalter'd  courtesy,  he  spake, — 

*lCo,  Bare,  no  Honsiur  T6nson  lodges  here.' 

Oar  wag  b^g'd  pardon,  and  toward  home  he  sped. 
While  the  poor  Frenchman  crawl'd  again  to  bed; 

But  King  resolv'd  not  thus  to  drop  the  jest. 
80  the  next,  night,  with  more  of  whim  than  grace. 
Again  he  made  a  visit  to  the  place. 

To  break,  once  more  the  poor  old  French-  man's  re\ 

He  knocked— but  wuted  longer  than  before— 
Ko  footstep  seem'd  approaclung  to  the  door. 

Our  Frenchman  lay  in  such  a  sleep  profound ; 
King,  with  the  knccker,  thunder'd  then  again. 
Firm  on  his  post  determined  to  remain. 

And  oft,  indeed,  he  made  the  door  resound. 

At  last  King  hears  him  o'er  the  passage  creep; 
Wond'ring  what  fiend  again disturb'd  his  sleep; 

The'  wag  salutes  him  with  a  civil  leer; 
Thus  drawling  out,  to  heighten  the  surprise, 
(While  the  poor  Frenchman  rubb'd  his  heavy  eyes,) 

*  Is  there— a  Mr.  Thompson  lodges  here  ?' 

The  Frenchman  falter'd,  with  a  kind  of  fright, 
•  Vy,  sare— I'm  sure  I  told  you,  sare,  last  night,' 
(And  here  he  labour'd  vnth  a  sigh  sincere,) 


Digitized  by  Google 


AND   RECITATIONS,  ETC.  161 

*  No  Moosienr  Tonson  in  the  varld  I  know^ 
No  Monsieur  Tonson  here— I  told  you  so ; 

Indeed,  aare,  dare  no  Monaiux  Tonson  horeT 

Some  more  excuses  tender'd,  off  King  goe^. 

And  the  old  Frenchman  sought,  once  more,  rcpew. 

The  rogue  next  night  pursu'd  his  old  career— 
'Twas  long,  indeed,  before  the  man  came  nigh. 
And  then  he  utter'd,  in  a  piteous  crj, 

'  Sare,  'pon  my  soul,  no  Monsieur  Tonscm  here  1* 

Our  sportive  wight  his  usual  visit  paid. 

And  the  next  night  came  forth  a  prattling  Bnaid, 

Whose  tongue,  indeed,  than  any  jack  went  faster  j 
Anxious  she  strove  his  errand  to  inquire ; 
He  said,  *  "Tis  vain  her  pretty  tongue  to  tire, 

He  should  not  stir  till  he  had  seen  her  master  ' 

The  damsd  then  began,,  m  doleful  state. 
The  Frenehman's  broken  slumbers  to  relate. 

And  begg'd  he'd  call  at  proper  time  of  day. 
King  told  her  she  must  fetch  her  master  down, 
A  chaise  was  ready— he  was  leaving  town. 

But,  first,  had  much  of  deep  concern  to  say. 

Thus  urg'4,  ri»  went  the  snoring  man  to  cttH, 
And  long,  kidlMd,,  waa  she  obliged  to  bawl, 

Ere  she  eould-rouee  the  torpid  lump  of  clay ; 
At  last,  he  wake»— he  rises— and  he  swears, 
But  scarcely  had  he  totter'd  down  the  stairs, 

When  King  attacks  him  in  his  Bsual  way. 

The  Frenehman  now  perceiv'd  twaa  all  in  vain 
To  this  timnentor  mildly  to  complain. 
And  straight  in  rage  his  crest  began  to  rear>- 

*  Sare,  vat  tho  devil  make  you  treat  me  so? 
Sare,  I  inform  you,  sare,  three  nights  ago. 

Got  tarn!  I  swear  no  Monsieur  Tonson  here  t* 
103  L 
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True  M  the  night.  King  went,  and  hoard  a  strife 
Between  the  harass'd  Frenchman  and  his  wife. 

Which  would  descend  to  chase  the  fiend  away ; 
At  length  to  join  their  forces  they  agree. 
And  straight  impetuooslj  they  turn  the  key, 

Frepar'd  ?ath  mntnal  fury  for  the  fray. 

.  Oor  hero,  with  the  firmness  of  a  rock. 
Collected  to  receiTe  the  mighty  shock, 

Utt'ring  the  old  inquiry  calmly  stood — 
The  name  of  l^ompson  rais'd  the  storm  so  hi^jh, 
He  deemed  it  then  the  safest  plan  to  fly, 
With,  'Well  m  call  i^ain  when  you're  in  gender 
mood.' 

In  short,  our  hero,  with  tne  same  intent. 

Full  many  a  night  to  plague  the  Frenchman  \>  out. 

So  fond  of  mischief  was  the  wicked  wit ; 
They  throw  out  water- for  the  watch  they  call. 
But  King,  expecting,  still  escapes  frcmi  all — 

MonMeur,  at  last,  was  forced  his  house  to  quit. 

It  happen'd  that  our  wag,  about  this  time. 

On  som^  fair  prospect  sought  the  eastern  clime ; 

Six  ling'ring  years  where  there  his  tedious  lot. 
At  length,  content,  amid  his  rip'ning  store. 
He  treads  again  on  Britain's  happy  shore. 

And  his  long  absence  is  at  onceforgot. 

To  London  ?nth  impatient  hope  he  flies. 
And  the  same,  night,  as  former  freaks  arise,    . 
He  fain  must  stroll,  the  well-known  haunt  to  traoo. 

*  Ah!  here's  the  scene  of  frequent  mirth  1'   he  said  $ 

*  My  poor^  old  Frenchman,  I  suppose,  is  dead— 

Egad!  I'll  knock,  and  see  who  holds  his  place.* 

With  rapid  strokes  he  makes  the  mansion  roar. 
And  while  he  eager  eyes  the  op'ning  dour, 
Lo !  who  obeys  the  knocker's  rattling  peal  P 


Digitized  by  Google 


AND    RECITATIONS,  KTC.  163 

Why  e'en^ur  littlo  Frenchman  strange !  to  say, 
He  took  his  old  abode  that  very  day — 
Capricious  turn  of  Fortune's  sportive  wheel  I 

Without  one  thought  of  the  relentless  foe, 
'V^'ho  fiend-like  haunted  him  so  long  ago. 

Just  in  his  former  trim  he  now  appears ; 
The  waistcoat  and  the  night-cap  seemed  the  same. 
With  rushlight,  as  before,  he  creeping  came. 

And  King's  detested  voice  astonished  hears. 

As  if  some  hideous  spectre  struck  his  sight. 
His  senses  seem'd  bewilder'd  with  afiVight ; 

His  face,  indeed,  bespoke  a  heart  full  sore. 
Then  starting,  be  exclaim'd,  in  rueful  strain, 
*BegHr !  here's  Monsieur  Tonson  come  again !' 

Awajr  he  raiu  and  ne'er  was  heard  of  more  i 


OLD  BIBDS  CAUGHT  WITH  CHAFF. 

Wbll  timed,  how  oft  we  may  surprisoy 
A  single  rogue,  of  ears  or  eyes; 
Unthinking  fool, — devoid  of  care. 
He  falls  into  a  well  known  snare. 

One  day  old  Farmer  Roger  went 
To  church  (not  for  the  sacrament 
Or  for  the  prayers),  of  such  like  stuflf. 
One  day  each  week  he  had  enough. 
But  to  consult  his  pastor  kind — 
For  his  best  goo^e  had  taken  wing. 
Without  her  will,  no  doubt,  poor  thing. 
It  grieved  him  sore, — with  sad  comphdnt 

He  filled  the  parson's  ears : 
The  tale  induced  the  pious  saint, 

To  lull  the  poor  man's  fears.  r 

Alas !  how  mortals  are  oppressed ! 
What  cares,  what  woes,  disturb  our  rest ; 
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And  we  can  bnt  repine; 
That  goose  was  next  day  to  be  dressed. 

For  Roger's  friends  to  dine. 
Sanday,— next  day,— the  priest  averred. 
By  prayers  he  might  bring  back  the  bird. 
The  church  was  full,  when  with  a  frown. 
The  pastor  cries,  **  sit  down,  sit  down  ;'* 
They  thought  that  this  unusual  cry 
Or  question  needed  no  reply ; 

*  Sit  down,  ye  wicked  ones.'— He  stopped, 
"When  up  at  once  the  assembly  popped,— 

*  We  be  sit  down,  Zur;'— '  Oh'.'  he  cries, 

*  Ye  need  not  screen  >  our  faults  with  lies;— 
The  man  who  stole  the  goose  he  stands. 
His  pockets  furnished  with  his  hands ;' 

He,  luckless  wight,  now  scrtached  his  crown. 
And  cries,  '  Lawk,  Zur,  I  be  sit  down  j' 
<  Ah,'  said  the  parson  with  a  laugh, 
'  Old  birds,  I  find,  are  caught  with  chaff.' 


THE  BUMPKIN  IK  TOWN. 

What  thof  I  be  a  oountry-clown. 

For  all  the  fuss  that  you  make. 
One  need  not  to  be  bom  in  town. 

To  know  what  two  and  two  make ;  ' 
Squire  Fop  there  thinks  his  empty  pate 

Worth  all  ours  put  together; 
But  how  can  that  have  any  weight 

That's  only  made  of  feather  ? 
Then  don't  ye  be  so  proud,  d'ye  see. 

It  e'nt  a  thing  that's  suiting. 
Can  one  than  t'other  better  be. 

When  both  are  on  a  footing  ? 
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Kow  here's  a  man,  who  seas  and  land 

Has  dreamt  that  he  can  cross  over  t 
That  all  the  world's  at  his  command. 

For  he's  a  great  philosopher : 
That  to  each  secret  ho  no  bars 

E'er  finds,  but  can  unlock  it. 
And  coDJure  down  the  moon  and  stars. 

And  put  them  in  hia  pocket 
But  when  yon'ye  caught  him,  where'sthe  i)riae. 

Bo  mighty  to  the  getter? 
For  sartin,  he  may  make  ns  wise. 

Bat  can  he  make  us  better. 

My  lady  there,  because  she's  dressed 

In  lappets,  frills,  and  flounces ; 
See,  how  with  pride  her  fluttering  breast. 

Throbs,  heaves,  and  thumps,  and  bounces  | 
And  then,  'tis  said,  they  make  a  face,    - 

Kew  spick  and  span  each  feature. 
As  if  they  thoughf  that  a  disgrao* 

That's  ready  made  by  Kafcure. 
The  money,  for  a  head  so  high. 

Such  scoUops  and  such  carving. 
Would  keep  an  honest  family 

A  month,  or  more,  from  starving. 

As  for  the  doctors,  and  their  pill. 

Odds  wounds  !  I  can't  endure  thom  | 
For  sartin  they  their  patients  kill 

More  oftoDcr  than  they  cure  thom. 
And  as  for  Master  Poet  here. 

Who  writes  for  fame  and  glory, 
I  think  as  he's  a  little  queer. 

Poor  soul!  in  the  upper  story  ; 
I've  yet  another  wipe  to  spare. 

For,  wounds  !  I'll  give  no  quarter, 
Next  time  you  find  a  fool,  take  care 

You  do  not  catch  a  Tartar. 
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THE  RIVALPAINTEBj 

OB,  THB  WLVCKY  BLVNDBB. 

In  Italy,  as  authors  tell  us. 
There  liv'd  a  painter  wood'rous  jealous; 
Tormented  with  a  female  evil. 
Tempting  and  subtle  as  the  devil ; 
A  slipp'ry  Proteus,  whom  no  chain, 
Kor  Spanish  padlock,  cotdd  contain. 
Thus  she  created  frequent  smart 
To  spouse's  aching  head  and  heart, 
'Twas  the  chief  business  of  his  life. 
How  to  confine  this  eel,  his  wife ; 
Inventive  noddle  teems  at  last, 
With  an  odd  whim  to  hold  her  fast ; 
Besolv'd  his  pencil  art  to  show, 
(Whate'er  he  can't  perform  below) 
He  drew  a  mule,  with  dcxt'rous  skill. 
On  the  soft  brow  of  Venus  hill. 
Thus,  if  she  stray'd,  he  could  for  certain 
Know  it  by  drawing  up  the  curtain. 
But  ah !  how  vain  our  councils  are. 
And  all  our  plots  against  the  fair ! 
Comes  brother  Brush  to  take  a  bout. 
So,  L — d  knows  how !  they  rubb'd  it  out. 
But,  as  he  was  an  honest  brother. 
Finding  one  gone,  he  drew  another; 
Forgetting  what  the  first  did  lack. 
He  clapp'd  a  saddle  on  his  back. 
Chloe  was  hugely  pleas'd,  and  smil'd 
To  think  how  seignor  was  beguil'd, 
"Who,  reeling  home  one  ev'ning  late. 
With  mellow  looks  and  jealous  pate, 
Tow'd  he'd  not  take  a  wink  of  sleep. 
Without  one  dear,  departing  peep. 
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« Can yoa  distrust  me?'  Chloe  cries, 
'  Inhmnsn  man !'  and  wipes  her  eyes; 
•Put  on  your  spectacles  and  view  it, 
The  mule,  my  dear,  is  where  you  drew  it.* 
*The  mule  I  see  iS'  safe,  my  dear. 
But  8— ds,  who  put  the  saddle  here  ?* 


LONDON  AT  FIVE  IN  THE  MORNING. 

AiB— "  The  Soneymoon.** 

Habk  !  the  buz  of  Corent-garden-market  is  increasing 
loud; 
Waggons,  baskets,  cabbages,  and  carrots  choke  the 
way; 
Costermongers  and  greengrocers  bustle  now  amid  the 
crowd. 
And  drive  their  bargains  hard  ere  they  drive  iheix  carta 
away. 
Water-cresses— birds  and  china— oranges  and  apples, 
too— 
Turnips,  eggs,  and  roses  of  the  very  finest  dye ; 
Nuts  and  pears,  with  cherriee  ripe  that  look  so  tempt- 
ing to  the  view ; 
Asparagus,  fine  peaches,  hoboys,  nectarines— who'll 
buy? 

SpoiBir.]  (A$  a  Jew  ototheeman.)  Clo!  Clol  Clo!  — 
(Soy.)  I  say,  Moses,  have  you  come  from  the  Old 
'  Bailey  ?—(Jew.)  Vhy  so?—  (Boy.)  Who  was  hung  there 
last  week? — Oat  avay,  you  little  plackguard.— Moses, 
wasn't  it  Abrahams,  for  cutting  the  dog's  throat,. in 
Norfolk-street  ? — Veil,  suppose  it  vas ;  do  you  think 
your  peoples  are  to  keep  all  the  gallows  to  themselves  P 
Hare-skin  I  rabbit-skin  I  Cook,  have  you  any  hare- 
skin  P— No,  my  mistress  cuts  them  iJl  up  to  make 
comforters   for  the  children.-— Coach!     coach!   (in  a 
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Jborve  totee.}'^!^  hired.— I  say  yon  are  not.— I  nji  I 
«m.— Bat  X  wy  70a  are  not.— Why,  how  d'je  know?— 
I  know  you're  not,  yon  scoundrel !— You're  Tery  handj 
«t  yonr  good  namefl,  howdsomerer ;  but  look  inside,  if 
yon  don't  believe.  There !  there's  »  gentleman  lying 
«n  both  seits  asleep;  he  engaged  me  for  a  whole  day; 
he's  going  to  the  Boyalty  Theatre,  in  Well-close-sqnare, 
thk  erening*  and  is  determined  to  be  there  in  time. — 
WhUt^s  o'clock,  watchman  ?— I  cant  tell;  I'm  off  my 
beat.— You  deserve  to  be  beat  for  the  answer.— Halloo ! 
who  hare  yon  here  F  This  gentleman  seems  to  have  busi- 
ness on  both  sides  of  the  way  (reeUng).—Tt&jt  sir,  can 
yon  ten  me  which  is  my  way  home  ? — really  sir  I  cannot, 
unless  you  will  first  tell  me  where  you  live.— That's 
exactly  what  I  want  to  find  out— it's— it'Sr-that  is  to 
Ba,j—(hiceougk)—I  live  in  one  of  the  new  streets  that 
a'n't  christened  yet,  and  we  haVn't  settled  whether  my 
house  is  No.  9.  or  No,  40.  I  beg  your  pardon.— Steady, 
steady. — Bless  my  soul!  how  Tery  uneven  they  do  make 
the  <t>ads.— Bear  me !  whats  the  matter  with  that  g»i« 
Heman?— Nothing;  he's  merely  been  spinning  out  the 
evening  with  a  few  friends,  and  now  he's  reeling  it 
home.  Halloo !  coach,  I  eay.— I'm  hired.— Yes ;  and 
Tm  tired,  so  we  shall  suii;  very  well  together.— Where 
do  you  want  to  go  to,  sir  P— To  the  city.— My  horses 
live  at  Pimlico,  and  they  «an't  go.— Do  you  want  ere  # 
basket-woman,  your  honour?— No,  sir!  much  obIige4 
to  you ;  no  sir.— Och !  be  after  using  me,  your  honour. 
—No,  sir;  much  obliged  to  you  ;  no  sir.— And  does, 
^our  honour  mistake  the  §€xe$,  sure  ?  and  a'n't  I  a  wo- 
man, now  ?  only  by  my  coat  and  hat  you're  after  taking 
me  Hdt  one  of  yourselves;  but  if  your  honour  will  only 
iUp  into  my  basket.  111  trip  home  with  you  as  safe  as 
A  bunch  of  turnips,  and  much  cheaper  into  tiie  bargain. 

Hark  I  the  buz,  &c. 
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IToff  tJL  the  mMUt  ne  conuDg  in,  «id  femaUi  twirl  aU 
their  mops, 
Hilk-maids,  in  the  iratery  way,  abore  the  area  call; 
Apprentices  begin  to  think  how  soon  thejil  open  all 
their  shops. 
While  *<£^ve«p/"  in  accents  mnsical,  the  sooty  nrohini 
bawL 
Greeks  and  pigeons  now  tnm  oat»  from  FaU^maU  and 
St.  James's  Street ; 
"With  "  done,"  and  "  done,"  there's  many  done,  at 
hazard,  rouge  ei  noir; 
Parties  from  quadrille  returning,  exquisitely  fine,  yoa 
meet. 
The  market  beating  Sdbylon  in  all  concision's  roar  1 

SpoKSir.]  Ha!  why  it's  Jack!  our  friend  Jack,  How 
<i'ye  do?  you  rise  early. —No;  I've  been  np  Za/».— Why, 
Where's  your  cabriolet  P  Ohl  it's  gone^gone,  my  dear 
.  fellow :~played  with  a  Ariend— lost  all  the  cash;  two  to 
one  on  the  cab,  says  he— done,  says  I;  away  went 
the  dice,  then  I  lost  my  man — but  that's  nothing.  Owe 
him  two  years*  wages— rather  a  troublesome  article. 
So  away  wei^t  my  cabriolet  and  friend  together,  and 
here  am  l.—fSomeownde.)  I  say.  Bill,  here  s  the  Man- 
chester mail.— Stop  the  coaeh  I  Fray,  Mr.  Coachman, 
have  you  a  small  brown  paper  parcel,  with  a  pair  of  brass 
annffers  and  a  box-iron,  directed  to  "  Mrs.  Mary  Old*- 
mayon,  No.  2,  Frospect>Bow,  Filligree-plaoe  f"— Go  to 
Jericho  with  you.  Ya,  hip !— Fray,  sir,  can  you  tell  me 
where  the  Bath  stage  goes  from  ?— Yes,  sir,  from  tho 
Golden  Cross,  or  from  the  White  Horse  Cellar,  or  from 
the  Swan  with  Two  Necks,  or  from  the  Bull  and  Mouth* 
or  from  the  George  and  Blue  Boar,  or  from  the  Sara* 
cen's  Head,  or  from  the— Ay,  you  have  told  quite 
enough  already,  sir,  I'm  sure.- 1  say,  what  building  ia 
that?  That's  the  Lying-in-Hospital.- That  wiU  jusi 
•nit  us,  for  we  have  been  lying  out  all  night. — **  Sweep 
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sweep!"  How  Ipitj  those  crefttnres  who  are  obliged  to 
plod  through  the  dirty  paths  of  life  to  keep  oa  clean. — 
Ay,  a  friend  of  mine  has  invented  a  plan  to  do  away 
with  climbing-boy».~How  is  that,  pra,  ?— He  mean^  to 
anbstitnte  climbing  girls. — Indeed ! — Sir,  I  am  surprised 
at  your  introducing  such  a  subject  at  this  time  of  the 
morning.— "  Sweep !  sweep  !■' — Here  my  little  fellow, 
here's  sixpence  for  you.— Thank'ee,  sir. — Come,  Bill, 
make  a  bow  to  the  gentleman.  (The  master ,  tm  a 
lehisper,  to  the  hoy  :)  I  say  Bill,  To'n't  you  be  arter 
treating  your  master  to  a  dram  ?  (Aloud :)  I  alrays 
takes  care  of  the  boy's  money,  your  honour. 

Hark !  the  buz,  &c. 

London  streets  begin  to  fill—the  overgrown  metropolis 
Is  pouring  forth  it's  populace,  their  business  to  attend ; 
Though  late  they  seem  deserted,   like  the  lonely  Perse- 
opolis, 
Now  all  is  hurry -bustle,  from  the  east  to  the  west  end : 
Dustmen,  dandies,  fishmongers,  and  porters,  racing  to 
and  fro; 
Bakers,   newsmen,  barrow-women,  all    their  trades 
now  drive ; 
Covent-garden-market  is  the  onlv  place  in  town,  I  know. 
Where  London,  in  epitome,  is  always  found  alive. 

•  Spokbn.]  "Mackarel!  ah,  mackreal!" — "WTiat  « 
number  of  derivations  that  word  has  in  London,  to  be 
sure;  now  only  listen  :  "Ah  meckral !  eh,  mackeral! 
oh,  mackerall !  ah,  mackera  !  "  (Imitating  Ike  varioue 
voices  J  "Gooseberries!  ripe  gooseberries!"— Why, 
what  notes  do  you  call  them  ?— I  should  consider  them 
as  ftarroto-notes. — "Milk  below  1  Milk  above t  meoht 
me  oh  I" — Why  what  can  that  man  mean  by  me  oh  ?— 
Surely  there  is  no  English  for  me  oh  I — No,  but  it'a 
good  French  for  all  that ;  mi  oh  !  (mi  eauj  means  hdJf 
Wflier.— I  say,  old  gentleman,  vith  the  red  night  cap. 
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Thy  don't  you  move  your  cart  there  P—What's  that  to 
you.— Vhy,  it  is  to  me.  I'so  been  standing  here  for  the 
last  half'hour ;  so  vhy  dqn't  you  move  on  your  horse, 
and  let  me  get  over  the  Tay  P — If  you  wish  to  get  over 
the  way,  you  must  get  under  my  horse's  belly. — Yell, 
you're  a  gentleman,  full  veight,  I  don't  think. — Halloo ! 
coachee,  are  you  hired  ?— (Coachman  yawru.)  Yes ;  I've 
been  waiting  for  a  gentleman  all  night.  Oh!  here  he  is. 
Hei^  I  am  your  honour. — Well,  what  of  that  ?— I  droTe 
your  honour  here  last  night ;  my  fare  was  eighteen 
pence.—Oli !  true,  true ;  and  I'll  pay  you. — Yes,  sir ! 
but,  now  I've  been  waiting  aU  night,  my  fare's  seven- 
and-twenty  shillings  and  nine-pence. 

Hark !  the  bus,  &o. 


JEMMY  LINKUM  FEEDLB. 

A  CLBBK  I  was  in  London  gay. 

Jemmy  linknm  feedle. 
And  went  in  boots  to  see  the  play. 

Merry  fiddledum  tweedle. 
I  marched  the  lobby,  twirled  my  stick. 

Diddle,  daddlc,  docdle ; 
The  girls  all  cried,  ''He's  quite  the  kickl' 

Oh,  Jemmy  linkum  feedle. 

Hoy,  for  America  I  sail, 

Yankee  doodle  deedle ; 
The  sailor-boys  cried,  *'  Smoke  his  tail  l"  * 

Jemmy  linkum  feedle. 
On  English  belles  I  turned  my  back. 

Diddle,  daddle,  deedle; 
And  got  a  foreign  fair,  quite  black. 

Oh,  twaddle,  twaddle,  tweedle  1 
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Your  London  girls,  with  rogoisli  trip^ 

Wheedle,  wheedle,  wheedle. 
Bout  their  pouting  undei;  lip. 

Fiddle,  faddle,  feedle. 
Wjwows  would  beat  •  hundred  tooh. 

Diddle,  daddle,  deedle. 
Whose  upper  lip  pouts  twice  as  much. 

Oh  pretty  double  wheedle. 

Binps  I'll  buj  to  deck  her  toes. 

Jemmy  linkum  feedle ; 
A  feather  fine  shall  grace  her  nose. 

Waving  fiddle  seedle ; 
"With  jealousy  I  ne'er  shall  burst. 

Who'd  steal  a  bone  of  bones-a  ? 
A  white  Othello,  I  can  trust 

A  dingy  Desdemona. 


THE  METAMORPHOSIS 

OB,  ASTZHTUBXa  OW   TABlOtB  JOLTBB  AXD  BIS  COW. 

A  Tru9  story, 

OiLSS  JoLTBB  went,  as  Tillage  gossips  teSl, 

To  Romford  town  his  aged  cow  to  sell; 

l^e'd  seen  much  serrioe— nsiany  an  Essex  calf 

Had  drank  her  milk— tiU  ten  years  and  a  half 

Of  Dolly's  squeeaingdrain'd  her  almost  dry ; 

But  Jolter  shrewdly  guess'd  some  one  would  buy. 

And  the  experiment  resolv'd  to  try : — 

At  length  a  chapman  came—a  bargain  then 

Was  struck  for  the  old  cow,  at  four  pounds  ten — 

Giles  rubb'd  his  hands  with  glee,  then  homeward  went. 

His  mind  fall  on  his  lucky  bargain  bent; 

And  as  ho  quaffed  his  nut-brown  ale. 

And,  laughing,  told  his  dame  the  tale« 
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The  lout  declar'd,  that  'tvns  his  firm  belief 
The  poor  old  cow  would  make  rare  Lunnun  ht^l 
Bat  ah !  how  little  Farmer  Jolter  thought. 

While  he  his  joke  enjoj'd  and  swigg'd  his  *  nitppj,' 
That  he  in  roguery's  trap  might  soon  be  caught. 

And  teUa  dismal  tale,  though  now  so  happy. 
The  cow's  new  master  soon  to  Smithfield  sent  her 
As  the  best  place  to  gain  by  the  adventure ; 
For,  possibly,  he  thought 
The  cow  might  there  be  bought 
By  one  of  those  good  souls  who  raakopolonUt, 
Who're  not  partieularlif  nice. 
If  they  can  deal  at  a  fair  price, 
What  sort  of  flesh  they  buy,  or  what  the  bone  is. 
But,  it  appears  the  sausage  trade  was  dull^ 

Christmas  was  Bear—prime  oxen  all  the  cry— 
The  market,  too,  it  seems,  was  over  fuU^ 
So  the  old  cow  was  pass'd  unheeded  by. 
Until  a  couMregeneraior  spied  her, 

(A  very  skilful  man  in  his  profession) 
Who  said  at  onoe,  the  moment  that  he  ey'd  her. 

For  just  one  orown  he'd  put  her  in  possession 
Of  an  her  former  smooth  and  sleeky  looks. 
In  short,  he'd  make  her  young  again  I—*  Ghubooks.' 
The  doctor  cried,  *  I'll  do't  this  very  day ; 
Toa'U  pay  if  I  succeed— 
If  not,  you  wo'n't,' — *  Agreed, 
Agreed,*  repiled  the  man, — '  no  core  no  pay.' 
The  doctor  straight  commenced  his  operations; 
Her  shaggy  hide  he  trimm'd,  her  horns  he  sorap'd. 
He  rubb'd  and  scrubb'd— in  short  no  mode  ewap'd 
To  etfect  the  much-desired  renovation ; 
In  faith,  the  job  was  done  to  admiration ; 
So  that  the  crown 
Was  soon  put  down. 
With  matnal  thanks  and  real  e<mgratalalioa. 
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The  owner  vie  >'d  his  cow  with  great  delight} 
Ah !  thought  he,  what  a  locky  dog  was  I 
This  beast  at  Romford  market  thus  to  hnj. 

Egad,  to  sell  her  there  I'll  now  endearoor  i 
Who  knows  but  that  her  former  master  might 

Still  want  a  yonnger  one  ?— the  thought  is  clercr, 

I'll  send  her  back,  and  try  my  Inok  however. 
A  salesman  then  he  hir'd  without  delay,— 
And  off  to  Bomford  sent  her  the  next  day. 
Jolter  was  there— the  cow  soon  caught  his  eye- 
He  ask'd  the  price,  and  seem'd  resolved  to  boy ; 
*Pray,  what's  her  age  ?'  said  Jolter,  'and  what  breed  F' 

*  Oh,  she's  a  young  'un  yon  may  plainly  see; 

And  as  for  breed,  why  she's  an  Aldemey.* 
*An  Aldemey!  now,  is  she  one  indeed? 
I  likes  them  kind  of  cows  the  best  of  any  | 
But  'pon  my  soul,  she  looks  by  half  ' 

More  like  my  old  'un's  calf! 
For,  as  to  calves,  my  old  'un  suckled  many. 
But  vrhat's  the  price  ?  I'll  deal  wi*  ye  if  I  can— 
'  Fifteen  pound  ten's  the  lowest,'  said  the  man } 
"So  sooner  said  than  done— the  cash  was  given, 
And  home  to  Jolter's  farm  the  beast  was  driven. 
Meanwhile  the  salesman,  laughing  in  his  sleeve, 

Betum'd  to  town,  and  gave  to  his  employer 
The  cash  whoso  loss  poor  Jolter  had  to  grieve. 

Who  useless  found  it  to  employ  a  lawyer  j 
As  in  the  sequel  we  are  bound  to  state, 
Mlien  Jolter's  tale  we're  call'd  on  to  relate. 
As  he  ezplain'd  it  to  the  magistrate. 
Our  task  it  must  be  now 
To  say  what  happened  to  the  cow. 
Like  an  old  resident,  who  knew  her  place. 

Soon  as  she  enter'd  at  the  door. 
She  stretch'd  her  limbs,  with  far  more  ease  than  grace. 

Where  many  a  time  she'd  stretch'd  those  limbs  befi^re. 
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TSfext  mom  with  pail  and  stool  came  milkmaid  Dolly, 
Who  soon  uprous'd  her  old  acquaintance  Colly ; 
She  press  d  the  soorce  whence  milk  she  thought  would 
flow. 

And  roughly  grasp'd  it  with  her  ruddy  hand, 
But,  ah !  the  sturdy  damsel  did  not  know 

The  liquid  would  not  come  at  her  command ; 
In  vain  she  squeez'd,  but  squeezing  would  not  d<$. 
And  what  she  did  produce  was  mere  sky  blue  t 
Doll  curs'd  the  cow— then  went  and  told  her  master 

He'd  better  kept  the  one  with  which  he'd  parted. 
For  this  one's  milk  was  blue,  and  came  no  faster— 

Indeed,  poor  Dolly  seem'd  quite  broken-hearted. 

*  What's  to  be  done  ?'  cried  Jolter  in  despair, 

*  Canst  tell,  Doll,  eh  ?   *  No,  measter,  I  don't  know.* 

*  Well,  then,  go  fetch  old  Master  Leach,  the  doctor. 

For  summut  is  the  matter.'— 
She  went— the  doctor  quickly  came— when  lot 
His  horse-laugh  rent  the  air— 
*  A  young  cow,  eh !— 'od  rat  her! 
Why,  'tis  the  old  one,  farmer !  you  hare  dock*d  her ! 

Yon  could'nt  think,  by  trimming  the  old  cow. 
And  paring  down  her  horns,  it  would  produce 

A  good  supply  of  milk !  I  wonder  how 
Ton  ever  thought  on't.'—* Thought on'tl  what  I?  the 

deuce ! 
'I've sold  the  old  'un,  doctor;— this  an't  that— 
This  is  another,  that  I  bought.' 

*  Oh,  oh !'  said  Master  Leach,  '  I  smell  a  rat ! 

Why,  old  friend  Jolter,  you've  been  caught  j 
For  this  here  cow,  I'll  swear,  is  your  old  Colly ; 
*Lord!   so  she  is!'    exclaim d  the  awe-struck  Dolly ; 

*  Oh,  gemini !  was  ever  such  a  game 
Play'd  off  before ! — 'twill  be  a  burning  shame 

If  meaater  can't  have  satisfaction.' — 
Jolter  replied,  '  I'll  bring  an  action 
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Agsinst  the  rogae,— or  dse,  mfty]ia{^  111  hang  him  | 
I'll  pl&y  the  verj  devil  with  him,  dang  him : 
80,  off  to  London,  anxious  for  success 
Bode  Jolter,  hoping  to  obtain  redress. 
His  tale  before  the  Lord  Major  he  related, 

With  nnafiected  woe  and  lengthen' d  face; 
Ifot  that  he  card  about  the  loss,  he  stated. 

One  half  so  much  as  he  did  the  disgrace 
Which  must  attach  to  him  and  all  his  race. 
The  worthy  magistrate  could  scarce  refrain 

From  laughing  at  the  tale  outright. 
But  in  a  sort  of  sympathising  strain 

His  lordship  told  the  luckless  wight, 
Tba;t  though  he  felt  for  Farmer  Jolter's  fate» 
Bedress  he  could  not  give— but  he'd  state. 
That  people  who  hereafter  want  a  cim. 
And  are  not  judges  of  the  matter  how 
To  tell  her  age,  had  better  save  a  laugh. 
If  not  their  cash,  by  bringing  up  a  calf  !— 
Poor  Jolter  hung  his  head  and  look'd  dejected. 
Bode  back,  and  on  the  circumstance  reflected, 
Besolv'd  to  keep  his  cow  and  breed  another; 
And,  since  twas  vain  to  think  that  he  could  smofchtr 
The  laugh  created  at  his  own  expense. 
Join  in  it  too,  and  therein  show  his  sense. 


THE  SIGHTS  OF  LONDON. 
Ai»— "  Lumutn  it  the  Devil,** 

I  IS  a  country  lad. 

On  Fortune  I  ne'er  frown,  Bur, 
I  left  both  mam  and  dad. 

And  travelled  up  to  town,  zur; 
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I  seed  the  leadies,  drest 

So  dashing,  and  so  nea<f,  twe. 
And  beans,  all  in  their  best, 

A  strutting  through  the  streets,  nir. 

Tooral,  &0. 
At  night,  when  I  walked  ont, 

Beliere  I  conld  scarce  pass,  sor. 
Without  being  pulled  about 

By  some  pratty  lass,  zur; 
Said  I,  fair  maids,  d'ye  see, 

Ise  sweethearts  more  than  twenty. 
And  you  must  aU  agree, 

For  one,  that  be  a  plenty. 

Too  ral,  fto. 
To  the  playhouse  I  then  strayed. 

Indeed  it  bean't  a  hum,  zur ; 
A  tragedy  they  played. 

They  called  it  Tommy  Thumb,  sur  j 
But,  being  squeezed  so  tight. 

It  ended  near  my  treat,  zur, 
I  could  do  no  more  all  night 

Than  get  a  standing  seat,  zur. 

Too  ral,  &o. 
The  next  place  I  went  to 

Waa  the  Exhibition, 
Where  you've  no  more  to  oo 

Than  pay  for  your  admission ; 
When  in  the  rooms  you  go 

Fine  pictures  do  abound  ye. 
For,  up  stairs  and  below. 

Great  folks  be  hung  all  round  ye. 

Too  ral,  &0. 
Kow,  having  heard  great  talk 

Of  the  Exeter  'Change,  zur, 
I  thought  I  would  just  walk 

And  zee  this  zight  so  strange,  zur; 
103  X 


Digitized  by  Google 


178  COMIC  SONGS, 

I  seed  I  do  deolne. 

Wild  beMtes  skip  and  dsooe,  nr; 
Likewise,  the  Rtuaiaii  bear, 

WMoh  drove  Boney  into  TaaiQ^  tor. 

Iooral,fto« 

The  right  pleased  I  so  weU, 

My  money  I  ne'er  gradged,  snr. 
So,  straightway,  down  Pall-mall, 

Ecod,  I  briskly  trudged,  jur; 
I  axed  for  all  the  shows. 

Determined  for  to  see  'em, 
Ilien  to  Piccadilly  goes, 

And  seed  a  Bull's  Mnseom. 


Tooral,fto. 


Kow,  all  the  sights  I  seed. 

As  I  could  weU  learn,  aur; 
80  thongltt  I  would,  with  speed* 

To  dad  and  mam  r^/am,  s«ri 
Then  to  the  coach  went  I, 

So  cheerful,  and  so  gay,  sur* 
I  wished  my  ftiends  good-by. 

And  set  off  the  next  day,  cur. 


Tooral,  &o< 


A  NOCTtJENAli  SKETCH. 

Brsir  is  come ;  and  from  the  dark  park,  hark. 
The  signal  of  the  tetting  sun-^me  gun  i 
And  six  is  sounding  from  the  chime— prime  time 
To  go  and  see  the  Drary-lane  Dane  skin. 
Or  hear  Othello's  jealous  doubt  spout  out. 
Or  Macbeth  raving  at  that  ahade^made  blade, 
Denying  to  his  frantic  dnteh  much  touch ; 
Or  dse  to  see  Ducrow  with,  wide  stride  ride 
^our  horses  as  no  other  man  can  span; 
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Or,  in  the  small  Olympic  pit,  sit  split 
Laugldng  at  Liston,  while  70a  quiE  his  phis. 
Anon  Night  comes,  And  with  her  wings  brings  things 
Such  as,  with  poetic  tongue,  Yonng  song; 
The  gas  up-blazes  with  its  bright  white  light, 
And  paralytic  watchmen  prowl,  howl,  growl. 
About  the  streets,  and  take  up  Fall  Ma31>SaI, 
Who,  hasting  to  her  nightly  jobs,  robs  fobs. 

Now  thieves  to  enter  for  your  cash,  smash,  eni^. 

Past  drowsy  Charley,  in  a  deep  sleep,  creep. 

But  frighten'd  by  Police  B.  S,  flee, 

And  while  they're  going,  whisper  low,  **Ko  go!" 

Now  puss,  wUle  folks  are  in  their  beds  treads  leads. 

And  sleepers  waking,  grumble— "drat  that  cat!" 

Who  in  the  gutter  caterwauls,  squalls,  mauls 

Some  feline  foe,  and  screams  in  shrill  ill-will. 

Now  bulls  of  Bashan,  of  a  prize  size,  rise 

In  childish  drewxis,  and  with  a  roar  go^  poor 

^teorgy,  or  Charies,  Billy,  wiHy  nillyj 

But  nursemaid  in  a  nightmare  rest,  chest-press'd, 

Dreameth  of  one  oi  her  <^  flames,  James  Oames, 

And  that  she  hears-^what  faith  is  nuin's-^  Ann's  banns 

And  his,  from  Reveret  d  Mr /Rice,  twice,  thrice; 

White  ribbons  flourish,  and  m  stout  shout  out. 

That  upward  goes,  shows  Rose  knows  those  bows  Woes  I 


WONDERFUL  SIGHTS. 
AiVr—**  Drops  of  JBraruljf," 

The  world  full  of  wonders  is  grown. 
And  still  every  day  they're  increasing ; 

When  you've  heard  my  song,  you'll  all  own. 
They  never  are  like  to  be  ceasing 
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A  monster  of  late  has  appeared 

Who  beats  former  wonders  all  hollow  j 
The  troth  I  can't  tell,  but  I've  heard 

He  means  all  the  world  soon  to  swallow. 
Oh,  Lord !  what  a  deuce  of  a  twist  I 

Fal,  lal,  H  ^* 

He  a  pipe  of  the  Monument  made ; 

Took  the  dome  of  St.  Pan'ls  for  a  bowl,  sirs. 
With  Colossus,  at  Rhodes,  too,  'tis  said. 

He  walked  through  the  streets  cheek  by  jowl,  sirs ; 
His  appetite,  too,  is  so  sharp. 

That  once,  when  he  wanted  a  feast,  airs; 
The  Tower  he  took  down  at  a  gape. 

And  swallowed  up  all  the  wild  beasts,  sirs. 
Mj  eye,  what  a  deuce  of  a  twist! 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  Ac. 

Yauzhall  Ghurdens  he  put  in  his  boot. 

And  at  foot-ball,  oh  dear  he's  so  clever. 
With  one  touch  of  his  sweet  little  foot 

He  kicked  London-Bridge  into  the  river. 
He  next  took  his  way  to  the  Mint, 

And  there,  sirs,  he  cut  such  a  caper. 
He  pocketed  all  that  was  in't, 

80  now  we  get  nothing  but  paper. 
Oh,  dear,  what  a  deuce  of  a  chap ! 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  &o. 

The  India-House,  Bank,  and  Exchange 

Were  hid  in  his  small  waistcoat  pocket  oh ! 
And  what  sirs  was  equally  strange. 

He  wore  Carlton-House  as  a  locket,  oh ! 
The  watchmen  astounded  were  quite. 

And  alarmed  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 
-When  he  told  them  that  he  ev'ry  night. 

Drank  the  Thames  as  a  cooling  potation. 
Oh,  dear,  what  a  deuce  of  a  gulp ! 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  &c. 
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Then  over  Che  Mansion-Honse  straight 

He  jumped  all  so  handsome  and  clever. 
But,  oh !  what  misfortunes  await— 

He  tumbled  right  plump  in  the  riyer. 
He  swallowed  the  boats  in  a  crack, 

And  the  vessels  had  shared  the  same  doom,  sirs, 
But  the  devil  caught  hold  of  hia  back, 

And,  diving,  he  carried  him  home,  sirs. 
My  eye,  what  a  precious  good  go ! 

Fal,  lal,  lid,  fto. 


THE  CONCERT. 

Oh  !  what  mirth  and  melody  now  meet  my  ear ! 

The  glasses  are  sparkling  on  the  board ; 
Yonder  a  young  buck  strives  eagerly  to  please  his  dear. 

And  Mr  Dedimus's  song  is  encored. 

Spoexk.]  I  say,  Vaiter !  Vaiter  !  bring  me  a  glass  of 
brandy  and  water,  as  cool  as  a  zephyr,  and  as  bright  as 
ft  flash  of  lightning. —Well,  shiver  my  timbers,  if  ever 
I  heard  a  better  than  that.  Howsomedever,  111  rig  the 
milksop— may  I  never  get  spliced  to  pretty  Sue  else ! 
Hollo,  Waiter !  Come,  steer  a-head  here,  yard-arm  and 
yard-arm,  nor  dare  weigh  anchor  till  I  give  you  sailing' 
orders.  Now,  ye  lubber,  fetch  me  a  can  of  brandy  as 
hot  aa  hell  and  as  strong  as  my  old  messmate  Jack 
Junk.  Alas!  poor  Jack  I  I  shaU  never  forget  thy 
bleeding  remains  as  we  lowered  thee  over  the  sides  of 
the  gaUaot  Ariel.  Splash !  splash !  the  waves  closed  over 
thee ;  and  although  hid  in  the  bosom  of  the  ocean,  yon 
are  iJways  present  to  the  recollection  of  your  brother 
sailors.  Why,  shiver  my  topsails,  not  off  yet !  Spread 
all  canvass  and  away.  If  yon  don't  return  with  a  good 
cargo  of  brandy,  sugar,  and  lemons,  why  damme, 
i^  spoil  your  figure-head  without  more  palaver— that's 
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all,  mj  water-tpMdeL^Now,  Kr.  ChajroMD,  I,  u  pr»> 
■ident  of  this  aognst  meeting,  eall  Qpon  jcm  for  the  next 
■ong,  and  I'll  in  the  mean  time  aeoordiai^j  give  mf 
orders,  and  command  order.-^And  I  beg  to  make  one 
remark,  as  the  poet  saya— and  tbat  is,  tha*  you  have 
oommitted  an  egregious  ericor  in  tke  d^veiy  of  jonr 
speech,  or  address,  inasmuch  as  yon  eaUed  <Ua  ap  Augud 
meeting,  when  in  fact  and  in  trut]»  it  ip  nonr  the  mcmth 
of  Jnlj ;  that,  jon'U  allow,  is  not  according  to  Cocko!. 
— Ladies  and  gentlemen,  your  polite  attention  is  parti- 
cularly requested,  as  Miss  Alice  Grey  is  on  the  ere  of 
obliging  US  with  a  sentimental  song.— BraTO !  braro!  a 
tentimental  song,  by  all  means.— [^Sti^t. 

I'd  be  a  butterfly,  born  in  a  bower, 

Where  roses  and  lilios  are  prd^  and  nroety 

RoTing  for^ 

Xadies  and  gentlemen,  I  really  most  claim  yonr  kind  in- 
dulgence, as  I  am  greatiy  suflSsring  under  the  prevailing 
•pidemic,  which  has  tiirown  a  transient  cloud  ov«r  the 
Tocal  abilities  which  I  am  acknowledged  by  att  patties 
to  possess.  But  \Bfi%  you  ahoidd  for  an  instant  ims- 
giae  that  I  flatter  mysalf  into  any  such  belief  IH  e'aa 
make  my  ob^sance*  BravQ !  the  lady's  azonae  ia  aa- 
aepted,  and-^ 

Oh>  what  fun,  wiiait  mirth  I  oh,  what  jollity  t 
What  sparkling  eyes  1  what  sparkling  wine  I    and 
angel  fsees  dear } 
Oir  old  friend  December,  to  sing  a  song  his  best  heV 
t«y^ 
He  who  would  see  lifo  must  come  and  see  it  hefe. 

''  Now,  BIr.  Ghairman,  I  rise  to  propose  a  n^Uonajl 
toast— The  Queen,  Army,  and  Nayy.»^Bravo  I  pass  it 
along— we  oMi't  have  too  much  of  a  good  thing.  Kt^ 
it  be  re-echoed  from  pofe  to  pde— the  Queen,  Army» 
and  H'avy  I— Who  ace  ypu,  ^ir,  tb»t  talks  ^so  lo^djy  (jt 
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poles  P  Bemember,  sir,  that  I  am  de  grand  ttisma  to 
Ids  Mijestj;  and,  sare,  if  you  dare  to  offer  anj  insult  tcr 
my  profession,  I  will  have  de  satisfacteong.-Whtt 
now,  moanseer,  do. you  think  I  meant  such  poles  as 
yon  have  to  exercise  your  shears  on  ?  Ko,  no ;  you 
cannot  excite  me  to  destroy  such  a  butterfly  as  you 
are ;  lire  on,  and  enjoy  your  soup  meagre  and  fh>gi, 
while  England's  sons  keep  up  their  strength  by  her  good 
roast  beef  and  rich  gravy.— Well,  sir,  I  shall  never  forget 
the  last  battle  I  was  in ;  that  was  the  memorable  W^ 
terloo'  I  In  the  heat  of  tlie  engagement,  we  found  that 
we  were  without  ammunition,  having  discharged  all  but  a 
small  quantity  of  powder.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Gene- 
ral consulted  general— officer  consulted  officer — ^and  the 
enemy  was  pressing  forward  in  all  directions.  In  a 
moment  a  brilliant  thought  struck  across  my  mind 
which  illuminated  all  present— in  an  instant  the  orders 
were  given,  and  a  thousand  bright  swords  glittered 
in  the  sun,  and  we  mowed  down  our  prisoners  in  all 
directions— the  trenches  by  which  we  were  surrounded 
were  filled  with  blood,  which  formed  an  impassable 
river,  and  which  would  have  been  certain  death,  had  the 
enemy  attempted  to  ford  it!— Prodigious!  But  where 
was  the  use  of  this  slaughtw,  otherwise  than  as  forming 
a  red  sea  around  you,  which,  by  your  own  accouat,  only 
served  to  keep  the  enemy  at  a  respecta^  distance. — 
Why  it  served  to— • 

With  songs,  recitations,  glees,  and  ohomstes,  to  make 

The  time  fly  swiftly,  and  drive  Adl  oare  away,— 
I've  strived  to  please,  but  if  I've  failed  111  your  kind  in- 
dulgence take. 
And  hope  success  may  crown  my  wishes  on  soma 
other  day. 
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HONOUB  MAKES  THE  MAN. 
AJM--"Aekee  oh!  Aeleet  okr 

Kxvx  times  did  the  clapper  olang 

In  the  steeple 

To  the  people. 
And  idne  times  the  echo  rang^ 
To  prove  life  but  a  span ; 
Young  mmble,  on  his  shopboard  laid. 

At  his  length  was  sleeping, 
"When  Venus  there  with  Cupid  strayed^ 
Both  at  his  parchment  peeping ; 

The  little  railer 

Spanned  the  tailor. 
And,  laughing  thus  began :— 

"  Now,  between  us. 

Mother  Venus, 
Nine  timet  ihi$  would  make  a  man." 

Venus  toolc  the  measure,  then. 
Looking  sUlj, 
Speaking  dlrilj, 
**  It  it  so  yon  measure  menf 
She  to  the  god  began ; 
'*Then  you're  asaucj  blackguard  boy* 

Full  of  frei^  and  gambols. 
And  often  gild  a  paltry  toy. 
And  roses  hang  on  brambles; 
Now  'tis  stupid. 
Master  Cupid, 
So  to  form  your  plan. 

For  good-nature 
Is  the  stature. 
And  'tis  honour  makes  the  man,** 
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Ci^id  aiunrered,  in  a  pet, 

"  Dearest  mother. 
Make  no  pother, 
I  mH  laj  a  trifling  bet 
Nine  tailor  $  make  a  man; 
2fine  times  then  he  twanged  his  bow. 

And  let  fly  an  arrow. 
And,  whether  it  was  meant  or  no. 
It  pierced  the  tailor's  marrow ; 
".Awake !"  he  cried, 
"  And  quick  decide 
The  wager,  if  you  can, 

Come,  Sir  Nimble, 
Enight  of  the  thimble. 
Say  what  'tis  that  makes  a  man  ?" 

Kine  times  IHmble  rubbed  his  eyes. 
Strangely  smarting; 
Then,  up  starting. 
With  a  strut  surveyed  his  siae. 
And  boldly  .thus  began : 
"  Your  'godship,  I  don't  care  a  d—a 

What  your  cutting  mark  t», 

Tou  a  narrow  soul  may  cram 

Into  a  tailor's  carcass ; 

But  rely  on't 

That  a  giant 

It  oft  a  dwarf  in  span ;  ^ 

For  tis  good  nature 
Makes  the  stature. 
And  'tis  honour  makes  the  man." 

Both  immortals  then  withdrew. 
Full  of  wonder ; 
And,  in  thunder. 
Through  Olympus  this  news  flew— 
A  tailo^  i$  a  man. 
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Then,  let  the  moral  hare  its  weighi 

When  we  meet  together. 
Ho  outside  show  can  make  as  great. 
The  tinsel  or  the  feather; 

But  sense  and  spirit 
Form  true  merit— 
Ponbt  it  if  you  can— 

Tis  gcod-nature 
Gives  the  stature. 
And  'tis  honour  makes  the  man. 


THB  PILGRIM. 

Ths  night  was  dark,  and  drear  the  heath. 

And  sudden  howl'd  the  wind. 
When  o'er  the  wood  a  pilgrim  stray  d. 

Some  friendly  inn  to  find. 

He  hasten'd  to  a  feeble  light 

That  glimmer'd  from  afar. 
By  which  he  found  a  sign  projeat, 

And  found  it  was  the  Star. 

GK>od  fare  was  there  for  man  and  horse. 

And  rest  for  weary  bones ; 
A  fam'd  and  long-cstabUsh'd  house. 

And  kept  by  Mary  Jones. 

Thiee  geiitle  taps  the  pilgrim  gave. 

When  Mary  op'd  the  door. 
And  ushered  in  her  weary  guest, 

I7ot  knowing  he  was  poor. 

But  Mary's  een  were  rather  dim. 
Or  else  she  might  have  keim'd 

He  was  nae  muokle  welthie  wigh^ 
The  widow  to  befriend. 
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Ko  cocUe^ell  or  oovl  had  he, 

Nor  pilgrim's  staff  so  tall; 
Nor  sandal  shoon  had  hr,  I  ween. 

If  any  shoon  at  all* 

He  ate,  he  drank,  he  prals'd  the  ale, 

ICpst  somptuoosly  he  fed. 
And  when  he  heard  the  clock  strike  twelve. 

He  nutroh'd  up  stairs  to  bed. 

Next  morning  breakfast  was  f  vepA^'d, 

Of  which  he  ate- his  fi^, 
When  Mary  Jones,  in  neat  array, 

Brought  in  the  pilgrim's  W* 

He  heeded  not  the  items  there. 

But  unto  Jones  did  say, 
'I  bear  a  pilgrim's  ancient  name^ 

And  ne'er  bring  cash  to  pay. 

*  To  touch  the  vile  polluted  ore. 

My  conscience  would  offend ; 
I  neither  borrow  cash  nor  plat^ 
Nor  either  do  Plend. 

'Daughter,  I  lik'd  the  supper  mn^ 

And  much  I  lik'd  the  dressing ; 
Therefore,  for  all  I  have  receiT'4, 

I  leaTe  thee,  zoaid,  my  blessing.' 

Poor  Mary  Jones  astonish'd  stood. 

To  see  the  good  man  pray  j 
At  length  the  hostess  silence  broke, 

And  thus  to  him  did  say : 

*  I  ne'er  «  pilgrim  hous'd  before, 

Nor  such  like  holy  folk. 
But,  as  you  say  the  custom's  old, 
I  bend  beneath  the  yoke. 
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'Ko  doubt,  yon  hare  a  consoence  good, 
Kor  do  I  mean  to  shock  it ; 

But,  pilgrim,  when  yon  call  again. 
Bring  money  in  your  pocket.' 


THE  TOE. 

OircB  on  a  time—no  matter  when — 
Whether  of  recent  date,  or  long  ago,— 

A  Potentate,  the  pride  of  British  men. 
Felt  direful  tttinges  in  his  royal  toe; 
And  quick  consulted  his  physicians 

Upon  the  cause  of  his  complaint. 

Which  certainly  was  bad  enough  to  tcz  a  saint. 

Or  make  a  lady  faint. 
Aye,  or  a  Parson  swear,  if  giv'n  to  wrathful  ebullitions. 

Not  that  I  mean  to  say,  this  truly  great 

And  all  accompUsh'd  Potentate 

Did  ever  swear— far  be  it  from  my  tongue 

To  do  such  mildness  and  such  virtue  wrong; 
Oh,  no  !  he  merely  said,  in  accents  mild, 
(Nay,  some  assert,  that  while  he  spoke,  he  smiled,) 

So  very  patiently  he  bore  the  paiQ, 
Dear  Doctor  I  am  very  ill. 

The  very  d I's  in  me  I  believe ; 

Sly  toe ! — my  toe  I— exert  your  utmost  skill. 

And  find  out  something  that  will  quick  relieve  :— 

For,  oh !  the  gout  has  seiz'd  my  toe  again. 

The  doctor,  as  in  duty  bound,  look'd  sad. 
And  stooping  low 
Peep'd  at  the  toe.  , 

Then  felt  the  ptdse  of  hia  right  royal  master, 

*  Indeed,'  said  he,  *  your  Majesty  is  bad. 
And  pain,  we  know,  will  drive  a  wise  man  mad. 
But  your  complaint  is  not  the  gout.' — 

•  Indeed !'— *  Oh,  no,  I've  found  it  out, 
,And  speedily  will  I  apply  a  plaster. 
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Meanwlule  with  your  permissioii, 
m  show  the  cause  of  all  your  pain. 
And  trust  it  never  oan  occur  again. 
If  you'll  be  guided  by  your  old  physician. 
Your  shoes  have  been  too  tight— too  tight  by  half, 
80  that  you've  qn.te  oompress'd  your  royal  toes. 
And  giv'n  a  wrong  direction 
To  the  corneous  substance  call'd  the  naO ; 
Now  as  your  toes  support  so  large  »  calf, 

'Tis  evident  upon  reflection. 
That  the  corneous  substance  inward  grows. 
And  must  be  rooted  out,  or  else  we  fail— 
The  fact  is,  sire ! 
That  men  of  goodly  size  and  certain  ages 
Must  not  aspire 
To  pass  for  youths  in  ladies'  eyes,— 
It  ne'er  will  do— therefore  be  wise. 
And  leave  such  dandy  triclcs  to  boys  and  pages. 


IN  EARLY  LIFE. 
•'*  There  vaa  a  veddhtg  down  at  Leith.'* 

ly  early  life  I  got  a  wife, 

(There  Hymen  caught  me  tripping,) 
She  growl'd,  I  qualTd— 01  what  a  grail! 

A  crab  upon  a  pippin ! 
In  twenty  weeks  her  lanthom  cheeks 

Grew  yellow  as  a  blanket ; 
Bhe  lost  her  health,  whilst  I  by  stealth 

Ten  times  oach  morning  drank  it. 
Then  fill  the  bowl,  each  jolly  soul, 

Let  Bacchus  gild  our  revels ; 
Join  cup  to  lip,  with  hip  I  hip !  hip  1 

And  throttle  the  blue  devils. 
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My  thirsty  iowers  that  swill  the  shoireTa 
From  Apra  to  October, 

With  besry  head,  go  ^nrak  to  bed- 
Then  why  ahoold  I  go  sober  ? 

The  oottBt  may  thank  my  garden  tanit 
That  all  his  pHmts  an't  choking; 

His  two  lipt  sigh  Mke  mine  when  dry. 
And  smile  like  mine  when  soaking ! 

Then  fill  the  bowl  each  joDy  sonl. 
Let  Bacchus  gild  onr  revels ; 

Join  cop  to  lip,  then  hip !  hip !  Mp ! 
And  throttie  the  bhte  derila. 

When  I  was  iU,  says  Doctor  Sqoil}» 

*  Those  magnum>bonam's  fly  'esi 
Of  wine  take  heed,  and  don't  exceed 

A  single  pint  per  diem  !' 
« I'll  take  the  hint,'  said  I,  *  and  stint 

Myself  to  that  with  pleasure : 
Of  Ferintosh  a  pint,  by  gosh ; 

Is  two  quarts,  Scottish  measure  !* 
Then  fill  the  bowl  each  jolly  soul. 

Let  Bacchus  gild  onr  revels ;    • 
J(Hn  onp  to  lip,  with  hip !  hip !  hip  t 

And  throttle  the  blue  devils. 


A  BACHELOB  IS  HIS  OWN  MASTER. 

I  TBUrt  1  had  better  get  married. 
But  before  the  point  is  carried, 

I'll  argue  it  pro  and  con. 
If  he  meets  with  any  disaster, 
A  bachelor  is  his  own  master. 

He's  accountable  to  none. 
No  wife,  to  add  to  the  strife; 
No,  sighing,  fainting,  dying; 
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No  TOW,  promise  or  row ; 
6taj  out,  without  any  root; 
Sapper  and  tea,  take  the  Itef, 

For  a  bachelor, 
A,  bachelor  is  his  own  master. 

Bfokxk.]  Liberty  is  delightMI  and  why  should  it 
be  sacrificed  for  a  woman?  besides,  what  possible  use 
have  we  for  a  woman  at  all  ?  A  bachelor  may  go  oat, 
walk  abont,  stay  out,  and  no  question  asked.  If  married, 
you  must  run  about  with  your  wife  tied  to  ye,  like  a 
kettle  to  a  dog's  tail,  clattering  in  one's  ears,  and  tread- 
ing on  one's  beds.  If  a  man  loses  his  wife,  his  friends 
will  soon  supply  his  loss,  but  let  him  lose  anything  of 
value,  and  he'll  see  the  difference.  A  bachelor  may  eat 
what  he  likes,  drink  what  he  likes,  wear  what  he  likes, 
and  kiss  who  he  likes.  But  a  married  maa— •cdy  let 
him  try  the  last ! 

A  bachelor  is  his  own  master. 

Yet  I  think  I'd  better  get  married. 
For  some  so  long  have  tarried. 

They  can't  get  a  wife  at  all. 
Once  goaty  or  rhenmatio, 
Toothles  or  asthmatic. 

Your  chance  of  a  wife  is  amaH. 
Many  joys,  girls  and  boys. 
Puddings,  ]^,  kisses,  and  sighs. 

Shirts  aired,  money  spared. 

Chaste  embraces,  pretty  faces, 

AU  right,  if  home  at  night. 
And  besides. 
And  besides,  something  nice  fbr  supper. 

SpoKSir.]  What  man  would  live  alone,  when  he  might 
have  a  pretty,  obliging,  kind,  gentle,  loving  woman  to 
comfort  him,  and  be  cosey  with  P  When  a  man  has  a 
wife,  he  has  always  buttons  on  hia  shirts,  and  never  any 
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holds  in  his  stockings ;  besides  how  nuserable  for  a  man 
to  come  home  at  night,  let  himself  in,  every  bodj  gone 
to  bed,  nobody  waiting  for  him  but  the  rushlight.  Who 
can  take  care  of  persons  and  purses  like  »  wife  P  Who 
can  give  gentle  advice  with  such  force  as  a  wife,  and 
how  can  a  man  ever  be  said  to  be  starring  when  he  has  » 
rib.  Oh,  the  delights  of  wedlock  I  tea  and  battered  toast. 
I'm  resolved, 
I'm  resolved,  this  moment  to  be  married* 


MB.  SNIP  AND  MES.  OT>IP. 

AiB—**  IfoKy  C/Bigge;' 

Is  the  Stnmd  lived  a  tailor  named  Snip, 

To  Gretna  he  longed  for  a  trip  j 

For  he  was  in  love. 

Head  and  ears  far  above. 

With  the  remnant  of  Mrs.  O'Dip  ; 

A  rare  beauty  was  Mrs.  O'Dip. 

He  a  note  sent  to  Mrs.  O'Dip, 

Saying—"  Fray  my  dear  ma'am,  come  and  sip. 

In  my  parlour  your  tea. 

For  111  give  you  bohea 

As  fine  as  e'er  touch'd  lady's  lip ; 

O,  pray,  come,  my  dear  Mrs.  Dip." 

At  six  o'clock  came  Mrs.  Dip, 

(But  she  first  took  a.  draught  of  good  flip ;) 

Mr.  Snip  was  so  sn^^ft . 

He  soon  cabbaged  the  heart 

Of  amorous  Mrs.  O'Dip  ; 

How  vastly  pnrlite  was  poor  Snip ! 

To  church  soon  away  they  did  trip. 

But  the  bride  gave  the  bridegroom  the  slip  ; 
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For,  five  minates  before 
'  They  had  reached  the  charch-door. 
She  eloped  with  a  fonr-m-hand  whip : 
What  a  fabe-hearted  Mrs.  O'Dip  ! 

Let  her  go,  for  who  cares  ?  said  poor  Snip, 
Things  oft  hap  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip } 
I U  go  home,  eat  my  mntton. 
And  not  care  a  button 
For  faithless  Mrs.  CDip : 
Goodbye  to  yon,  Mrs.  O'Dip. 


THBTAIiBOFAPiaj 

OB,  HOW  TO  8ATB  YOUB  BACOIT. 

JosKnr  said  to  his  wife,  as  we're  both  rather  poor. 
And  our  sow  has  grown  lately  a  very  great  bore« 
We'll  kill  her  at  once,  so  he  gave  her  a  dig. 
And  the  poor  sow  began  to  bleed  Uke  a  pig. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Joskin's  wife  shed  some  tears  as  she  saw  her  sow  bleed. 
For  it  was  exactly  her  own  size  and  breed. 
Then  took  to  her  bed,  thongh  'twas  very  warm  weather. 
When  Joskin  and  she  nightly  pigged  in  together. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

The  priest  of  ^e  parish  came  by,  in  his  wig. 
And  granted,  I  sorely  smell  oat  a  tithe  pig ; 
So  in  haste  for  a  spare>rib  he  went,  all  a-gog. 
For  oar  priest  was  in  eating  of  pork  qoite  a  hog. 

Derry  down,  &o. 

Joskin  saw  him  approach,  and  it  came  in  his  head 
That  his  pork  he  would  hide  with  his  wife  in  the  bed ; 
Then  swore  to  the  priest,  I've  no  pig  on  my  life. 
Bat  what's  now  in  the  bed.    Ah  that  old  sow  your  wife. 
Derry  down,  &c» 
103    '  V 
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Said  the  priest  70a  have  often  left  me  in  the  lurch 
With  your  poric,  so  that  bed  I  shall  make  bold  to  search , 
When  Joekin'a  wife  emptied  the  jug  on  his  wig. 
And  asked  the  poor  parson  how  he  liked  eold  pig  P 

Deny  down,  &e. 

The  parion  now  thought  it  was  high  time  ta  fly. 
Bat  haying  at  that  time  a  stye  in  his  eje. 
He  did  not  see  the  sow  tiU  his  shins  he  was  breaking, 
80  poor  Joskin  for  once  in  his  life  saved  his  baeon. 
Deny  down,  &o. 


TO  BB  OR  KOT  TO  BB. 

▲  PBTBB  pnn>ABio. 

'  Mt  Lady's  out,  and  so,'  cried  liquorish  Betty, 
While  smiles  embellished  featores  rather  pretty, 

*  111  to  her  private  cupboard  ran, 
And  there,  as  every  honest  servant  should. 
Treat  myself  with  a  little  something  good — 

As  I  have  often  done.' 

This  was  resolved,  bot  Betty  had  a  fear 
Her  prodent  mistress  might  that  day 
Have  pot  sooh  matters  carefnUy  away  ; 
For  she,  as  Betty  used  to  say, 

*  Was,  like  all  Mi$$esei,  so  very  near  I' 

But  no  such  disappointment  was  her  lot; 
The  object  ofther  hope  she  qoickfy  got; 
No  door  against  the  anxions  maid  was  dosod. 
That  which  she  sought  was  temptingly  exposed. 
The  treasure  was,  as  you  may  well  be  sure, 
A  very  oho^  taid  delicate  Uquewr, 
Which  ladies,  though  they  seldom  eulogise. 
Are  often  much  disposed  to  patronise— 
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Bright  as  their  ejes,  and  as  their  bosoms  fair— 
Its  name  ought  not  to  be  expressed; 

Its  qnality  I  maj  declare— 
*Twas  Hodge**  very  heet. 

Our  heroine  snatched  it,  blushing,  from  the  shelf. 

And  filled  a  sparkling  bumper  to  herself  j 

Then  raised  it  to  her  ruby  lip. 

Sipped  it  and  coughed,  then  had  another  sip ; 

Looked  slyly  round,  next  took  a  bolder  sup. 

And  then—she  fairly  drunk  it  up ; 

And  presently,  this  little  theft  to  smother. 

She  filled  and  swallowed,  without  pause,  anotlier  i 

All  ladies'  maids,  it  is  the  will  of  fute, 

The  habits  of  their  betters  imitate. 

A  pleasing  glow  was  spread  through  Betty's  frame  j 
But  soon  sensations  very  difTerent  came— 
Throbs,  pinches,  dire  varieties  of  pain. 
Disturb  her  inwardly.    Her  burning  brain 
Can  nothing  whisper  to  the  tortured  thief 
To  bring  relief. 

While  Betty  suffered  such  repeated  shocks. 
Her  mistress,  home  returning,  loudly  kncks. 
'Twaa  past  dissembling ;  much  against  her  will, 
.  Poor  Betty  owned  that '  she  was  very  ill/ 

*  With  what  ?  Quick !  tell  me — ^what,  I  say — come,  oorae.* 
'Ohl'  sighed  the  maiden,  *ma'm  I  mystom— mystom— f 

*  Gh>od  heavens !'  the  lady  cries,  with  mournful  face, 

*  You've  had  the  bottle  from  my  dressing-case ! 
Speak,  for  your  life.* — 'Forgive  me,*  Betty  said, 

« I  hftre.' — *  IHien  you  are  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Haste  for  a  surgeon,  John,  look  sharp,  man— jump — 
Tell  Doctor  Probe  to  bring  his  stomach-pump. 
Poor  foolish  girl— youll  never  be  a  wise  one; 
Why,  child,  yon  have  been  drinkinp  mortal  poison  1' 
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Here  Bettj  fainted  at  the  awful  sound 

And,  swooning,  sonk  ezhansted  on  the  ground. 

She  wakes  to  find  the  instnunent  of  Jokes, 

(O !  name  sublime  I  * 

Ordain'd  to  chime 

With  what  his  pump  suggests  for  rhyme) 
Foroed  down  her  throat,  while  gentl  j  breathed  rebukes 
Fall  from  her  mistress. — Soon  tis  understood 
Eren  the  pump  can  do,  alas  I  no  good. 
A  pious  matron  Tolunteer'd  to  stay 
With  Betty  tiirough  the  night,  to  soothe  and  pray  i 

To  scream,  the  sufferer  now  had  no  capacity. 
Or,  as  Majendo  had  been  heard  to  say. 
Of  the  mailed  dog's  howl  on  the  second  day. 

There  was  a  shocking  failure  of  'moacUjf.* 
The  sufferer  thought  no  more  to  go  down  stairs  ; 
Had  tried  to  listen  to  the  matron's  prayers. 

Besolred  terrestrial  objects  to  despise. 
To  every  solemn  strain  die  sobb'd  '  Amen.' 
Owaed  she  had  sinned,  and  wrung  her  hands— and  then 

Turned  up  her  eyes. 

*  The  moment  fast  approaches  when  my  sight 
Must  be  for  ever  dosed  in  awful  night  !* 

So  Betty  said,  when  speaking  to  a  friend. 
Thinking  on  Heaven,  and  on  her  latter  end. 
She  whisper'dr— be  her  language  ne'er  forgot — 
'  The  moment  comes  when  I  must  go  to  pot.' 
The  hours  of  darkness  fled,  and  mom  arrived. 
When  Betty's  mistress  finding  she  survived. 
Gave  her  this  counsel  in  reproachful  tone. 
Which  less  than  aught  that  she  had  lately  known^ 
Partook  of  the  pathetic — 

*  Your  life  is  safe — ^your  torture  o'er. 
But  act  as  you  have  done  no  more ; 
Knowing  you  tippled  on  a  former  day. 
To  phy$ic  you  last  evening,  in  your  way 

I  put~a  9tro7^  tmetie,* 
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THE  GOLDEN  FABMEB. 

Whilb  I'm  blest  with  health  and  plenty 

Let  xne  live  a  jolly  dog; 
For  as  blithe  as  fiye-and-twenty 

Through  the  world  I  wish  to  jog. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

As  for  greater  folks,  or  ridher« 

While  I  pay  both  soot  and  lot. 
And  enjoy  my  fiiend  and  pitcher, 

Pve  a  kingdom  in  a  oot. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

Flocks  and  herds,  in  fields  aU  night,  too, 

Com  and  clover,  bea'ns  uid  peas. 
And  in  hen-yard,  pond,  and  stye,  too. 

Figs  and  poultry,  ducks  and  geese. 

,  Tol  de  rcl,  &c. 

While  my  farm  thns  cuts  a  dash,  too, 

Foor  folks  daily  labouring  on't. 
Who  plough,  sow,  reap,  and  thrash,  too, 

m  be  thrashed  if  they  shall  want. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

Ho  who  sticks  his  knife  in  roast  meat. 

And  for  numbers  has  to  carve; 
May  the  churl  the  whipping-post  meet, 

1£  he  stufb  and  lets  them  starve. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

And  when  I,  like  neighbour  Squeezeum, 
Flot  and  scheme,  the  poor  to  drain ; 

Or  with  badgers  join  to  fleece  'em, 
Badger  me  for  rogue  in  grain. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 
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He,  for  tluit,  who  tills  and  cultures, 
Now  may  laagh,  but  wlien  Old  Scratch 

Spreads  his  net  for  sharks  and  Tultares, 
What  a  iwarm he'll  hare  to  catchi 

Tol  de  rol,  fto. 

Heaps  of  grain,  then,  let  ihemr hoard  up. 
Heaps  of  wealth  while  they  connt  o'er; 

All  the  treasures  I  haye  stored  up 
Are  the  blesaings  of  the  poor. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. ' 


MOSES  Amy  THE  SAILOB; 

OB,  THX  ILL  OOirSX<2Xni]rOBfl  OV  TALKUrO  Ur  A  PASSIOV. 

A  Drue  Storif. 

A  GsBiciv  Jew,  in  Fortsmonth  town. 

Carried  a  peep-show  op  and  do^^-n; 

Id  «$tf  a  box,  whose  womb  contains 

Bivers,  oceans,  moimtains,  plains. 

Cities  and  wastes— much  more,  of  course. 

Than  Troy's  oapaeioin  wooden  hors^— 

Whidi  made  our  Jew,  to  each  beholder, 

Besemble  Atlas,  whose  l»oad  shoulder 

Supports,  they  say,  this  earthly  baU, 

Land,  seas,  trees,  houses,  men,  and  aU. 

He  stopp'd  where'er  he  saw  a  crowd. 

Set  down  his  box,  and  then,  aloud. 

To  aU  that  pass'd,  without  cessation, 

Prodaam'd  this  general  inritation  :^ 

*  Vill  you  see  show  ?   'tis  very  fine. 

Shows  all  de  shitties  on  de  Rhine,  > 

De  Dook  of  Tirtenberg's  fine  gartin, 

De  Court  of  Hesse,  and  oder  rare  ting  j 
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Booh  tings  yasnebbeif  sin  before— 

Yon  ha'penny  a  pieoe—no  more !' 

The  boys  and  girls  all  crowded  round. 

And  thought  the  box  was  fairy  ground; 

And  many  a  gaping  country  clown 

Who  drove  'their  teams  that  day  to  tovm, 

FulI'd  out  a  h.^  penny  to  see  , 

The  strange  fine  things  in  Jarminy. 

One  fool  6f  course  brought  many  more, 

Moses  took  ha'pence  by  the  score; 

His  pockets  wide  began  to  swell. 

And  thus  far  all  succeeded  weU. 

But  ah !  how  little  mortals  know 

When  chance  may  prove  their  firiend  or  foe, 

Nor  Jew  not  Gtontile  can  foresee 

The  Tarioui^  freaks  of  destiny. 

An  honest  tar,  in  rigging  new, 

Strip'd  cotton  trovesers,  jacket  blue. 

And  new  felt  hat,  which  seem'd  to  say, 

Some  ship  has  been  paid  qff  to-day, 

(Perhaps  in  seatch  of  some  kind  fair,) 

With  whom  he  meant  his  cash  to  share. 

Came  near  the  box ;  our  active  Jew 

Begg'd  he  would  stop  and  take  a  view— - 

*Avast  I  you  lousy  dog— not  I,* 

Cries  Jack,  and  passes  careless  by. 

*  Vat,  vat  I  you  call  me  lousy  dog  P* 
Moses  retorts,  *  You  cursed  hog. 
Vile  scoundrel,  pig,  brimful  of  tefBl ! 

'  Come,  come,'  says  Jack^  '  you'd  best  be  civil. 
Or  else  sheer  off,  sir,  whilst  you're  well— 
Damme !  I'll  kick  your  show  to  hell.' 

*  You  kick  !  Gotams  I  you  kick  mine  show ! 
Ko,  no— mosh  better  ting  you  know ; 

Be  law  take  care— me  glad  to  see 
You  kick  mine  show,  and  den  kick  me  t 
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Twonlt  gif  ma  plesluir,  pon  mj  Tord ; 
Von  nSber  shflling  I'd  afford 
To  lee  jon  look  mine  show  to  peeshes. 
As  man  yoold  break  a  potter's  deeshes.' 
« wai  yon,'  cries  Jack,  *  then  I'm  your  man^ 
ril  earn  a  shilling  if  I  can; 
Then  raising  high  his  active  feet. 
Into  the  middle  of  the  street 
Eick'd  the  machine  so  rare  and  nice. 
Which,  tumbling,  founder'd  in  a  trice. 
The  Jew,  inflam'd  irith  doable  bile. 
Began  maliciously  to  smile. 

Anil  tf^^wlnwg  of  SeCUTO  SUCOOSS, 

Sheer'd  off  to  Justice  for  redress. 

Hoping  the  Tar  with  pockets  lin'd. 

If  Justice  was  not  quite  stark-blind» 

Must  be  oblig'd  to  pay  in  leather 

For  damiages  and  smurt  together. 

Meanwhile,  encouraged  by  applause. 

And  an  increasing  mob's  huzzas. 

Jack  persever'd  in  wicked  fun. 

To  finish  what  he  had  began ; 

The  box  continued  still  to  feel 

The  prowess  of  his  thund'ring  heel. 

Till  Hesse's  grandeur,  Stutgard's  powers, 

Hanheim's  strong  works,  and  Strasburgh's  towers, 

Tom,  Boil'd,  and  fluttering  in  the  wind, 

Vanish'd,  nor  left  a  wreck  behind. 

But,  ah!  how  soon  Jack's  blissfid  state 

Of  triumph  must  evaporate ; 

Beel.  arm'd  with  law's  gigantic  might, 

A  constable  appears  in  sight, 

Holds  up  that  staff  so  formidable, 

'Which  petrifies  a  lawless  rabble, 

(As  Gorgon's  head  did  long  ago) 

And  calmly  takes  poor  Jack  in  tow. 

Poor  Jack  submits— a  captive  led. 

The  vanqui^h'd  victor  hangs  his  head ; 


Digitized  by  Google 


AND   RECITATIONS,  ETC.  201 

The  mob,  now  silent,  stares— and  all 
Attend  poor  Jack  to  Jadgment-hall. 
The  justice,  dress'd  in  morning  gown. 
And  yelvet  nightcap,  with  a  frown 
Sufficient  to  alarm  base  peasants. 
Calls  Neptune's  offspring  to  his  presence, 
And  sternly  asks  with  grave  grimace. 
What  made  ^lim  do  a  deed  so  base  ? 
What  he  could  think  of  while  pursuing, 
,  In  such  a  way  the  poor  man's  ruin  ? 
And  bids  him  answer,  what  pretence 
He  can  allege  in  his  defence. 
'  Sir,'  says  our  culprit,  *  all  I  know 
About  the  breaking  this  man's  show 
Is,  please  your  honour,  I  was  hir'd 
To  do  the  job— the  Jew  desir'd 
To  see  his  gingerbread  stove  in ; 
So  thinking  it  was  no  great  sin 
To  earn  a  shilling  in  a  minute, 
I  smash'd  the  box  and  all  that's  in  it ; 
And  for  the  truth,  sir,  if  you  doubt  it. 
Ax  the  good  folks  here  all  about  it.' 
The  mob  bore  witness  to  the  fact. 
And  swore  that,  ere  the  box  was  crack'd. 
The  Jew  declared,  upon  his  word. 
He'd  give  a  shilling  for  reward. 
If  Jack  would  kick  his  box  completely. 
And  Jack,  they  thought,  bad  done  it  neatly. 
The  justice  tnm'd  his  awftil  look 
On  Moses  with  severe  rebuke, 
*  Friend,  I  perceive  you're  in  the  wrong; 
When  next  you're  angry,  hold  your  tongue, 
'Tis  plainly  prov'd  that  you  were  willing— 
Begone,  and  pay  the  man  his  shilling.* 
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i/mbeella  courtship. 

▲  BXLUB  and  a  beau  would  walking  eo» 

In  loTe  they  both  were  pining ; 
The  wind  in  gentle  gales  did  blow 

An  April  son  was  shining. 
Though  Simon  long  had  courted  Miss, 

He  knew  he'd  acted  wrong  in 
Not  having  dared  to  steal  a  kiss, 

Which  set  her  quite  a  longing. 

Tol  ol  ol. 

It  so  occurred,  as  thej  did  walk 

And  view'd  each  d^  so  flow'ry. 
As  Simon  by  her  side  did  stalk. 

Declared  ihe  sky  look'd  show'ry. 
The  rain  came  to  her  like  a  drug, 

When  loudly  he  did  beUow, 
•  Look  here,  my  lore,  we  can  be  snug, 

I've  bought  an  umbrella.' 

Td  ol  oL 

Quick  flew  the  shelter  over  Miss; 

Now  Simon  was  a  droll  one. 
He  thought  this  was  the  time  to  kiss. 

So  from  her  lips  he  stole  one. 
She  blosh'd  ^-the  rain  left  off,  and  he 

Th'  umbrella  closed  for  draining ; 
**  Oh  1  don't,'  says  she,  '  I  plainly  see. 

It  hasn't  left  off  raining.* 

•  Tol  ol  ol. 

Now  Simon,  when  he  smok'd  the  plan. 

The  umbrella  righted; 
He  grew  quite  bold,  talk'd  like  a  man. 

And  she  scem'd  quite  delighted. 
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Their  lips  rung  cliinies  ftill  fifty  times. 

Like  simple  loTers  training ; 
Says  she,  *  These  are  but  lover's  crimes ; 

I  liope  it  won't  leave  off  raining.' 

Tol  ol  ol 

He  kiss'd  her  out  of  her  consent, 

That  she'd  become  his  bride  j  hence 
To  bnj  the  ring  was  his  intent. 

And  then  to  get  the  license. 
They  parted,  but  he  took  much  pains 

Where  they  shoxild  meet  to  tell  her. 
Says  she,  *  I'll  meet  when  next  it  raiiu. 

So  bring  your  wnbreUa.* 

Tol  ol  oL 

The  wedding  morn,  no  time  to  waste, 

H©  arose  before  't  was  yet  day ; 
And  jnst  as  if  to  please  her  taste. 

It  was  a  shocking  wet  day. 
They  married  were,  had  children  dear,    ■ 
'  Eight  round-faced  little  fellows. 
But  strange  to  state,  the  whole  of  the  eight, 

Were  mark'd  with  umbrellas. 


Tol  ol  oL 


JACK  AT  THE  PLaY. 

Jack  Oakham  was  a  seaman  good. 
As  ever  stood  to  gun !  • 

And,  when  on  shore,  was  always  first 
To  join  a  bit  of  fun. 

One  night  near  Plymouth  Dock  he  stroll'd, 

A  play-bill  caught  his  eye ; 
By  which  the  "Tempest"  was  announcd. 
In  letters  three  feet  high. 
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JadE,  though  he'd  never  seen  «  play* 
To  joia  the  folks  was  irilliog ; 

So  straight  he  mounted  up  alof^ 
For  which  he  paid  a  shilling.  < 

The  onrtain  zose— the  play  commenced. 
With  thunder,  lightning,  rain ; 

The  Teasel  with  a  horrid  crash 
Was  instant  rent  in  twain. 

That  moment  all  the  gallery  props 

Gave  way  in  sullen  fit. 
And  shower'd  down  the  motley  crew. 

Right  headlong  to  the  pit. 

Says  Jack,  "  If  this  be  play,  my  lads. 
By  Jore  I'll  instant  strike  it : 

It  may  be  fun,  for  aught  I  know. 
But  d-  n  me  if  I  Uke  it." 

19'ezt  year  in  London  Jack  arrived 
To  make  a  few  weeks'  stay ; 

And  stroird  to  Druiy's  kifty  wall^ 
The  "  Tempest"  was  the  play. 

But  sUly  to  the  pit  he  got, 
Bemembering  former  folly; 

And  ftf  remold  from  danger's  shore, 
Determin'd  to  be  jolly. 

Soon  as  the  well-known  scene  began, 
^d  lightnings  rent  the  skies. 

He  twisted  round  with  cunning  leer. 
And  upward  tum'd  his  eyes. 

"  Hold  hard  aloft,  yon  jolly  dogs, 

I  like  these  jovial  parties ; 
Hind  what  you're  at,  you  shilling  swabs. 

For  here  you  come,  my  hearties." 
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DOES  TOUR  MOTHER  KNOW  TOU'BE  OUT. 

I  AM  the  laughing  stock  of  all, 

Ko  rest  nor  peace  have  I ; 
The  young,  the  old,  the  great  and  small. 

All  at  me  have  a  shj. 
I  thinks  it  werj,  wery  hard. 

And  so  Tonld  yon,  no  donbt. 
If  they  cried  vhene'er  yon  valk'd  abroad, 

"  Does  your  mother  know  youlre  out  ?" 

My  station  is  respectable. 

There's  nothing  about  me 
In  the  slightest  vay  detectable. 

Of  the  apeing  wain  cockney. 
I  keeps  my  oss,  I  dresses  veil, 

But  as  I  rides  about. 
The  cry  is— "Ho I  my  predons  svell. 

Does  your  mother  know  you're  out  P" 

Then  if  I  ever  fishing  go. 

Folks  vill  not  let  me  be'; 
Tot's  mirth  to  them  to  me  is  voe. 

Although,  perhaps,  but  a  qpree. 
Intently  ven  I  sometimes  toy. 

Fly-fishing  to  catch  tront, 
Some  wiUain  vUl  come  up  and  cry, 

•*Does  your  mother  know  you're  outP* 
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If  8  reaUj  quite  a  misery 

To  be  80  moch  annoy'd. 
In  fearing  this  wild  qxdaerf. 

Friend  and  foe  I  alike  awoid. 
From  post  to  pillar  I  am  chas'd. 

And  driven  like  a  sooQty 
One  to  ask  at  erery  comer's  plao'd. 

"  Boes  yonr  mother  know  yoa're  out  P* 

I  Tonoe  the  nuisance  to  escape, 

Vas  foro'd  a  cab  to  call. 
But  the  fellers  oat  of  spite  did  gape. 

And  Vonld'nt  hear  me  bawl ; 
Then  my  pursuers  tipt  the  wink 

The  cads  set  up  a  shouts 
(I  felt  so  queer  you  cannot  think—) 

"  Does  your  mother  know  you're  out  ?** 

For  my  part  nothing  I  can  see^ 

About  my  person  flaring, 
Yy  they  should  posh  their  fun  at  me. 

And  saucily  be  staring  ? 
'Tis  shunefnl,  and  with  rage  I  bum. 

That  erery  stupid  lout 
Should  cry,  richever  vay  I  turn— 

**Doe8  your  mother  know  you're  out  ?" 

To  a  ball  last  night  I  vent. 

And  happy  might  have  been, 
A  pleasant  evening  there  have  spent 

"^th  a  damselr-beauty'B  queen  ; 
But  as  a  valts  ve  twisted. 

She  vith  an  artful  pout, 
Ask'd  as  ndt  to  be  resisted, 

•*  Does  your  mother  know  you're  outP" 

My  mind's  made  up,  I  vill  not  stay 
In  town  to  be  derided ; 
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Bat  to  some  silent  glen  avaj, 
"Vhere  my  grief  can  be  snbsided, 

I'll  seek  some  sheltering  peaceful  nook. 
There  none  can  come  and  rout. 

Or  qnestion  me  with  fiendish  look~ 
"Does  your  mother  know  you're  out  P" 

El^CORB  VERSE. 
In  spite  of  all  these  sad  mishaps, 

I  have  some  comfort  yet ; 
Ten  I  see  those  smiling  faces 

Vot  hoccupy  the  pit ; 
Those  who  possess  the  boxes  too ; 

And  to  the  gods  I'll  shout. 
Yen  next  they  come  to  see  me  here— y 

"Does  your  mother  know  you're  out  ?" 


JIM  CROW. 

CouR  listen  all  ye  gals  and  boys,  Tm  just  come  firom 

Tucke-o, 
I'm  going  to  sing  a  little  song,  my  name  him  be  Jim 

Crow 
I  was  bom  in  Ole  Yirginny  a  long  time  ago,  when 

Uncle  Sam  made  de  inemy  jump,  Jim  Crow : 
Yeel  about  and  turn  about  and  do  jis  so,  eb'ry  time  I 

Teel  about,  I  jump  Jim  Crow. 

Oh  I  Vm  a  roarer  on  de  fiddle,  an'  down  in  Ole  Yirginny 
Dey  say  I  play  scentifio,  like  MassaPaganini; 
I  went  down  to  de  riber,  I  did'nt  mean  to  stay, 
But  dere  I  saw  so  many  gals,  I  oouldnt  get  avay. 

Yeel  about,  &o. 

Oh,  I  met  the  pretty  Miss  Dinah,  an'  I  gib  her  a  buss. 
She  slapt  me  in  de  face,  and  made  a  mounty  fuss; 
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And  den  I  go  to  New  Orleuifl,  and  feel  eo  Mi  of  fight, 
Jkj  pot  me  in  ftOeUbooee,  and  keep  ne  dere  all  night. 

Yael  aboat,  &c. 

When  I  got  oat  I  bit  a  man,  hia  name  I  now  forgo^ 
And  dere  nothing  left,  'septalittle  grease  spot; 
I  w^tmy  weight  in  wild  cats,  I  eat  a  Alligator, 
iknd  tear  np  more  ground  den  kifet  fiffy  load  of  tater 

Yeel  abont,  &e. 

I  ait  npon  a  hornet* a  nest,  I  dance  upon  mj  head, 
I  tie  a  wiper  round  my  head,  and  den  I  goes  to  bed; 
I  kneels  to  de  bozsard,  I  bows  to  de  crow. 
And  ebery  time  I  veel  about,  I  jumps  jis  so. 

Yeel  about,  &c. 
% 
A  ring-tail  monkey,  a  rib-noeed  baboon. 
Went  out  the  other  day  to  spend  theartemoon; 
On  de  Tay  dey  bake  de  oat  cake  in  Ole  Ylrginny  niber 

tire, 
Dey  put  de  doe  npon  de  foot,  and  hole  it  to  de  fire.* 

.  Yeel  about,  &e. 

Snake  baked  a  hoe  cake,  and  set  de  frog  to  watch  it, 
De  frog  he  fell  asleep  and  de  liaard  eome  and  cotoh  it. 
Deres  possum  up  de  gum  tree,  and  racoon  in  de  hollow. 
Wake  snakes  for  June  bujgs,  stole  my  half  dollar. 

Yeel  about^  &c. 

Den  go  abed  white  folks,  dont  be  slow, 
Hop  ober  double  treble,  jump  Jim  Crow; 
Old  folks,  young  folks,  please  let  me  go, 
I  come  back  anotbatime  and  sing  Jim  Crow. 

Yeel  abont,  Ac. 

Oh  white  folks,  white  folks,  I  see  up  to  snuff. 
And  if  s  afraid  indeed  dat  you  neber  get  enough; 
So  neber  mind  de  wedder,  or  how  de  wind  do  blow, 
For  in  spite  of  wind  and  wedder  vill  I  jump,  Jim  Crow. 

Yeel  about,  fto. 
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BAINT  PATRICK  WAS  A  GPlTrLEMEN. 

Sinn  Patrick  was  a  gentleman. 

And  came  of  decent  people; 
In  Dnblin  town  he  bnilt  a  church. 

And  he  pat  npon't  a  steeple; 
His  father  was  O'Callighan, 
His  mother  was  O'Brady; 
His  Aont  was  an  O'Saaghnesifj, 
And  his  Uncle  an  O'Gradj. 
Then  sacceas  to  bold  St.  Patrick's  fist. 

He  was  a  saint  so  cleror; 
He  gave  the  snakes  and  toads  a  twist. 
And  banish'd  them  for  tfrer. 

There's  not  a  mile  in  Ireland's  isle. 

Where  the  dnrfy  Tarmint  masters, 
Where'er  he  pats  his  dear  fore  foot. 

He  mnrder'd  ihem  in  dosters. 
The  toads  went  hop,  the  firogs  went  plop. 

Slap  dash  into  the  water; 
And  the  bastes  committed  soioide 

To  laye  themsehes  firom  slaaghter. 

Then  saocess,  &c. 

Nine  hondred  thoosand  ripers  bine. 

He  charmed  with  sweet  disooorses , 
And  din'd  on  them  at  ElUakx) 

In  soiq;>s  and  second  oonrses; 
When  blind  worms  crawling  in  the  grass 

I>isgnsted  aU  the  nation. 
He  gaTO  them  a  rise,  and  open'd  their  eyes 

To  a  sense  of  their  sitoation. 

Then  soccess,  &o. 

Ko  wonder  that  oar  Irish  boyt 

Shoald  be  so  free  and  frisky. 
It  was  St.  Patrick  taught  them  first 

The  joys  of  tippling  whisky  ; 
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Vo  wonder  fh»t  the  Saint  himaelf 

To  tMte  it  would  b«  williog, 
For  his  mother  kept »  w;hisk7  shop. 

In  the  town  of  EnniskOlen. 

Then  snocess,  &o. 

The  Wiokbw  hills  we  very  high, 

So's  the  hill  of  Howth,  sir. 
But  there's  a  hill  maoh  higher  stQl, 

Aje,  higher  thftn  them  both,  sir, 
Twas  on  the  top  of  this  high  hill 

St.  Patriok  preach'd  the  sarmint. 
He  drove  the  frogs  into  the  bogs. 

And  bother'd  all  the  rarmint. 

Then  sncoess,  &c. 

St.  Patrick  has  a  great  regard 

For  those  who  came  before  him. 
He  knew  the  King  of  France  would  need 

A  paddy  to  restore  him ; 
The  French  went  skipping  thro'  the  bogs. 

Their  hearts  cramm'd  fall  of  treason. 
We'll  send  them  Faddy  WeUington 

To  drab  them  to  their  reason. 

Then  success,  &o. 


EVERY  MAN  TO  HIS  TBADE. 

TxM  a  oountryman  just  come  to  town. 

And  a  rum  one  as  e'er  come  before  you ; 
And  though  but  a  poor  simple  clown, 

I'se  tell  you  a  comical  story. 
But  first,  if  yon  please  let  me  tell 

Hy  mind,  and  it  is  for  to  ease  you. 
My  name  you  all  knows  very  well. 

And  here  I  be  oome  for  to  please  you. 

Bumpti  iddity,  &c. 
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FoUa  caQ  me  a  oomioal  lad. 

And  says  I'se  fond  of  joking  a  bit,  sirs; 
And  neighbours  all  say  that  my  dad 

Was  noted  for  being  a  wit,  sirs ; 
He  ling'besoms  did  make,  and  red  sand. 

To  sell  to  the  neighbours  abont,  sirs. 
So  I  used  to  lend  feyther  a  hand. 

By  acting  as  his  rider  out,  sirs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

One  day  going  orer  a  heath, 

A  bishop,  as  fat  as  a  pig,  sirs. 
Came  ridmg  upon  his  gray  donkey, 

Wi'  his  red  cabbage  nose  and  big  wig,  sirs, 
Said  he  in  a  voice  just  like  thunder. 

How  must  I  get  off  from  this  common,  sir  ? 
Sud  I,  you'll  get  off  there's  no  wonder. 

The  same  way  your  worship  got  on,  sir. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

Then  he  oall'd  me  poor  silly  clown. 

In  manners  as  rude  as  a  bear,  sir ; 
And  as^d,  with  a  terrible  frown. 

If  ever  I  said  prayers,  sirs  ? 
No,  never,  said  I,  sir,  by  gum. 

But  can  you  tell  how  besoms  are  made,  sir  ? 
Said  he,  I  can't  say  that  I  can ; 

Then,  said  I,  every  man  to  his  trade,  sir. 

Bumpti  iddity,  &c. 

Said  he,  I'd  have  yon  to  know 

I'm  a  bishop,  and  to  me  is  given 
The  difficult  task  here  below. 

To  teach  sinners  the  right  road  to  heaven. 
Indeed  then,  said  I,  with  a  laugh. 

You're  a  guide-post  by  gum,  and  a  mm  one. 
To  pretend  to  teach  folks  that  strange  path. 

And  you  can't  find  your  way  off  this  common. 
Jlumpti  iddity. 
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Thmhe  rode  off,  and  sent  hit  man,  John, 

To  az  if  I'd  e'er  been  at  school,  sirs, 
Fbr  it  seems  that  he  wanted  a  nuui. 

To  act  under  he  as  a  fool,  sirs. 
What,  said  I,  John,  art  tiioa  going  to  leave, 

Becaose  it  ^ypears  jdain  to  me,  sirs. 
That  his  worship  will  aeret  be  able 

To  keep  and  nwintjiin  ns  all  three,  sirs. 

Bompti  iddity,  &c. 


THE  MISFORTUNES  OF  PAUL  PRY.       • 

Knn>  friends,  I  hope  I  don't  intrude,  in  yentnring  be* 

fore  ye. 
But  passing  bj  I  jost  dropt  in,  to  tell  a  tittle  story ; 
My  name's  Paol  Pry;  bat  I  most  state,  I  really  had 

mnch  rather. 
Ere  I  begin,  'twizt  yon  and  I,  my  tale  sboold  go  no 
farther. 

Poor  Paul  Pry ! 
Oh  what  a  sad  unlucky  dog  is  poor  PaulPry ! 

As  soon  as  I  could  run  alone,  for  knowledge  I  was 

thirsting, 
And  into  every  cupboard  I  my  prying  nose  was  thmstin;. 
When  finding  once  some  turpentine,  I  had  a  great 

desire,  sir, 
To  light  it,  and  'twizt  you  and  I,  I  set  the  house  on  fire, 

sir. 

Poor  Paul  Pry,  Ac. 

It  was^hen  thirteen  years  of  age,  just  then,  or  there- 
about, sir. 
To  see  the  Lord  Mayor's  show  pass  by,  my  mother  took 
,    me  out,  sir. 
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I  climbed  the  bridge,  beeause  to  pry  into  eaob  thing  I 

thought,  sir. 
By  one  sad  trip  'twizt  you  and  I,  fell  headlong  in  the 

water. 

Poor  Paul  Pry,  &c. 

A  lover  next,  I  thought  I'd  pry  into  mj  ehanner'a 

heart,  sir, 
Dropp'd  in  by  chance)  and  foond,  alas  I  she  was  full  oi 

art,  sir; 
Another  lover  shoVd  his  face,  bedeck'd  so  trim  and  neat, 

sir, 
Tript  up  my  heels,  'twixt  you  and  I,  and  lacked  me  in 
.    the  street,  sir. 
•  Poor  Paul  Pry,  &o. 

I  lately  to  my  banker's  went,  to  draw  my  balance  out, 

sir. 
It  being  fifteen  thousand  pounds,  just  there,  or  there^^ 

about,  sir, 
I  hope  I  don|t  intrude,  said  I,  but  passing,  in  Idropt,  sir. 
When  he  replied,  'twizt  you  and  I,  this  hour  we've 

payment  stopt,  sir.  « 

Poor  Paul  Pry,  &c. 

But  now,  |dnd  firienda,  'twizt  yon  and  I,  'tis  time  that 

I  should  leave  ye, 
'Tis  in  yomf  power  to  ease  my  woes,  indeed  you  may 

believe  me ; 
Let  me  but  find  I  don't  intrude,  and  when  I'm  popping 

by,  sirs, 
m  just  drop  in,  if  you  with  smiles  will  welcome  poor 

Paul  Pry,  sirs. 

Poor  Paul  Pry  I 

Cheerful  then  will  be  the  heart  of  Poor  Paul  Pry ! 


Digitized  by  Google 


14  COMIC  SONGS. 

PADDrS  VISIT  TO  LONDOH". 

Oh  !  hftre  yoa  not  heard,  Pat,  of  many  a  joke. 
That's  made  by  the  wits  'gainst  onr  own  country  folk, 
Thej  may  talk  of  yonr  bulb,  but  it  most  be  oonfest. 
That  of  aU  the  bnll-makers  John  Boll  is  the  best. 
Pm  jost  oomefirom  London,  their  capital  town, 
A  fine  place  it  is  faith,  I'm  sorry  to  own. 
For  there  you  can't  show  your  sweet  face  in  the  street. 
Bat  a  Boll  is  therery  first  man  that  you  meet. 

Kow,— Pwent  to  St.  Panl's— 'twas  just  after  my  landing, 
Agreat  house  they've  built,  that  has  scarce  room  to  stand 

in; 
And  there,  gramachree  I  won't  you  think  it  a  joke,      • 
The  lower  I  whispered,  the  louder  I  spoke ! 
Then  I  went  to  the  tower  to  see  the  wild  beasts. 
Thinking  out  of  my  wits  to  be  frighten'd  at  least ; 
But  these  wild  beasts  I  found  standing  tame  on  a  shelf; 
Kot  one  of  the  kit  half  so  wild  as  myself. 

Kext  I  made  for  the  Bank,  Sir,  for  there  I  was  told. 
Were  oceans  of  silver  and  mountains  of  gold ; 
'  But  I  soon  found  this  talk  was  mere  blustre  and  vapour. 
For  the  gold  and  the  silver  were  all  made  of  paper. 
A  friend  took  me  into  the  Parliament  house. 
And  there  sat  the  Speaker  as  mum  as  a  mouse; 
For  in  spite  of  his  name  won't  you  think  this  a  joke,  too. 
The  Speaker  was  he  whom  they  all  of  them  spoke  to. 

Of  all  the  strange  j^aces  I  ever  was  in, 

Was'nt  that  now  the  place  for  a  hubbub  and  din; 

While  some  made  a  bother  to  keep  others  quiet. 

And  the  rest  called  for  "  Order,"— meaning  just  make 

a  riot. 
Then  should  you  hereafter  be  told  of  some  joke. 
By  the  Englishmen  made  'gainst  your  own  country  folk. 
Tell  this  tale  my  dear  honey,  and  stoutly  protest. 
That  of  aU  the  bull-makers  John  BuU  is  the  best. 
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THte  COOPER  OF  FIFE. 

Thxsb  was  a  wee  cooper  who  lived  in  Fife, 

Nickity,  nackity,  noo,  noo,  noo. 
And  he  has   gotten  a  gentle  wife. 

Hey  Willie  Wallacky,  how  John  Dongall,         > 
Alane,  quo*  rnshety,  roue,  roue,  roue.. 

She  wadna  Lake,  nor  she  wadna  brew, 

Niokety,  &c. 
For  the  spoiling  o'  her  comely  hne. 

Hey  Willie,  &o. 

She  wadna  card,  nor  she  wadna  spin 

Nicketjr,  Ac. 
For  the  shaming  o'  her  gentle  kin. 

Hey  Willie,  &c. 

She  wadna  wash,  nor  she  wadna  wring;,  . 

Nickety,  &o. 
Fox*- the  spoiling  o'  her  gouden  ring, 

^ey  Willie,  Ac. 

The  cooper's  awa,  to  his  woo  pack, 

Kickety,  &c. 
And  has  laid  a  sheepskin  on  his  wife's  back. 

Hey  Willie,  &o 

It's  m  no  thrash  ye  for  your  proud  kin, 

Nickety,  &c. 
But  I  will  thrash  my  ain  sheepskin. 

H^  Willie,  Ac. 

Oh  I  I  will  bake  and  I  will  brew 

CSei^e  the  Cooper's  v\fe  criee.J 

Nickety,  Ac. 
And  never  mair  think  of  my  comely  hne. 

Hey  Willie,  Ac. 
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Oh !  I  win  card  and  I  will  spin, 

Nickety,  Ac. 
And  never  mair  think  on  my.  gentle  kin. 

Hey  Willie,  Ac. 

Oh!  I  win  wash  and  I  will  wring, 

Nickety,  &c. 
And  never  mair  think  o*  my  goaden  ring. 

Hey  WiUie,  Ac. 

A'  ye  who  hae  gotten  a  gentle  wife, 
Nickety,  nackety,  woo,  woo,  woo; 

Send  ye  for  the  wee  cooper  o*  Hfe, 
Hey  WiUie  Wallaoky,  how  John  DoufraU, 
Alane,  quo*  m8hety,roQe,  roue,  roue. 


BARNE7  BRALLAGHAITS  COURTSHIP 

*TwA8  on  a  windy  night. 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
An  Irish  lad  so  tight. 

An  wind  and  weather  scorning. 
At  Jndy  Gallighan's  door. 
Sitting  npon  the  palings, 
Hia  love  tale  he  did  ponr. 
And  this  vras  part  of  his  waiUngs— 
Only  say 

You'U  have  Mr.  Brallighan, 
Don't  say  nay. 
Charming  JndyCalligan. 

Oh,  Hst  to  what  I  say. 
Charms  you've  got  like  Yenos, 

Own  your  love  you  may. 
There's  only  the  waU  between  ua. 
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Yon  laj  fast  asleep. 

Snug  in  bed  and  snoringt 
Ronnd  the  house  I  creep. 

Your  hard  hdart  imploring. 
Only  say,  &c. 

Fve  got  nine  piga  and  a  sow, 

I've  got  a  stye  to  keep  'em. 
A  calf  and  a  brindled  cow 

Ard  got  a  cabin  to  keep  'em. 
Sunday  hose  and  coat. 

An  old  grey  mare  to  ride  on, 
Saddle  and  bridle  to  boot. 

Which  you  may  ride  astride  on. 
Only  say,  Ac. 

I've  got  an  old  Tom  cat. 

Through  one  eye  he's  staring; 
I've  got  a  Sunday  hat. 

Little  the  worse  for  wearing ; , 
I've  got  some  gooseberry  wine. 

The  trees  had  got  no  riper  on, 
I've  got  a  fiddle  fine, 

Which  only  wants  s  piper  on. 
Only  say,  &c. 

I've  got  an  acre  of  ground, 

Tve  got  it  set  with  pratees : 
I've  got  of  backey  a  pound, 

And  got  some  tea  for  ladies, 
IVe  got  the  ring  to  wed. 

Some  whisky  to  make  us  gaily ; 
The  mattress,  feather-bed. 

And  handsome  new  shiUelah. 
Only  say,  kc. 

You've  got  a  charming  eye. 
You've  got  some  spelling  and  reading. 
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Yoa*Te  got,  and  ao  have  1^ 
A  taste  for  senteel  breeding. 

You're  rich,  and  fair,  and  yonngf 
As  every  body's  knowing; 

You've  got  a  deoent  tongo^ 

Whene'er  'tis  set  a-going. 

OjHj  say,  &o. 

For  a  wife  till  death 

I  am  willing  to  take  yoa~ 
Bat,  ooh,  I  waste  my  breath. 

The  devfl  himself  cant  wake  yoa; 
lis  jost  beginning  to  rain, 

60  111  get  under  covct, 
111  oome  to  morrow  again. 
And  be  your  constuit  lover. 
^  Only  say, 

Yon'U  have  Mr.  Brallighan, 
Don't  say  nay, 
CSiarming  Judy  CaUigan. 


THE  CHOMMY'S  IVEBDING. 

It  you  listen  to  me,  I'll  sing  of  a  spree 

Which  happened  a  week  or  two  back. 
Concerning  a  gal,  named  carotty  Sal, 

And  a  chummy  called  bandy-legged  Jack. 
The  parish  began  to  find  out 

She  brought  'em  too  many  to  keep. 
Bo  agreed  to  come  down  with  four  or  five  pounds 

To  portion  her  off  to  a  sweep.    < 

Tol,  lol,  &o 

To  have  a  grand  rout  Jack  toddled  about. 

And  invited  the  whole  of  his  pals; 
He  made  it  all  right  for  a  fiddle  at  night, 

'Cause  he  knew'ther'd  be  plenty  of  gJs, 
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He  proTided  plenty  of  grab. 

With  gatter  and  max  beside; 
And  chaonting  Bill,  of  Safijron  Hill, 

Agreed  to  stand  dad  to  the  bride. 

Tol,  lol,  &o. 

At  last  came  the' day,  they  were  drest  oat  so  gay, 

Jack  sported  his  Telreteens ; 
Sal  borrowed  a  dress  that  was  worn  by  fat  Bess 

When  she  cajier'd  to  Jade  on  the  green. 
The  clergyman  joined  their  hands, 

And  made  only  one  of  them  both ; 
He  settled  the  job  without  charging  a  bob, 

'Caose  he  was  one  of  the  cloth ! 

Tol,  lol,  &o. 

Then  homeward  they  went,  onpanishment  bent. 

And  swore  they'd  pitch  into  the  grab; 
There  was  lots  of  scran  in  a  large  brown  pan. 

And  leg  of  beef  soap  in  a  tab ! 
Jack  praised  the  cuttings  of  tripe 

While  shoving  it  into  his  croop, 
And  all  swore  to  a  man,  that  as  how  Mr.  Can 

iM'eTer  made  such  a  kettle  of  soup. 

Tol,  lol,  &o.- 

The  dinner  being  done,  the  lashing  began. 

Gin  went  round,  north,  east,  west,  and  south ; 
JSo  glasses  they'd  got,  so  they  swigged  from  the  pot. 

And  they  took  it  by  word  of  mouth. 
The  fiddler  struck  up  for  a  hop, 

While  seated  a-top  of  the  trunk ; 
But  not  one  of  the  batch  could  come  up  to  the  scratch, 

lliey  were  all  so  infernally  drunk. 

Tol,  lol,  &c. 

At  last  the  lot  so  Inshy  had  got, 
They  neither  could  stand  nor  go; 

lUJ*  .       B         . 
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Hie  women  did  howl,  uid  the  men  they  did  growl. 

It  wu  jost  Uke  a  wild  beast  show. 
And  Jack  couldn't  pat  them  to  bed, 

'Caoae  the  devil  a  one  he  had  got. 
Bo  thej  rolled  off  in  pain,  down  the  dark  cellar  stairs. 

And  wallowed  all  night  m  the  soot. 

Tol,  lol,  &c. 


A  HUMOROUS  PAKODY. 

Whxs  in  gaol  I  shall  cahn  recline. 

Bear  mj  best  coat  to  some  pawnbroker  near. 
Show  him  how  stylish  the  gilt  birttons  shine. 

And  ask  him  a  price  that  ia  not  too  dear; 
Bid  him  not  search  for  bank-notes  in  the  pocket. 

For  they  were  lugg'd  out  to  discharge  a  bad  debt. 
And  all  that  he*Il  find  will  be  an  old  locket 

Of  8aU*9t  which  she  gaoe  me  the  last  time  we  met. 

When  the  use  oi  each  gin-oan  is  o'er. 

Sack  them  and  take  them  over  the  way. 
For  I  know  the  eova,  and  he'll  lend  you  more 

Than  Kay JkU  can  affbrdio  pay; 
Bid  him  not  torn  them  up  for  the  lincing. 

That  oftentimes  lies  in  the  bottom  so  dim. 
But  tell  him,  my  old  one,  without  any  mincing. 

Yon  mopped  thiem  oat  ere  yoabroaght  them  to  him. 

Take  then  this  glass  whiiSh  the  gaol-bird  is  twining. 

With  bright  flashy  flowers  which  spring  for  him  yet. 
And  think  how  oft  in  it  we're  seen  the  gin  shining,  ' 

And  bathed  oar  lipe  lips  in  the  Deady 's  light  loet ; 
And  wonder  not  if^  in  some  inspired  minute. 

As  intently  you  gaze  on  this  cup  o'er  and  o'er, 
A  go  ot  blue-ruin  should  start  up  within  it. 

The  ineide  tfgowr  white  neck  to  wet  once  more. 
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WHEN  I  WAS  AN  INFANT. 

Whew  I  was  an  infant,  gossips  wonld  say, 
I'd  when  older. 
Be  a  soldier. 
Rattles  and  toys  I'd  throw  them  away. 

Unless  a  gun  or  a  saber. 
When  a  yonnker  np  I  grow. 
Saw  one  day  a  grand  review. 
Colours  flying. 
Set  me  dying 
To  embark  in  a  life  so  new. 
Roll  drums  merrily,  march  away. 
Soldier's  glory 
Lives  in  story. 
His  laurels  are  green  when  his  locks  are  grey. 
Then  hey  for  the  life  of  a  soldier. 

Listed—to  battle  I  marched  along. 
Courting  danger. 
Fear  a  stranger. 
The  cannon  beat  time  to  the  trumpet's  song. 

And  made  my  heart  a  hero. 
Charge !    the  gallant  leader  orieS; 
On  like  lions  then  we  fly. 
Blood  and  thunder 
Foes  knock  under. 
Then  huzza  for  a  victory ! 

Ufbll  drums  merrily,  &o 

Who  so  merry  as  we  in  camp. 
Battle  over. 
Live  in  clover. 
Care  and  his  cronies  are  forced  to  tramp. 

And  all  is  social  pleasure. 
Then  we  laugh,  we  quaff,  we  sing. 
Time  goes  gaily  on  the  wing. 
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Smiles  of  beautj. 
Sweeten  duty. 
And  each  private  is  a  king. 

BoU  drums  merrily,  &o. 


VON'T  YOU  BE  MY  WOLUNTDTE? 

Till  jon  Talk  into  the  garret  I  have  taken  for  you? 
It  looks  so  compact,  and  if  s  neatly  furnished  too ; 
There's  a  hole  in  the  roof  that  rill  let  in  the  storm. 
But  then  there's  sudi  a  natty  stove  to  keep  you  nice  and 


Then,  rill  you,  rill  you,  rill  you,rillyou  come  and  be 

mine? 
Vont  you,  vont  you,  vont  you,  Tont  you  be  my  wo- 

luntineP 

There's  a  rickety  old  table,  and  a  chair  without  a  back. 
There's  some  saucepans  rith.  no  bottoms,  and  a  glass 

that's  got  a  crack. 
There's  a  rinder  vich  is  broken,  but  that   is  prime 

you  know, 
Acause  'trill  be  so  pleasant  ren  the  rinter  rinds  do  blow. 
Then  rill  you,  &o. 

And  oh  how  happy  ve  rill  be,  as  soon  as  ve  are  ved, 
Ye'll  taste  of  pleasure  all  the  daj,  and  roll  drunk  into  bed  j 
My  avocation  it  shall  be,  if  you  approve  my  plans. 
To  drag  a  truck  about  the  streets  and  bawl  out  pots  and 
pansl 

Then  rill  you,  Jtc 

And  ven  our  children  are  grown  up,  if  ever  ve  have  any. 
The  gsls  shall  hoysters  cry  about,  two  and  three  a  penny, 
Berides  our  little  son  and  heir  along  the  streets  shall 

creep. 
All  vith  his  soot-bag  at  his  back  he  shall  cry  *•  Soot  O ! 

sveepl" 

Then  vill  ycu,  &c. 
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And  Yen  I  ftm  grown  veak  and  old,  and  you're  no  longer 

kind, 
I  up  the  streets  Till  take  my  vaUc,  crying,  "knives  and 

scissors  to  grind  t" 
Besides,  my  love,  when  yon  are  old,  and  nearly  offyonr 

feet, 
111  buy  youa  Theelbarrow  to  hawk  about  cat's  meat. 
Then  vill  you,  &o. 

Then  only  think  vat  joy  ye'II  meet,  if  you  vill  give  your 

hand,     ' 
Te'll  make  as  true  two  lovers  as  any  in  the  land ; 
And  ven  our  finends  ve've  tired  out,  and  nothing  more 

can  do, 
Ye'll  pop  into  the  vorkhonse,  fresh  pleasures  to  pursue. 
Then  vill  you,  &o. 


THE  TOOTH-AOHB. 

Thx  other  night  I  went  to  bed. 

And  thought  some  sleep  to  take , 
But  scarcely  had  laid  down  my  head. 

When  foro'd  to  keep  awake. 
The  Devil,  called  the  Tooth-ache,  comes  > 

Without  an  invitation. 
And  got  tight  hold  of  my  stumps  and  gums; 
And  swore  he'd  keep  his  station. 
Of  all  the  pains  we're  subject  to. 

From  our  birth  'till  we're  turned  to  dust, 
C  think  you  all  will  own  its  true. 
The  tooth-aohe  is  the  worst. 

As  soon  as  he  came  to  me  he  said, 
**  Old  friend,  you  feel  I've  come." 

Myself  I  lifted  up  in  bed. 
For  the  pain  had  struck  me  dumb. 
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I  tamed  myself  from  left  to  right. 

And  then— tamed  back  again ; 
Sleep  from  my  eyelids  took  his  flight. 

And  I  called  liim  back  in  yaixu 

Of  all  the  paint,  &o. 

We  sometimes  show  light  to  old  Nick, 

So  says  I,  *'  Mr.  Tootii-aohe,  pray 
Be  so  Und  as  to  leave  me  qoiok. 

And  take  yooraelf  away. 
Yon're  stuck  tight  to  me  throngh  my  Hfe, 

In  yoor  pains  Fm  no  donee  ; 
Besides  yon  know  Fve  got  a  wife. 

And  one  plague's  enough  at  onoe." 

.    Of  all  the  pains,  &c. 

Says  Tooth-aohe,  "  I  knew  you  when  a  boy, 

I  know  yon  now  a  man, 
And^  if  yon  want  a  good  employ. 

Get  rid  of  me  how  yon  can; 
And  though  when  free  of  me,  I  know, 

You  laugh  and  joke  at  my  pain. 
But  can  you  laugh  now  P"  says  I,  "  Oh  no, 

I  neyer  will  do  it  again.'* 

Of  all  the  pains,  &o. 

I  took  my  wife's  flannel  petticoat 

And  wrapt  it  round  my  head ; 
Finn'd  it  underneath  my  throat, 

(Flannel's  warm  'tis  said.) 
I  Ihen  quite  under  the  clothes  .did  creep. 

But  sleep  ne'er  came  in  view. 
For  Mr.  Tooth-ache  swore  that  sleep 

Should  have  the  Tooth-ache  too. 

Of  all  the  pains,  &o. 

I  stuck  to  the  petticoat  every  night, 
And  had  many  a  tedious  bout; 
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At  lMt|  to  my  comfort,  joy  and  delight, 

I  fairly  drove  him  oat. 
To  drive  sway  the  Tooth-aohe'e  sting 

Thepetiooat  is  oleTer; 
And  in  its  praise  Til  loadly  sing— 

The  petticoat  for  ever ! 

Of  all  the  pains,  Ac. 


THE  WOMEN-POLK. 

O  SAXBLT  may  I  raethe  day 

I  fancied  first  the  women-Und, 
For  aye  sinsyne  I  ne'er  can  hae 

A  qoiet  tiionght  or  peace  o'  mind ; 
They  hae  plagued  my  heart,  an*  pleased  my  ee. 

An'  teased  an'  flatter'd  me  at  will ! 
But  aye  for  a'  their  vitcherie, 
The  pawky  things,  I  lo*e  them  still. 
O  the  women-f<^,  O  the  women-folk. 
Bat  they  hae  been  the  wreck  o*  me, 
O  weary  fa*  the  women-fblk. 
For  they  winna  let  a  body  be. 

Fae  thought,  an'  thought,  but  daama  tell 

I've  studied  them  wi'  a'  my  skill, 
I've  lo'ed  them  better  than  mysel', 

Fve  tried  again  to  like  them  ilL 
Who  sairest  Btrives  will  sairest  rue. 

To  comprehend  what  nae  man  can ; 
When  he  has  done  what  man  can  do. 

He'U  end  at  last  whore  he  began. 

O  the  women-lblk,  fto. 

That  thoy  hae  gentle  forms  an'  meet 

A  man  wi*  half  alook  may  see. 
An'  graoefu'  airs,  an'  faces  sweet. 

An'  wavin'  curls  aboon  the  bree. 
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An'  nnOM  m  laft  u  the  jonng  rosebud. 

An'  een  sae  pawl^,  bright  ma'  rare. 
Wad  lore  the  laverock  from,  the  olod. 

Bat,  laddie,  seek  to  kmi  nae  mair. 

O  the  women-lblk,  &o. 

Eren  bj  this  night,  nae  farther  gane. 

The  date  is  nonther  late  nor  lang, 
I  tak  je  witness,  ilka  ane. 

How  fell  they  fought  and  fairly  dang. 
Their  point  they've  carried,  right  or  wrang. 

Without  a  reason,  rhyme,  or  law. 
An'  forced  a  man  to  sing  a  sang. 

That  ne'er  conld  sing  a  verse  ava. 

O  the  women-folk^  &e. 


WRAT8  A  WPMAN  LTKBT 

A  WOXAV  is  like  to— but  stay. 
What  a  woman  is  like  who  can  say? 
There's  no  Hving  with  nor  without  one- 
Love  bites  like  a  fly- 
Now  an  ear,  now  an  eye. 
Bos,  bus,  always  a  buzzing  about  one. 
When  she's  tender  and  kind. 
She  is  like,  to  my  mind, 
(And  Fanny  was  so,  I  remember,) 
She  is  like  to — oh  dear, 
She's  as  good,  very  near. 
As  a  ripe  mating  peach  in  September. 
If  she  laugh  and  she  diat. 
Flay,  joke,  and  all  that. 
And  with  smiles  and  good  humour  she  meet  me» 
She's  like  a  rich  dish 
Of  venison  or  fish. 
That  cries  from  the  table,  come,  eat  me. 
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Bat  she'll  plague,  and  she'll  vex  jon, 

Disfaraot  and  perplex  70a, 

False  hearted  and  ranging. 

Unsettled  and  ehangi|ig« 
Whaithen  do  yon  think  she  is  like  ?  . 

Like  a  sand,  like  a  rock, 

Like,a  wheel,  like  a  clo(^— 
Aje,  a  dock  that  is  always  at  strike. 
Her  head's  like  the  island  folks  tell  on. 
Where  nothing  bnt  Tnonkies  can  dwell  on. 
Her  heart's  like  a  lemon— so  nice 
She  carres  for  each  lover  a  slice. 

In  truth  she's  to  me. 

Like  the  wind,  like  the  sea, 
Whosd  raging  will  hearken  to  no  man. 

Like  a  mill,  like  a  pill. 

Like  a  flail,  like  a  whale. 

Like  an  ass,  like  a  glass. 
Whose  knage  is  constant  to  no  man 

Like  a  flower,  like  a  shower, 

Like  a  fly,  like  a  pie. 

Like  a  pea,  like  a  flea. 

Like  a  thief,  like— in  brief 
She's  like  nothing  on  earth  but  a  woman. 


THAT'S  ALL  I  SAY. 

Sun  woman's  to  be  pitiedt 
Whenever  she's  committed 
For  being  fond  and  gay; 
And  those  who  cry  out  "  Shame," 
Are  very  much  to  blame- 
That  s  all  I  say. 

I  never  could  discover. 
Why  fisfning  to  a  lover. 
Throughout  thelive'long  day. 
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^oold  be  miscall'd  offenoe» 
It  is  not  eommon  senae^ 
That's  all  I  say. 

Bat  tho'hgli  the  old  and  hanghtj 
Fretend  *tia  tery  aaughty. 

They  think  a  different  way; 
For  this  I  know  is  true. 
They  do  as  others  do— 

That's  all  I  say. 


LOVE  IN  A  HAT-BAND 
Did  yon  never  hear  of  one  Bichard  Shorf  s  history. 

If  yon  did  not  111  tell  it  yon  now. 
All  oyer  oar  town  it  was  thought  quite  a  mystery. 

He  was  a  yoang  man  that  followed  the  plough. 
Bat  he  got  tir'd  of  that  kind  of  life,  did. 

Was  hired  as  ostler  at  the  sign  of  th&  Crown, 
Fell  in  love  with  the  maid,  wanted  her  for  a  wife,  did, 

*Twas  very  well  known  to  the  folk  of  oar  towHr. 

This  lass,  Nelly  Long,  was  dreesish  and  dapper. 

And  though  our  Dick  was  a  good-looking  lad. 
She  snubbed  him,  and  scoffed  him,  for  she  was  a  snapper. 

And  said  as  right  how,  that  she  wasn't  to  be  had. 
For  she  loved  a  lad  that  was  more  handsome  and  bigger. 

And  he  came  £rae  Lunnun,  and  wasn't  a  clown. 
His  name  it  was  Sly,  and  he  was  a  grave  digger. 

And  was  very  weU  known  to  the  folk  of  our  town. 
Now  as  Nelly  right  flat  like  his  wife  did  refase  to  be, 

Bichfurd  he  lost  all  his  comfort  and  hope. 
And  said  as  he  didn't  feel  like  what  he  used  to  be. 

He'd  hang  himself  if  he  oonld  find  a  rope. 
He  wandered  about  while  with  love  he  did  falter. 

But  the  devil  a  rope  he  could  find  up  or  down. 
So  he  twisted  a  hay-band,  and  made  him  a  halter, 

'Twas  very  well  known  to  the  folk  of  our  town. 
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He  hang  himself  ap  to  •  tree  m  the  meadow. 

He  felt  all  over  he  could'nt  tell  how; 
His  legs  were  a  stretching,  his  fact  could'nt  tread,  O, 

When  up  came,  by  chance,  farmer  Giles's  old  cow, 
Bhe  snapped  at  the  hay,  and  took  hold  of  the  band  fast. 

Flacked  out  a  monthfol,  which  brought  Dicky  down. 
He  jumped  on  his  legs,  uid  away  then  he  ran  fast,' 

And  was  never  more  seen  by  the  folk  of  our  town. 

Now  mark  what  a  judgment  came  on  this  lass  NcUy, 

For  being  so  hard-hearted  to  this  poor-lad  j 
*  She  by  the  grave-digger  got  stout  about  the  belly. 

And  he  ran  away,  leaving  her  all  so  sad. 
She,  when  too  late,  found  she  was  betrayed,  and 

Relations  they  aU  turned  their  backs  with  a  frown, 
Bhe  laid  in,  and  her  boy  it  was  marked  with  a  hayband. 

It  was  very  well  known  to  the  folk  of  our  town. 


QUITE  POLITELY. 

Whbk  first  in  Lunnun  I  arriv'd. 

On  a  visit,  on  a  visit. 
When  first  in  Lunnun  I  arriv'd, 

'Midst  heavy  rain  and  thunder. 
There  I  espy'd  a  lass  in  green. 
The  bonniest  lass  that  eyes  e'er  seen  ; 
I'd  often  beard  of  beauty's  queen. 
Thinks  I,  by  gum,  I've  found  her. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

She  stood  stock  still,  I  did  the  same, 

Qtaing  on  her,  gazing  on  her. 
She  stood  stock  still,  I  did  the  same. 

We  both  looked  mighty  simple; 
Her  cheeks  were  like  the  blushing  rose. 
Which  on  the  hedge  neglected  blows. 
Her  eyes  were  black  ae  any  sloes. 
And  nigh  her  mouth  a  dimple. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 
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If  ftdaiDi  lajB  I,  and  made  a  bow. 

Scraping  to  her,  scraping  to  her. 
Madam,  says  I,  and  made  a  bow, 

I  quite  forgot  the  weather. 
If  yon  will  me  permission  pre, 
I'll  see  you  home,  where'er  you  lire. 
With  that  she  took  my  sleeve. 
And  off  we  trudged  together, 

Tol  de  roU  &o. 

A  pratty  wild-goose-chase  we  had. 

Up  and  down,  sirs,  in  and  out,  sirs, 
A  pratty  wild-goose-chase  we  had. 
The  cobbled  stones  so  gall'd  me ; 
At  length  we  came  unto  a  door. 
Where  twenty  lasses,  aye,  or  more. 
Came  out  to  have  a  bit  galore, 
At  bumpkin,  as  they  call'd  me, 

^ol  de  rol,  &c. 

Walk  in,  kind  sir,  says  she  to  me. 

Quite  politely,  quite  poKtely 
Walk  in,  kind  sir,  says  she  to  me. 

Poor  lad,  they  cried,  he's  undone. 
Walk  in,  kind  sir,--not  so,  says  I, 
For  I've  got  other  fish  to  fry ; 
I've  seen  you  home,  so  now  good  bye, 
I'ae  Yorkshire,  though  in  Lunnun. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

My  pockets  soon  I  rummaged  o'er. 

Cautious  ever,  cautions  ever. 
My  ppckets  soon  I'rummag'd  o'er, 

Where^  I  diamond  ring  found ; 

For  I  had  this  precaution  took. 

To  stick  in  each  a  small  fish  hook. 

In  groping  for  my  pocket-book, 

Theiiook  it  stript  her  finger. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 
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Three  weeks  Fve  been  in  Lunnnn  town. 

Living  idle,  living  idle, 
Three  weeks  I've  been  in  Lunnun  town, 

'Tis  time  to  strike  to  work,  sore ; 
I  sold  the  ring,  and  got  the  brass, 
I  did  not  play  the  silly  ass. 
It  will  do  to  toast  the  Lunnnn  lass. 
When  I  get  back  to  Yorkshire. 

I'd  de  rol,  &o. 


KATHABINB,  LANCELOT,  AND  TEDDYj 

OB,  FBAT,  SIB,  BOIT'X  T0T7  BB  IlfFUDBKT. 


£at.  {To  Xon.)— Pray,  sir,  don't  yon  be  impudent. 

Else  I  shall  show  you  the  difference  soon. 
Zan. — Hey,  toss !  now  for  some  merriment. 

She's  np  as  high  as  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Xirf.— Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  you  re  mighty  ridiculous  I 
Ted, — O,  to  be  sure,  here's  the  oat  in  the  pan. 

Don't  afBmnfK&ttj f  or— Csquarinff  his  Asts.J 
Zan. —  What,  would  you  tickle  us? 

If  you're  for  Taney  work— (prepariHg  UJigM.J 
Ted. —  I  am  your  man. 

Kat.—C»eparating  thein.J—B.ej  deyl 
Ted.—liet  me  come  at  him  now  I 
Zan.—  Paddy,  my  honey,  wbiah  way  runs  the  bull  ? 
Ted.^K&te,  dear,  do  let  me  pat  him  now.  {Showing  his 

Xai.^^e  who  strikes  first  must  with  me  a  crow  pull. 

BEFBAT.  _^ 

Xa*.— Hey-dey !  don't  you  go  at  him,  now.  fTo  Teddy. J 
Ted.  ^  i«».— Hey-doy  !  let  me  come  at  him  now. 
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Xai.  S[  Xon.— Fadd^,  m  j  honey,  whidi  way  nina  the  boll  ? 

^(fi{.->Paddy  don't  mind  your  "  which  way  rons  the 
bull?" 

Xai».  If  Ted.— Kate,  dear,  do  let  me  pat  him,  now? 

■Xo^.— No,  no  {  you  shall  not  pat  him  now. 

Xai.—He  who  strikes  first  must  with  me  a  crow  poll. 

Lan.  Sf  Ted,—'Ea  who  strikes  first  must  with  her  a 
crow  poll. 

Xon.— Kate,  Kate,  say,  will  yon  marry  me? 

Te(2.— Bother !  you'd  not  have  a  husband  like  he  ? 

Zo^.^Fools,  fools !  peace !  or  you'll  harxy  me  ; 

In  either  what  charm  for  a  choice  can  I  see? 

2V<2.— I'm  quite  genteel— 

Kat, — For  a  chairman  or  drover,  O. 

Xa».— See,  Faddy,  for  you  what  a  trifle  she  cares; 
I  am  the  bey  pretty  Kate,  for  a  lover  O  ! 

JCo^.- For  any  old  maid  who  is  at  her  last  prayers. 

T0<2.— There,  there !  there  is  a  rap  for  yon. 
Kate,  you're  a  jeweL 

Kat^-'  Which  youTl  never  wear. 

Zatt.— There,  there !  there  was  a  slap  at  you.— ^o  Ted.J 

Xat,  (To  Zon.)— When  toes  one  is  treading  you'd  bet- 
ter take  care. 

BBPXAT. 

.^.— There,  there!  there  was  a  rap  for  yon. 
Kai.~-I  am  no  jewel  for  either  to  wear. 
Lan.  4"  Ted,— XAte,  you're  a  jewel  I'm  dying  to  wear. 
Ted.  4c  Lan.  {To  each   other.J— There,  there  I   there 

was  a  slap  at  you. 
JTo/.^There,  there  I  each  there's  a  slap  at  you. 

When  toes  one  is  treading  you'd  better  take  care. 
Lan.  4r  Ted. — When  toes  she  is  treading  we'd  better 

take  care. 
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BIOH  A  aiTTIN  UP  STAIRS. 

On  a  Suskehannah  raft  I  cam  np  de  bay, 
And  I  danced,  and  I  froliok'd,  and  I  fiddled  all  de  way 
Sich  a  gittin  np  stairs  I  neber  did  see, 
Sich  a  gittin  up  stairs  I  neber  did  see. 

Trike  he  toe  an  heel,  cut  de  pigeon  ynag. 
Scratch  gravel,  slap  de  foot,  dat  is  jnst  de  ting. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &o. 

I  went  to  de  play,  an'  I  seed 'Jim  Crow, 
Oh,  nigger  Isam  den  swell,  for  Jim  he  was  no  go. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &o. 

I  look  him  in  de  face,  nntil  I  make  him  grin. 
And  den  I  trow  abaoka  quid  an'  hit  him  on  de  shin. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

Oh !  I  is  dat  boy  dat  knows  to  preach  a  sarmon 
'Bout  temperance  and  **  seven  np,"  and  all  dat  kind  of 
Tarmin. 

Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

Ifiggers  held  a  meetin,  *bont  de  colonization. 
And  dere  I  spoke  a  speech  about  amalgamation. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

To  Washington  I  go,  dere  I  cut  a  swell, 
Cleanin'  gemmen's  boots  and  ringing  de  auction  bell. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

I  call'd  on  yaller  Sal,  dat  trades  in  sausages. 
And  dere  I.met  big  Joe,  which  made  my  dander  ris. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

Says  I,  "  You  see  dat  door?  just  mosey  nigga  Joe, 
For  I'm  a  Suskehannah  boy,  what  knows  a  ting  or  two," 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 
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And  den  I  show  mj  sdMioe,— prenes,  gardes,  faaa. 
Bong  he  eye,  break  he  shin,  split  he  nose  in  two  I 
Sich  a  gitten,  &o. 

Sal  beUer  out— den  she  jumps  up  between  as, 
Bot  gneas  he  no  forget  de  day  when  Itam  show  his  genua. 
Sich  a  gittin,  fto. 

Den  big  Joe  went  out,  he  gwan  to  take  de  law. 
Bat  he  no  tod  de  possom— I  cat  my  stick  for  Baltimore. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

Two  behind  and  two  before. 
Wait  till  yon  get  to  the  watdi-hoase  door. 
Sich  ft  gittin,  &c. 

Sal  is  sassy,  I  know  what  she  means. 
She's  been  to  school,  and  is. up  to  beuia. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &o. 

If  yon  want  a  song,  get  one  that's  fat, 
**  The  gallant  Hussar,"  or**  AUronndmy  Hat." 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

Tamer,  and  Fisher,  dey  go  de  hole  figga» 
Deys  de  chaps  what  mortahae  de  nigga. 
Sich  a  gittin,  &c. 

When  yon  bay  dis,  and  know  it  right  well. 
Fetch  along  de  change,  and  get  de  *'  Singer's  Jewet** 
Sioh  ft  gittin,  &o. 


THE  COVE  WOT  SINGS. 

ITo  doabt  ft  song  yoa'ye  heard. 
How  greatly  it  delights ; 

It  comprises,  in  a  word. 
The  luck  of  a  *  coye  wot  writesi* 
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TXoir  IVe  ft  soBg  so  true, 

(My  mind  to  tnith  it  clings;) 
And  I'm  going  to  tell  to  70a, 

The  lack  of  a  oove  wot  sings. 

Tol  de  rol,  fto- 

In  a  garret  I  show'd  m  j  nob. 

In  Eari  Street,  Seven  3>ials, 
Hy  father  was  a  snoba 

My  moUier  dealt  in  wial»; 
Bat  my  mind  took  higher  flights, 

I  hated  low-life  things  I 
Made  friends  with  a  cot*  wot  writes. 

And  now  I'm  the  chap  wot  sings. 

When  at  singing  I  made  a  stsrt, 

Some  said  my  voice  was  fine; 
I  tried  a  serious  pari. 

But  turned  to  the  comic  linef 
I  fonnd  oat  that  was  best. 

Some  tan.  it  always  brings—' 
To  the  room  it  gives  a  seet. 

And  suits  the  cove  wot  sings. 

To  a  concert,  ball,  or  rout. 

Each  night  I'm  asked  to  go. 
With  my  new  toggery  I  go  ont. 

And  I  cat  no  dirty  tkow; 
Goes  op  to  the  mosio,  all  right. 

At  the  women  I  sheeps'  eyes  flinga» 
Gets  my  Insh  free  all  the  night, 

Becaose  Pm  the  cove  wot  sings. 

If  I  go  tatake  aroom. 

There  needs  no  talk  or  stuff; 
'Boat  a  reference  they  don't  fam«» 
My  word  is  quite  enough,^ 
109  c 
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For  my  mon^  ihej  don't  care  s  sons. 
The  landlady  kind  looks  flings. 

She's  proud  to  have  in  her  house 
A  gentleman  wot  sings. 

Each  day  so  well  I  fare. 

On  each  thing  so  good  and  fine; 
In  the  grub  wag  weU  I  share. 

For  1  always  go  out  to  dine ; 
And  those  who  asks  me  so  free. 

Plenty  of  their  friends  brings. 
They  come  for  miles,  d'ye  see. 

To  hear  the  chap  wot  sings. 

While  strolling  t'other  night, 

I  droppeid  in  at  a  house,  d'ye  see* 
The  landlord,  so  polite. 

Insisted  on  treating  me ; 
I  called  for  a  glass  of  port. 
When  "haJlf-ai^hotiU  he  brings ; 
Sronnr.]— "How  much  to  pay,  landlord,"  said  I~ 
•«  Nothing  of  the  sort," 

Says  he,  **  you're  a  cotc  wot  sings." 

,  Kow  my  song  is  at  an  end, 

i  My  story  through  Tve  run; 

*  And  all  that  I  did  intend. 

Was  to  cause  a  morsel  of  fun ; 
*  If  I  succeed,  that's  right. 

There's  a  pleasure  pleasing  brings  | 
And  I'll  tiy  some  other  night. 

The  luck  of  a  chap  wot  sings. 


I ITEYEB  SATS  NOTHING  TO  NOBODY. 

WhjLT  a  shocking  world  this  is  for  soandal ! 
The  people  get  worse  evexy  day. 
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Erery  thing  serrefl  for  a  handle 

To  take  folk's  good  name  away. 
In  backbiting  Tile,  each  so  labours. 

The  sad  faults  of  others  to  show  body 
loould  tell  enough  of  my  neighbours. 

But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

'TIS  a  snug  little  house  I  reside  in. 

And  the  people  who're  living  next  door, 
▲re  smothered  completely  such  pride  in 

As  I  never  met  with  before. 
But  outside  of  doors  they  don't  roam, 

A  large  sum  of  money  they  owe  body, 
Folk  call  bat  cant  find  them  at  home, 

I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

The  batcher  so  greasy  and  fat. 

When  out  he  does  nothing  bat  boast. 
Struts  as  he  cocks  on  his  hat. 

As  if  he  supreme  ruled  the  roast. 
Talks  of  his  wealth  and  his  riches. 

Consequence  always  does  show  body ; 
His  ugly  old  wife  wears  the  breeches. 

But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

Hie  baker  lives  quite  in  great  style. 
His  wife  is,  oh.  Lord  !  such  a  fright , 

Kew  dresses  she's  got  a  great  pile. 
They  sleep  out  of  town  every  night. 

Country  cottage  completely  in  state, 
Determin'd  not  to  be  a  low  body; 

He's  been  pull'dup  three  times  for  short  weight, 
I  But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

The  publican,  thriving  in  trade. 
With  sorrow  is  now  looking  down ; 

His  sweet  little  pretty  bar-maid, 
Has  a  litle  one  just  brought  to  town. 
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He's  not  to  b«  seen  much  aibont. 
His  wife  is  a  denoe  of  a  shrew  body. 

The  beadles  are  on  the  look  ont» 
Bat  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

A  methodist  parson  of  fame, 

.   I  see  Tery  often  go  by; 

His  heart  is  fll'd  fall  of  lore's  flame. 

He  Tisits  a  girl  on  the  sly; 
Although  this  daily  I  see. 

And  snrely  he's  bnt  a  so-so  body. 
Of  oonrse,  as  'tis  nothing  to  me, 

I  neTer  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

I  coidd  ten,  if  I  liied,  snch  a  tale. 

Of  neighbours  all  round,  great  and  sntal] ; 
That  surely  I  think  without  fail. 

Would  really  astonish  ye  alL 
But  here  now  my  short  ^tty  ends, 

I  dont  want  to  hurt  high  or  low  body; 
I  wish  to  keep  in  with  my  friends. 

So  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 


MRS.  MU€^GIN8'S  MAID. 

I  Kincw  Mrs.  Muggins's  miid 

Who  onoe  lired  in  ^oomsbuxy  Square ; 
But  she  was  so  monstrous  a&aid. 

Her  nussiB  would  see  me  go  there. 
We  used  for  to  make  it  all  right. 

At  the  area  gate  often  we'd  be, 
From  her  drawing-room  window  one  night, 

Mrs.  Muggins  look'd  down  and  spied  mo. 

Up  the  area  one  day  Betty  flung 
Snch  a  whacking  lore-letter  for  me, 

•Saying,  **  Billy,  to-morrow  night  come, 
For  missis  is  az'd  out  to  tea.**  * 
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At  half  arter  seven  I  went. 

And  tinkled  the  rule  with  delight; 
So  Bettj  she  gness'd  what  it  meant. 

And  toortk'd  me  down  staum  with  a  light. 

Lots  of  grab  from  the  larder  she  got. 

And  made  me  have  such  a  tuck  ont. 
When  her  missis  came  home  piping  hot. 

Hobbled  down  stairs,  and  soon  spied  me  out. 
She  called  the  police  in  a  rage. 

Then  gave  me  in  diarge—tlne  old  jade ! 
So  I-  got  dragged  off  to  the  cage. 

All  through  Mother  Muggins*!  maid. 


THB  FOUR  Ain>  NDHSPElOnr  EAT. 

Eooiroirz  is  now  the  rage. 

It's  strange,  so  each  confesses. 
To  notice  in  tlus  wonderons  age. 

How  cheapness  it  progresses! 
Bat  of  im  the  wonders  of  the  day. 

That  queer  each  sage  and  flat,  sirs, 
The  one  that  bears  the  greatest  awaf , 

Is  the  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs. 
Oh !  the  hat^,  sirs,  the  dandy  hat,  sirs^ 
The  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs. 

Not  long  »go— I  wo'n*t  enlarge, 

No  matter  man  or  master, 
A  guinea  was  the  lowest  charge 

For  a  swellish  looking  castor; 
For  eighteen  bob  you'll  now  get  four. 

And  yon  may  cut  it  £at,  sirs. 
And  always  look  a  swell,  I'm  sure. 

In  a  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs. 

Oh !  the  hat,  fto. 
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The  hattert  tow  they  neTer  folt 

Such  shocking  timet— that's pos,  sirs; 
A  heart  of  flint  it  aure  would  melt. 

For  each  one  wears  a  goss,  sirs. 
Bears  soon  will  not  be  worth 

Much  more  than  a  tom-cat,  sirs. 
For  every  man  upon  the  earth 

Snorts  a  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs. 
^  OhI  thehat,&o. 

The  shopboy  or  the  lawyer's  derk. 

On  Sunday  pass  a  gay  day. 
They  strut  so  proudly  in  the  Park  1 

Upon  their  arm  a  lady ! 
Their  hair  is  firizs'd,  they're  quite  in  luck. 

Each  grace  they  have  quite  pat,  sirs. 
And  just  upon  two  hairs  is  stuck, 
A  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs. 

Oh !  the  hat,  &o. 
The  dustman,  who  was  fashion's  dunce. 

And  after  pride  no  griever. 
The  height  of  his  ambition  once. 

Was  to  sport  his  fantail  beaver; 
The  caator  he's  cast  oflT— 'tis  well. 

In  fkshion  he's  quite  pat,  sir. 
And  now  the  dustman  bean  fke  beU, 
In  a  four  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs  I 

Oh!  the  hat,  &o. 

So  thus  you  see,  the  rage  is  such, 

No  man  wiU  wear  a  skimmer. 
The  scavenger  no  tile  will  touch. 

But  a  fancy  silk  broad  brimmer  I 
So  if  you  keep  in  fashion's  pale, 

And  really  cut  a  shine,  sirs. 
To  buy,  I'm  sure  you  will  not  fail, 

A  slap-up  four  and  nine,  sirs. 

Oh  !  the  hat,  &c 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC   SONGS.  41 


SMART  YOUNG  BACHELOUS. 

Hbbb  we  are  a  dashing  set. 

Smart  young  Bachelors, 
Here  we  are  a  dashing  set. 
Over  head  and  ears  in  debt. 
Seeking  each  a  wife  to  get. 

Smart  young  bachelors. 

When  young  maidens  we  implore, 

Smart  young  bachelors ; 
When  young  maidens  we  implore^ 
With  an  eye  upon  their  store, 
'Tie  for  love  and— nothing  more. 

Smart  young  bachelors. 

Up  to  fashion's  height  we  dress, 

Smart  young  bachelors ! 
Up  to  fashion's  height  we  dress. 
Quite  the  go— but  would  you  guess? 
Sometimes  poor  and  pennyles. 

Smart  young  bachelors ! 

Youth  and  beauty  we  pursue. 

Smart  young  bachelors ! 
Youth  and  beauty  we  pursue. 
Though  some  wrinkled  dame  might  do. 
With  a  thousand  pounds  or  two. 

Smart  young  bachelors ! 

Wbat  a  life  'twould  be  to  us. 

Smart  young  bachelors  I 
What  a  life  'twould  be  to  us. 
Wife  at  home,  and  child  at  nurse, 
Kot  a  penny  in  the  purse. 

Smart  young  bachelors  j 
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Ladies  all— it  matton  not. 
Smart  joimg  bachelors  I 
Ladies  all— It  matters  not, 
Oentle,  simpto,  tall  or  Bqmlt$ 
So  yon  have  tlie  rhino  got. 

foOKXV.3— ^nien  indeed  yon  wiU  hare  thecommaad  of 
Ikam,  and  may  choose  a  husband  where  yon  please,  to 
keep  him  ficom  the  list  of 

Fbor  old  bachelors  t 


ISAM  WELLBB'S  ADYENTUBiBS. 

Tk  pretty  well  known  about  town. 

For  to  gain  a  repote  is  my  pride, 
Thon^  no  Ton'ean  doubt  my  renoim, 

I'm  a  eovey  qf  polish  beside  1 
I  renovates  ea$e»  for  feet, 

Thether  high-lows  or  tops  is  the  same« 
I  turns  'em  off  hand  weny  neat. 

And  SamiTel  YeUer's  my  name  I 

Fol,  lol,  &C. 

In  the  borough  my  trade  I  dragg'd  on, 

Vith  no  vun  to  envy  my  sphere  j 
I  poUsh'd  the  tolet  of  each  don. 

From  the  cadger  bang  up  to  the  peer! 
Thdr  undentatidingt  I  greatly  improved. 

Yot  happen'd  to  fall  in  the  yay; 
And  many  a  gen'leman  moved 

To  me  in  the  course  of  the  day. 

Tun  genleman,  Fickviok,  Esquire, 

The  head  of  the  noted  F.  0. 
Tun  day  tumbled  in  to  enquire,  ^ 

If  I'd  had  the/or^  to  see 
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A  cove  Tearing  TeDington  Icichi, 

And  a  Hiss  Raohd  Yardle  beiide, 
Vot  the  gent,  had  lugg'd  off  by  the  niel 

And  promiied  to  make  her  hk  bride. 

1  knowedby  the  cot  of  his  boot, 

Aa  the  oore  had  pat  up  at  onr  inn. 
So  Fii^Tiok  without  a  dispnte. 

Gomes  tambHng  down  with  the  Hn  / 
And  me  arter  that  he  engages. 

To  foUow  him  in  his  career, 
Oood  tofft  and  twelye  $hinen  for  wages. 

Paid  ereiy  cmmtal  year. 

Some  ooves  Then  they  rises,  yon  know. 

They  stick  to  Tnlgaritj  will ; 
But  that  Tos  my  notice  below, 

'Cot  as  how  I'm  a  gen'leman  ttUL 
For  riches  is  nothing  to  me. 

If  eTer  them  I  tos  among— 
As  the  g«n'leman  saiid,  d'ye  see. 

At  the  time  he  was  goug  to  bfi  hniig. 

I  trotted  all  oyer  the  town. 

And  t€«d  all  the  pleasures  of  lifi»« 
'Oos  being  to  knowingness  down, 

I  nerer  got  into  no  strife. 
**  I  couldn't  see  more  if  I  wish'd. 

So  I  most  be  content,  I  suppose."— 
As  the  blind  man  said  ^^i  he  tos  moithed. 

To  the  lady  rithont  any  nose  I 

Now  I  hope  yon're  all  hearty  and  ekuf, 
'Cos  I'm  now  going  to  take  my  release. 

As  the  poulterer  said  Tith  a  hnff, 
Thile  a  killing  the  hinnoeent  geese* 

Bnt  I  hopes  I  shall  see  yon  again, 
'Cos  I  knows  yon  on  nicities  staad  ■• 

As  the  hemperor  dictated,  vhen 

^  7^  procodOempp'd  off  hjs  hsad« 
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WHAT8  BECOME  OF  ALL  THE  MONEY. 

Whjlt^s  become  of  all  tiie  needfU  ? 
Where  are  all  the  ahinert  flown;  ^ 

Tell  me,  je  of  wonders  heedful, 
Where's  ihe  dear  departed  gone  ? 

Has  the  shot  for  erer  fled  je  ? 
Shall  we — oh  the  dismal  tale  !— 

Kerer  more  behold  the  ready 
Counted  down  '*  upon  the  nail  ** 

What's  become  of  all  the  money  ? 
Not  a  Boak  of  all  I  know— 

Ton  my  life,  tis  yery  funny- 
Has  a  sample  left  to  show. 

Where  the  deuce  is  all  the  money  P 

Like  a  swarm  of  blown  up  bees. 
Minus  aU  their  golden  honey. 

High  and  low  partake  the  breese. 
«« Who's  a  sharer?  Who's  a  taker?" 

AU  alike  the  outcry  join— 
Who  has  cleaned  out  the  Exchequer? 

Who's  made  off  with  all  the  coin? 
Whaf  8  become  of  all  the  money  ? 

Not  a  soul  of  all  I  know— 
Ton  my  soul  'tis  very  funny. 

Now  has  any  cash  to  show. 

Hare  our  tUoer  gtreamleU,  say  ye^ 

Pass'd  away  beyond  recall  ? 
Has  the  eturreney,  I  pray  ye. 

Swept  away  its  bahka  and  all? 
Nerer  jackdaw  from  the  steeple, 

Look'd  on  aught  so  passing  strange^* 
Never  surely  were  a  people 

Half  so  much  in  want  of  chcmge  ! 
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Wliat's  become  of  all  the  money  ? 
Not  s  Botil  in  all  I  know-— 

Ton.  my  life,  'tis  very  funny- 
Has  s  single  rap  to  show. 

Who,  whate'er  his  style  and  trade  is. 
Cant  bnt  ask  if  this  ado 

Last  mnch  longer,  pray,  young  ladies. 
What's  to  become  of  us  and  you  ? 

If  we  oan't  bid  up,  you  really, 

'  Must  come  down,  or  by  and  bye. 

Here  or  there,  where  offers  fail  ye. 
We  may  gather;  some  such  sigh  (As) 

What's  become  of  all  the  money  ? 
Not  a  soul  of  all  I  know — 

*Pon  my  life  'tis  very  funny- 
Has  a  single  chance  to  show. 


SAILOR  JACK  AIH)  QUEEN  VICTORIA. 

You'tii  heard  of  Sailor  Jack,  no  doubt, 
Who  found  our  good  Sang  William  out— 
To  Windsor  Castle,  too,  he'd  been, 
A  visiting  the  King  and  Queeu. 

Ri  tooral,  fto« 

Now  Jack,  who'd  trareU'd  far  away. 
Returned  to  port  the  other  day- 
He  tum'd  his  bacca  o'er  and  o'er. 
For  he  found  the  Sailor  King  no  more. 

Ri  tooral,  jto, 

"  Shiver  my  timbers  1  here's  a  breeze  I 
We've  got  a  woman  now  to  please- 
So  straight  to  London  I  must  go. 
To  see  who's  got'  the  craft  in  tow. 

Hi  tooral,  Jto. 
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Then  to  the  palace  aoon  he  came— 
He'd  got  no  card,  bnt  sent  his  name. 
**  Go  back,"  said  they,  **8he  wo'nt  see  yon  I" 
Sajs  Jack—"  Ko  damme  if  I  do  I" 

Bi  tooral,  &e. 

"  Stand  back,  yon  laU>en !  not  aee  me« 
The  friend  of  his  Iftte  Migesty  ?** 
He  floored  them  all,  sprung  -o'er  each  stair 
And  got  where  the  court  assembled  were. 

Ri  tooral,  &e. 

They  in  amasement  Tiew'd  the  scene— 
Says  Jack,  "  I  want  to  to%ee  the  Qneen!** 
Wlien  smiling,  seated  from  afar. 
Says  she—"  WeD,  here  I  am,  old  tar." 

Ki  toond,  &o. 

<*  All  right  I**  says  Jack  on  hearing  this, 
"  l\e  come  here  just  to  warn  you.  Miss, 
Don't  you  by  ooorti^  sharks  be  led^- 
For,  d*je  see,  I  likes  your  F^tire  Sead.** 

B»  to<»a;i,  &o. 

"  Don't  fear  me.  Jack— it's  true,  indeed. 
But  I'm  British-bom,  imd  take  good  heed; 
And  if  against  my  peace  they  strike, 
ni  give  'em.  Jack,  what  they  wo*nt  like." 

Bi  toor^l^  Ao. 

"  Hurrah !"  says  Jack,  '*  your  Maje^ ! 
Just  like  your  noble  family  I 
Tou  knows  what's  what,  and  IH  repeat 
What  you  have  said  to  all  the  fleet." 

Ri  toortd,  &o. 

«<  I  like  your  manners,  *  answered  she, 
"  An  admiral  you  soon  sh^  be.** 
^  The  lords  in  waiting  there,  said  "  No  I'* 
The  Queen—"  Why,  can't  I  make  him  so  ?" 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 
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'*  You  jealoiu  swabs,  what  are  yoa  at  ? 
I  knows  I  am  too  old  for  that— 
60  one  request  instead  111  make. 
Off  pigtail  jonll  the  duty  take." 

Bi  tooral,  &o. 

The  Queen,  who  quite  enjoyed  the  fan. 
Soon  promised  Jtack  it  should  be  done. 
Says  he,  Tve  one  thing  more,  and  'tis. 
To  ax  yon  how  your  mother  is  H" 

Bitooral,  &o. 

**^Nhj,  hark  ye,  Jaok,"  the  Queen  replied, 
'*  The  old  'un's  still  heir  country's  pride." 
•*  She  island  if  you'll  Tiew  nay  ship," 
Says  Jack,  "  for  both  111  stand  some  flip/* 

Ri  tcoral,  &o. 

Then  to  his  messmates  Soon  he  hied, 
"I've  seen  her— it*s  all  right,"  he  cried, 
"  m  prove  to  you  she's  wide  awake- 
She's  a  trim  built  craft,  And  no  mistake." 

Ai  tooral,  &c. 

They  ordered  grog  to  crown  the  scene. 
And  drank— "The  Kavy  and  the  Queen  I" 
Says  Jack,  *<our  toast  shall  ever  be, 
<  God  bleflt  her  gnMnoos  majesty  r  " 

Ri  tooral^  &c. 


THE  BBAUTIFUL  IBISHMaN. 

Thzbx  was  a  lady  lired  at  Leith* 

A  lady  very  Stylish,  man. 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  her  teeth. 
She  fell  in  love  with  an  Irishman,— 
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A  nasty,  nglj  Irishman. 

A  wild  tremendoua  Inshmao, 
A  tearing,  swearing,  thumping  bomping, 

Banting,  roaring  Irishman. 

His  face  was  no  ways  beaatiful. 

For  with  small-pox  'twas  soared  across. 
And  the  shoulders  of  the  ugly  dog 

Were  every  inch  of  a  yard  across, 
O  the  lump  of  an  Irishman. 

The  whisky -devouring  Irishman: 
'     The  great  he-rogue  with  his  wonderful  brogue, 

The  fighting,  rioting  Irishman. 

One  of  his  eyes  was  bottle  green. 

And  the  other  eye  was  out,  my  dear. 
And  the  calves  of  his  wicked  looking  legs 

Were  more  than  two  feet  about,  my  dear. 
O  the  great  big  Irishman, 

The  rattling,  battling  Irishman. 
The  stamping,  ramping,  swaggering,  staggering, 

Leathering  swosh  of  an  Irishman. 

He  took  80  much  of  Lnndy  Foot, 

That  he  used  to  snort  and  snvdffle,  O; 
And,  in  shape  and  size,  the  fellow's  neck 

Was  as  bad  as  the  neck  of  a  buffido. 
O  the  horrible  Irishman, 

The  thundering,  blundering  Irishman; 
The  slashing,  dashing,  smashing,  lashing. 

Thrashing,  hashing  Irishman.  * 

His  name  was  a  terrrible  name  indeed. 

Being  Timothy  Thady  Mulligan ; 
And  whenever  he  emptied  his  tumbler  of  punch 

He'd  not  rest  till  he  filled  it  full  again  ;^ 
The  boosing,  bruising  Irishman, 

The  'tozicated  Irishman; 
The  whisky,  frisky,  rummy,  gummy. 

Brandy,  no  dandy  Irishman. 
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Tbis  was  tbe  lad  the  lady  loved. 

Like  all  the  girls  of  quality  ; 
And  he  cracked  the  skulls  of  the  men  of  Leith, 

Just  by  the  way  of  jolity. 
O  the  leathering  Irishman, 

The  barbarous,  savage  Irishman ; 
The  hearts  of  the  muds,  and  the  gentlemen's  beads 

Were  bother'd  or  broke  by  this  Irishman. 


HE  WAS  SUCH  A  QUEER  OLD  MAN. 

Old  Mr.  Foss  was  very  stout. 

And  scarcely  three  feet  high; 
His  legs  were  swell'd  up  tnth  the  goat. 

And  he  squinted  with  each  eye ; 
But  he  long'd  to  get  a  vnfe,  good  lack 

So  sought  one  to  trepan ; 
He'd  a  monstrous  hump  upon  his  back. 

He  was  such  a  queer  old  man ! 

At  balls  and  routs,  he  tried  to  be 

The  star  of  all  the  stars; 
He  thought  no  one  so  smart  as  he. 

E'en  swells  with  their  cigars ! 
He  ogled  at  each  belle  he  saw. 

And  leer'd  behind  each  fan. 
While  the  damsels  cried  with  fright — '*  Oh,  1  a  I 

"  What  an  ugly  queer  old  man !»' 

But  yet  in  spite  of  all  their  fun. 

His  pride  they  could  not  cure ; 
Of  charms,  he  said,  the  belles,  not  one 

Was  any  connoiseur. 
A  rich  old  dame  at  last  did  fix. 

Her  eyes,  his  charms  to  scan. 
And  witii  him  in  the  dance  did  mix, 

And  pinch'd  the  queer  old  man. 
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Her  1^8  wean  bent  jott  like  two  bows. 

Being  spoil'd  while  ont  at  nurse. 
But  yet  a  charm  she  ooold  disclose. 

In  a  thumping  well  filled  purse! 
Bo  Foss  he  ▼ow'dto  court  her  straight. 

And  at  nigjity  in  her  sedan. 
He  went  home  with  her  tete-a-tete. 

Although  such  a  queer  old  man  1 

What  Tows^he  made  I  eamot  say. 

But  ever  from  that  night, 
The  humpbacked  man  and  her  so  gay. 

Together  met  the  sight  I 
He  said  he  was  a  rich  old  CQve, 

So  did  her  heart  trepan ; 
She  voyr*d  that  him  she'd  only  love. 

So  got  ipliced  to  the  queer  old  man  I 

Next  day  he  brought  home  to  his  spome^ 

TwelTO  little  brats,  good  lade ! 
"Who  quickly  settled  in  the  house. 

And  each  had  a  hump  on  his  back  1 
They  squinted  all,  and  with  each  eye 

With  fear  she  did  them  scan; 
Each  hobbled,  and  with  mouth  awry. 

Just  like  the  queer  old  man/ 

'*  Whose  brats  are  these  7**  the  lady  cries. 

With  looks  not  quite  divine; 
"Look  at  their  beaufif,'*  Foss  replies, 

<*  Had  then  yoa'll  know  they're  mine. 
I  wanted  one  the  lot  to  keep^ 

And  fill  their  kites  with  soran ;" 
**  And  what  are  you  I "  "A  journeyman  sweep," 

Exclaimed  tiie  queer  old  man  I 

The  lady  fainted  at  the  news. 
And  made  a  woful  noise; 
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A  dreadfbl  knot  was  wedlock's  noose. 

And  crooked  went  lier  jojs  1 
With  grief  that  night  she  hang'd  herself 

Pity  her  all  who  can. 
While  all  her  goods  and  all  her  pelf 

Were  nail'd  bj  the  queer  old  man ; 


BILLY  WOOD; 

OB,  THB  VASCZFATXirO  eSOOBS. 

Com,  listen  to  a  whimmy  chi^it, 

And  if  there's  nothing  in  it. 
Will  yon  a  little  patience  grant, 

If  quickly  I  begin  it.; 
A  loTe-sick  grocer,  Billy  Wood, 

A  Tictim  I'm  to  Onpid, 
80  if  my  song  is  long  and  good, 

Dont  call  it  short  and  stupid. 

Tol  lol  de  roL 

One  day  as  trodging  through  the  Park, 

With  plumbs  and  currants  laden; 
Says  I,  I'll  have  a  little  lark. 

With  yonder  pretty  maiden ; 
She's  drest  so  spruce,  and  looks  to  sly. 

To  lose  her  will  not  do,  sir; 
And  thou^  a  cast  she's  in  one  eye,  • 

Why  I're  a  cast  in  two,  sir. 

Tol  lol  de  rol. 

Before  Hiss  Fatty  Blear  I  stood. 

Who  dark  was  as  a  crow,  sir. 
Says  I,  "my  naxne  is  Billy  Wood, 

The  filscinating  grocer." 
lOi)  D 


Digitized  by  Google 


^  COMIC  SOKGS. 

8he  oartaied  low,  and  in  reply. 

Said,  **  all  your  lore's  in  vain,  sir, 
Engaged  I  am  to  Mr.  Flam, 

Wbo  lirei  in  Mincing-lane,  air." 

Tol  lol  de  roL 

To  Mindng-lane  I  went  with  speed. 

Where  cutting  beef  and  ham,  sir. 
Behind  the  counter  stood,  indeed. 

My  riTal,  Mr.  Flam,  sir  j 
Says  I,  "  Grand  carver  you  ^pear. 

But  sure  as  I've  a  snout,  sir. 
You  may  cut  here,  but  with  Miss  Blear, 

Ton  shall  not  out  me  out,  sir." 

Tol  lol  de  rol. 

When  I  had  finished,  Mr.  Flam, 

Whose  passion  quickly  rose,  sir. 
Straight  put  aside  his  beef  and  ham. 

And  took  me  by  the  nose,  sir ; 
The  pinch  he  gave  it  made  me  roar. 

To  struggle  was  in  vain,  sir : 
And  when  he  kicked  me  from  the  door, 

I  ran  from  Mincing-lane,  sir. 

Tol  lol  do  rol.. 

From  Mmdng-lane  I  ran  so  fast. 
And  beg  you'll  be  so  kind,  sir, 
Ab  round  the  house  your  eyes  you  cast. 

And  see  if  you  can  find,  sir, 
A  lady  fair,  who  in  this  place. 

In  love  vrith  me  can  grow,  sir. 
Perhaps  she'll  show  her  smiling  face, 
■  To  Billy  Wood,  the  grocer. 

Tol  lol  de  rol. 
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DOOTOB  ANTHONY  BROWN. 

Thbbs  liTed  in  a  oonntry  town  , 

A  doctor,  named  Anthony  Brown, 
Who,  as  he  got  nothing  by  trade. 
Made  lore  to  a  wealthy  old  maid, 
80  n^y  she  hadn't  a  charm. 
Bat  her  purse  "was  as  long  as  my  arm, 
'  What  a  bait  for  Doctor  Brown  ! 

One  day,  with  a  grace  debonair. 
He  asked  for  a  lock  of  her  hair; 
Says  she  you  embarrass  me  quite. 
Doctor  Brown,  you're  so  Tcry  polite. 
She  gaTC  it,  and  he  was  aU  gig. 
But  soon  found  'twas  a  lock  of  her  wig ; 
What  a  dose  for  Doctor  Brown. 

Her  teeth,  all  so  white,  he'd  declare. 
Made  amends  foB  the  loss  of  her  hair  j      J^ 
She  fancied  the  tooth-ache  by  way. 
Of  seeing  the  Doctor  one  day. 
When  her  toeth  were  all  false,  he  said. 
For  she'd  but  a  eolt's  tooth  in  her  head. 
Which  fastened  on  Doctor  Brown. 

line  Bonneto  he  wrote  on  her  eyes. 
And  praised  them  xc^  to  the  shies ; 
But  the  day  he  his  passion  declared 
A  thing  happened  at  which  he  stared,— 
Whilst  she  ogled  the  Doctor,  alas  1 
Out  tumbled  a  peeper  of  glass  ; 
What  a  sparkler  I  quoth  Doctor  Brown. 

One  hand  fixed  on  with  a  screw. 
Her  legs  w'ant  a  pair,  though  two; 
But  the  Doctor,  who  courted  her  purse. 
He  took  her  for  better  or  worse ; 
And  their  child  was  bom,  or  they  lie. 
With  a  wig,  wooden  hand,  and  glass  eye. 
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THE  BATCH  OP  CAKES. 

This  world  is  like  a  baker's  shop 

In  whioli  are  many  cakes,  sirs. 
And  oftentimes  a  carious  one 

Will  Madame  Nature  make,  mrs. 
In  great  repute  they'TC  long  been  held. 

For  tmly  it  is  said,  sirs, 
Wer't  not  for  cakes,  how  many  men 

Mnst  go  without  their  bread,  sirs. 

The  ladies  sweet  are  sugar  oskee, 

And  often  proT*  a  prise  cake; 
Coquets  are  cold  as  firostj  cakes. 

And  don't  deserTC  a  bride  oi^e; 
Now  dandy  lads  with  stays  and  pads. 

Dressed  out  like  simple  tonies. 
Cannot  be  reckoned  cakes  at  all. 

They  are  only  maccaronies. 

A  poor  man  is  a  plain  cake, 

A  proud  man  is  a  puff,  sirs, 
A  poet  is  a  seedy  cake. 

That* s  always  poor  enough,  sirs 
A  rich  man's  tkplum  cake ; 

A  true  friend  is  a  heart  cake : 
And  if  a  man  be  six  feet  high. 

He  can't  be  called  a  short  cake. 

An  old  msid  is  a  lemon-cake, 

A  bachelor's  a  stsle  cake, 
A  lawyer  is  a  sponge  cake. 

His  client  is  a  pale  cake ; 
A  sailor  is  a  spicy  cake. 

Who's  known  firom  pole  to  pole,  aLre; 
And  if  the  sea  were  Chancery, 

He'd  be  Master  of  the  Rolls,  sirs. 


Digitized  by  Google 


r'i      J   1"^/     '       ;    '   ^^^^^W^^^^IBWP-^ 


COMIC  SONGS.  55 

Since  in  this  world,  beyond  a  doubt. 

So  many  cakes  there  must  be, 
X  hope  this  little  batch  to  night. 

Will  make  no  person  crosty, 
Tonr  smiles,  my  friends,  are  all  I  want. 

This  night  with  joy  to  crown,  sirs. 
So  pray  be  kind,  good  gentlefolks,  * 

And  let  my  cakes  go  down,  sirs. 

Yon  may  think  me  a  droll  cake, 

Bnt  happy  I  shall  be,  sirs. 
If  when  amongst  yon  here  I  come, 

I  suit  yon  to  a  T,  sirs. 
I  hare  only  now  one  more  to  add. 

And  that  shall  be  a  sound  cake. 
May  yon  never  want  a  sUoe 

Of  Gorge's  golden  ponnd  cake. 


GRUNTING  AND  BABKING. 

Hi  ran  to  the  farm-yard,  and  there  bit  a  hog. 
That,  in  less  than  ten  minutes,  bwk'd  just  like  a  dog. 
The  hog  bit  a  horse  that  had  just  come  from  hunting. 
And  presently  alter  the  horse  fell  a  grunting. 
Such  grunting  and  barking,  and  barking  and  grunting. 
And  grunting  and  barking,  and  barking  and  grunting. 
The  village  will  never  have  done  with  the  talk  on't. 
Though  the  wisest  man  there  cannot  make  hog  or  dog  on't. 

A  finebrindled  cow,  near  a  hay-stack  was  straying. 
Which,  bit  by  the  horse,  was  soou  after  heard  neighing ; 
The  cow  bit  a  man,  who  was  driving  a  plough. 
When  he  walked  on  all  fours,  and  low'd  just  like  a  cow. 
Such  lowing  and  neighing,  and  barking  and  grunting; 
And  grunting  and  backing,  and  neighing  and  lowing. 
The  village  will  never  have  done,  &o. 
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The  man  hit  a  jaclnss,  that  soon  after  ran 
Half  ft  mile  on  two  legs,  and  talk'd  jast  like  a  man; 
The  jackass  enooontered  a  sheep  in  its  way, 
And  if  8  not  to  be  mentioned  how  loud  he  did  bray. 
Snch  braying  and  talking  and  talking  and  braying. 
And  barking  and  gmnting,  and  lowing  and  neighing 
The  village  will  never  have  done,  &c. 

T%0  aheep  bit  a  wolf,  whidh  was  soon  heard  to  Ueat, 
•  The  wolf  more  damb  things  than  I've  time  to  repeat ; 
Bnt  the  worst  that  was  bit,  was,  alas, my  poor  wench! 
He«ren  keep  os,  I  say,  from  mad  dogs  and  the  French. 
Snch  bleating,  and  taUdng,  and  barking  and  braying. 
And  granting  and  bleating,  and  lowing  and  neighing, 
The  village  will  never  have  done,  &c. 


COMIC  MEDLEY 

XV  THBXB  FASTS.— PAST  1. 

THBKightingale-CInb  in  a  village  was  heid. 

At  Uie  sign  of  the  Cabbage  and  Shears, 

Where  the  singers  no  donbtwonld  have  greatly  ex(*eird 

But  for  want  of— 

Fonr-and-twenty  fiddlers  all  of  a  tow  ;  , 

Fqfar-ond-twenty  fiddlers,— 

Peaceful  slumbering — 

At  the  town  of  neat  Clogheen, 

Where— 

The  Graces  they  were  cnlling  posies. 

And  found 

The  finest  ram>  sir,  that  ever  was  fed  on  hayi 

This  ram  was  fat  behind,  sir,  ' 

This  ram  was  fat  before. 

This  ram  was — 

A  flaxen-headed  cow-boy,  as  simple  as  maybe» 

The  next  a  merxy  ploughboy  that  whistled— 
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Old  Eing  Cole  wu  a  merrj  old  soul. 
And  a  meny  old  sotd  was  he ; 
He  called  for— 

The  lass  of  Fatty's  mill,  so  bonny,  blithe,  and  gaj,    , 
And,  in  spite  of  all  my  skill,  she  stole— 
A  bold  dragoon,  with  bis — 
O  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be- 
Dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be— 
For  of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart. 
There's  none  like  pretty  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 
And  she  lives  with— 
Robin  Adair; 

What  made  the  ball  so  fine  ? 
What  made  the  assembly  shine  f 
O,  it  was— 

The  mm  old  Commodore, 
The  battered  old  Commodore ; 
For  the  ballets  and  the  gont 
Have  so  knocked  his  hnlt  about, 
That  he'll  never  be  fit  for— 
The  maid  of  Lodi,  who  sweetly  sung  to  me— 
Call  again  to-morrow ;  caU  again  to  morrow. 
Can't  you,  can't  yon,  call  again  to-morrow. 


A  master  I  have,  and  I  am  his  man, 

Oalloping  dreary  dan. 

And  hell  get— 

A  regiment  of  Irish  dragoons,  and  they  were  qoarter'd— 

Ii^  a  mouldering  cave,  the  abode  of  deq;>air ; 

Britannia  sat  weeping  her  loss. 

She  moum'd  for  her  Wolfe,  and  exolaim'd,  in  despair— 

'Twas  in  the  good  ship  Rover 

I  sail'd  the  world  around. 

And  for  ten  years  and  over, 

I  ne'er  touch' d— 
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Boy's  tvife  of  Alderaloch, 

Boy's  wife  of  AldeTaloch  ; 

Wot  ye  how  she  cheated  iiio~- 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O! 

Ceue,  rade  Boreas,  Uostering  railer. 

List  ye  landsmen  aUto  me, 

Messmatee^hear  a  brother  nilor 

Sing— 

Oh,  Jioshthee,  my  deriing,  the  hoar  will  soon  come, 

'When  thy  sleep  shall  be  broken  by— 

The  woodpecker  tapping  thehoUow  beech  tree. 

The  woodpecker  tappin^^ 

Poor  Sale's  wooden  ware, 

Wbo  all  for  money  bartCTS, 

Her  cottons,  tapes,  her  t(^-knot8  rare. 

Her  bodkins,  lace,  and— 

Faddy  Shannon,  high-mounted  on  1^4  trotting  little 

poney. 
Set  ont  on  a  jonmey  from  LeaUier-Iane  to  Bow, 
To  ogle  Widow  WiUqns,  who  he  courted  for  her  money. 
And  tagging  at  his  bridle,  cry'd— 
Don't  I  look  spruce  on  my  Ifeddy, 
In  i^ite  of  his  kicking  and  prancing; 
Gee  up,  gee  up  ho,  and  stand  steady, 
Mr.  Neddy  I'm  not  fond  of  dancing— 
When  absent  from  hw  n^  soul  loves  moat  dear, 
YiThat  a  medley  of  passions,  what  a  medlej  of-<— 
Old  chairs  to  mend,  old  chairs  to  mend— 
A  very  good  song,  and  rery  well  sang, 
Joify  companions  every  one— 

Thus  the  Nightingale-Club  nightly  kept  up  their  clamour. 
And  were  nightly  knook'd  down  by  the  president's 


Were  nightly  knock'd  down,  &c. 
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Your  pftrdon,  kind  gentle-fbll|p,  pray, 
rm  oall'd  OQoe  more  to  roar  out  a  song,  sir. 
And  when  a  lad's  called  on  they  say- 
Come  bustle  neighbour  Frig, 
Bn6kle  on  your  hat  and  wig. 
In  your  Sunday  clothes  so  (raily— 
Together  we  will  range  the  fields— 
When  the  wolf  in  nightly  prowl 
Bays  the  moon  with— 

Will  you  come  to  the  bower  I  hare  shaded  for  yoa, 
Your  bed  shall  be— 
On  that  spot  in  aooient  lore  oft  named. 
Where— 
Giles  SiBroggins  courted  Molly  Brown, 

Ri  f ol  de  ril,  de  rol  de  ray. 
The  fairest  maid  in  all  the  town, 

*  Ri  fol  de  ril,  de  rdl  daray. 
If  she  loTed  me  as  1 16ve  she— 
On  this  cold  flinty  rock  I  would  lay  down  my  head. 
And  sweetiy  rU  sing- 
Bound  'prentice  to  a  waterman,  I  learned  a  bit  to  row. 
But,  bless  your  heart,  I  always  was  so  gay. 
That  to  treat— 

An  old  woman  in  Yorkshire,  in  Yorkshire  she  did  dwell. 
She  loT'd  BiUy  Taylor,  a  brisk  young  fellow. 
Full  of  mirth  and  full  of  p^lee. 
And  thus  his  mind  he  did  disoiver. 
To  a  frog,  who  would  a  wooing  go : 

Heigh  ho,  says  Bowie/. 
WJhetiier  his  mother  would  let  him  or  no ;  with  hit- 
Here's  a  health  to  all  good  lasses. 
Here's  a  health  to  all  good  lasses. 
Here's  a  health  to— 
Victoria,  our  good  Queen,  &o. 
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TRUISMS; 

OB,    XSGOITTSOTKBIIBLa  VACTS. 


I'M  Simon  Bore,  jtut  come  firom  c 
My  studies  Tte  piirsued  so  far— 
I'm  call'd,  for  my  snrprising  knowledge. 

The  walking  (^dopoedia; 
Thongh  some,  perhaps,  may  call  me  quii. 

Their  jeers  I  value  not  a  jot. 
In  art  and  nature,  all  that  is, 
111  tell  you— aye,  and  all  that's  not. 

So  yon  must  all  acknowledge,  O, 
Tre  made  good  use  of  college,  O, 
Whilst  I  was  there  completely  bare 
I  stripp'd  the  tree  of  knowledge,  O. 

Hay  11  brought  to  town  in  carts. 

Ham  sandwiches  am't  made  of  tin ; 
They  don't  feed  cows  on  apple  tarts. 

Nor  wear  gilt  spurs  upon  the  chin ; 
Bullocks  don't  wear  opera  hats. 

Fiddles  are  not  made  of  cheese. 
Nor  pigeon  pies  of  water  rats — 

Boil'd  sahnon  does  not  grow  on  trees. 

So  you  must  all,  &c. 

Putty  is  not  good  to  eat. 

Frying  pans  ar'n't  made  of  gauze; 
Fenny  rolls  are  made  of  wheat. 

Straw  bonnets,  too,  are  made  of  straws; 
Horses  don't  wear  Hessian  boots. 

The  Thames  is  not  mock  turtle  soup ; 
A  chiLI  can't  eat  an  iron  hoop. 

And  I  *gs  don't  play  the  German  flute. 

So  you  must  all,  &o. 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC   SONGS.  61 

Kittens  are  bat  little  cats. 

Mousetraps  are  not  ooanly  jails^ 
"Wliales  are  fViU  as  large  «p  sprats,. 

They  don't  stuff  geese  with  copper  naib ; 
A  Gennan  waits  is  not  a  hymn. 

The  French  are  mostly  bom  in  ^France; 
Fishes  ar'n't  afiraid  to  swim, 

And  tarkies  seldom  learn  to  dance. 

So  yon  most  all,  &o. 

Twenty  tomips  make  a  score. 

Dustmen  rarely  drink  champaign ; 
A  cow's  tail  seldom  grows  before. 

They  don't  make  wigs  of  bamboo  cane 
Dutchmen  sometimes  lie  in  beds, 

A  cabbage  cannot  dance  a  jig; 
Grass  does  not  grow  on  ladies'  heads, 

A  bull  dog  need  not  wear  a  wig. 

80  you  most  all,  &o. 

Fifty  pounds  of  yellow  soap 

Weigh  more  than  twenty-fire  of  cheese; 
An  oyster  cannot  chew  a  rope. 

Poor  people  hare  a  right  to  sneeie; 
Figs  don't  read  the  Morning  Post, 

Watch-chains  are  not  roasting  jacks ; 
They  don't  make  boots  of  bntter'd  toast. 

Red  herrings  don't  pay  powder-tax. 

So  you  must  all,  &c. 


OHl  THB  PLEASURES  OF  A  PLAY. 

NbIb  Bhall  I  forget  the  day. 
Oh !  the  pleasures  of  a  play. 
Hark !  hark  I  to  the  crash  of  the  band  t 
The  oTorture's  beginning, 
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'Vnth  a  flourish  loud  and  grand, 
Trom  all  attoation  winning. 
Then  a  solo  on  the  horn. 
Then  the  flate  obligato. 
And  bassoon  so  I^ato ; 
nien  the  hautboy  all  foriom. 
Then  the  riolin's  starato. 
Now  to  winding  up  they  go. 
Chord  ap<m  <^ord— fortissimo. 
BeU  rings— onrtain  rises, 
Oay  scene  next  sorprises ! 
Palace  rare,  lady  fair. 
Tyrant  proud,  ranting  loud, 
Kow  fighting— now  loving. 
Sow  constant— now  rovii^. 
Then  while  her  woes  each  heart  appal. 
The  tyrant  and  the  curtain  fall ; 
Ne'er  shall  I  forget  the  day, 
OhI  the  pleasures  <^ a  play ! 


CRANIOLOGT; 

OB  THS  VOWBBB  09  QAIA, 

If  you  talk  about  doctors,  the  head  of  them  i^l 
la  that  long-headed  doctor,  the  great  Doctor  Gtall, 
Who  shoots  off  his  lectures  and  brings  down  hia  gnlla. 
And  rows  on  to  fiune  by  the  use  of  his  skulls. 

Deny  down,  &c. 

One  Lavater  we  know  put  his  faitti  in  the  face. 
But  the  great  Doetor  Gall  takes  inmoreofihe  case; 
For  he  thinks  the  eranium  shows  us  n»ore  plain 
The  passions  and  notions  that  float  on  the  brain. 

Deny  down,  Ac. 
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He  fsnoics  his  skill  can  decide  a  man's  fate 
By  a  Tiew  of  the  lumps  and  the  bumps  on  his  pate; 
But  for  lumps  and  for  bumps,  I  must  candidly  own, 
I  suspect  he's  a  precious  great  Imnp  of  his  own. 

Deny  down,  &o. 

If  to  jail  he  repair  he  soon  finds  out  by  feeling 
That  thieves  have  strong  symptoms  of  picking  and 

steahng; 
In  mad-houses,  too,  the  same  theory  hits. 
For  he  finds  out  that  madmen  are  out  of  their  wits. 
Derry  down,  &o. 

If  by  lumps  on  the  skull,  and  by  bumps  on  the  pate, 
.  Can  be  told  of  each  man  both  the  conduct  and  fate; 
How  desirable  truly  it  must  be  to  all 
To  know  all  about  here  and  hereafter  from  Gall. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

But  I  doubt  very  much  if  our  passage  through  time 
Can  be  sweetened  by  Gall  or  his  science  sublime : 
For  'tis  pretty  well  known  what  he's  hitherto  said. 
Has  but  little  eflTect  on  the  heart  or  the  head. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

As  for  judgment  by  lumps  or  by  bumps  I  hare  none. 
If  I  had,  by  this  Gall  I  should  soon  be  <mtdone; 
So  on  this  grave  subject  I  choose  to  nngunall. 
And  leave  heads  to  the  head  of  the  long-headed  Gall. 
Derry  down,  &c. 


THIS  WORLD  IS  8UBB  A  PACK  OF  CARDS. 

Tsis  world  is  sure  a  pack  of  cards, 
Such  shufOing  and  such  dealing, 

Now/ortune  frowns  and  now  rewards. 
We're  winning  or  weire  failing. 
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So  many  knavet  are  in  the  pacJe, 

That  spite  of  elubi,  they  beat  us. 
And,  as  odd4rieh$  they  never  lack 

'Tis  evident  they  cheat  us, 
Th^n  as  the  maxim  is,  it  seems. 

To  play  our  eards  quite  knowing, 
Let  UB,  my  boys,  pursue  those  schemes. 

It  ia  the  game  that's  going. 

See  Strephon  ^th  fair  Ghloe  plays. 

He  has  designs  upon  her, 
And,  well  I  know,  'fore  many  days. 

Will  surely  take  her  honour. 
Ah !  giddy  fair,  why  not  foraee 

His  motive  was  to  tain  her. 
But  since  'tis  so,  why  you  and  he 

Must  pa/rtnen  now  continue. 

Then  as  the  maxim  is,  &c. 

The  dch  and  poor,  'tis  all  the  same, 

Th^  both  alike  are  playing, 
The  only  difference  is  the  game. 

And  sometimes  in  the  paying. 
The  poor  a  little  commerce  want. 

And  cribbage  is  their  pleasure ; 
But  hatBord  is  the  rich  one's  point. 

With  which  they  risk  their  treasure. 

Then  since  the  maxim,  £c. 

How  many  win,  how  many  lo$e. 

How  many  wish  for  court'Cards, 
How  many  a  good  hand  abuse. 

How  many  love  to  eport  carde. 
But  none  with  diamonde  ever  part. 

For  they  are  always  famous. 
And  some  ne'er  fail  to  win  a  heart, 

Ko  matter  what  the  game  is. 

Then  since  the  maxim  * 
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I  WAS  THE  BOY  FOR  BEWITCHING  'EM. 

I  WAS  the  boy  for  bewitching  'em. 

Whether  good  hmnonred  or  coy. 
All  cried,  when  I  was  beseeching  'em. 

Do  what  you  will  with  me,  joy. 
Daughters,  be  cautious  and  steady. 

Mammies  would  cry  out  for  fear, 
Wo'n't  you  take  care,  now,  of  Teddy  P 

Oh  1  he  is  the  devil,  my  dear. 

For  I  was  the  boy,  &o. 

From  ev'ry  quarter  I  gathered  'em, 

Very  few  rivals  had  I ; 
If  I  found  any,  I  leathered  'em, 

niat  made  'em  plaguily  shy. 
Fat  Moony,  my  Shelah  once  meeting, 

I  twigged  hiim^ginning  his  clack. 
Says  he,  *  at  my^art  I've  a  beating,' 

Says  I, '  then  tAe  one  at  your  back.' 

For  1  am  the  boy,  &o. 
Many  a  lass  that  would  fly  away. 

When  other  wooers  but  spoke; 
Once  if  I  looked  her  a  die-away. 

There  was  an  end  of  the  joke : 
Beauties,  no  matter  how  cruel. 

Hundreds  of  lads  though  they'd  crosa'd. 
When  I  came  nigh  to  them,  jewel. 

Melted  like  mud  in  a  frost. 

For  I  was  the  boy,  &c. 


TO  LOBE  MY  WIFE'S  A  TRIFLE. 

JjJlSI  week  I  took  a  wife. 
And  when  I  first  did  woo  her, 

I  vowed  I'd  stick  through  Ufe 
Like  cobbler's  wax  unto  her; 
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Bat  toon  we  went,  by  some  miahftp. 

To  loggerheads  together; 
And  when  my  wife  begui  to  Strap, 

Why,  I  began  to  leather. 

Hy  wife,  without  her  shoes 

Is  hardly  three  feet  seven; 
And  I,  to  all  men's  Tiews, 

Am  full  five  feet  eleven. 
80  when  to  take  her  down  some  pegs, 

I  drobb'd  her  n^tA  and  clever ; 
She  made  a  bolt  right  through  my  legs. 

And  ran  away  for  ever. 

When  she  was  gone,  good  lack ! 

Hy  hair  like  hog's  hair  bristled, 
I  thought  she'd  ne'er  oome  back, 

80  went  to  work  and  ^utled. 
Then  let  her  go,  I've  gofi^  stall. 

Which  may  no  robbeshrifle, 
'Twould  break  my  heart  to  lose  my  awl. 

To  lose  my  wife's  a  trifle. 


WISE  Conclusions. 

WHATwill  ICrs.  Grundy  sayP 

Ides  vrill  never  pass  for  truths, 
While  the  sun  shines  make  your  hay. 

Age  can  never  boast  of  youth  t 
We  know  how  many  beans  make  five. 

Pawnbroker's  signs  are  twd  to  one ; 
txia  Tain  against  the  stream  to  strive, 

A  battle  lost  is  never  won. 
Ri  tol  de  rol  de  diddle  dee, 
None  so  blind  as  those  wo'n't'see. 
Also  ri  tum  tither  rum  high, 
To  fret  at  trifids  all  my  eye. 
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Iriih  hlaekguard'a  genteel  snaff, 

Ladies  scarce  wear  any  clothes 
A  LoMoyeit'B  hiU  is  long  enough, 

A  nettU^a  never  like  a  ro»e : 
Beaux  are  now  like  euses  thod. 

Tailors  cdbhage  when  thej  can. 
An  even  nnmber  can't  be  odd. 

And  sailors  like  a  flowing  can. 

Ri  tol  de  rol,  &e. 

Horses  now  are  all  the  go,  * 

MolpomeTiee  is  in  the  dumps ; 
'Tis  strange  in  sommer  to  hare  snow. 

And  wmt  qfca$hfp.ves  folks  the  mtmps. 
3£iM  Bridge  fa  gone  to  gretfia-green. 

Old  maids  lead  apes,  as  people  say; 
Since  matrimony  cores  the  spleen, 

'Tis  all  the  go*H^|^un  away. 

Bi  tol  de  rol,  &o. 

Brandjfe  good  with  apple-pie, 

Withjaohey  folks  oft  tipsy  get; 
Figs  an't  a  likely  thing  to  fly. 

Though  all  is  fish  that  comes  to  net : 
Sage  and  onion's  good  with  goose. 

Very  few  like  Adam's  ale  ; 
And  should  my  bndget  smiles  produce. 

With  thanks  PU  here  conclude  my  tale, 

Ofritolderol,  &c. 


POOR  JOHNNY  BULL. 

Old  Johnny  Bull  is  Tery  bad. 
He's  weak,  and  low,  and  faint,  rirsi 
*  His  spurits  are  broke  down  and  sad. 
And  of  no  use  is  complaint,  sirs. 

100  K 
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The  state  doetort  who  ftttend  hU  case^ 

Have  bled  him  all  ihiej  oonld,  sirs ; 
And  now  they  tell  him  to  his  fiaoe. 
It's  all  for  his  own  good,  sin. 

Ghumnoa  torn  te  doodle  torn,  and 
Oammon  torn  te  di  do. 

Although  the  tad  oonqdaint  Joha'agot 

la  neither  gripes  nor  phthisic, 
Thej*Te  got  him  safe  upon  the  pot. 

And  made  him  take  their  physic. 
And  tis  of  no  use  to  complain, 

Thdr  powOT  can't  be  withstood,  sirs ; 
They  say,  whilst  they  his  pockets  drain, 

'IKs  all  for  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Gammon  tnm  te  doodle  torn,  &c. 

The  doatort  great  hare  laid  a  tax 

On  sll  John  drinks  and  eats,  sirs ; 
His  back  now  with  the  burden  oraoka, 

Though  his  bdly's  lacking  meat,  sirs. 
But  yet  th«y  strire  to  make  it  known 

The  tax  improves  the  food,  mrs } 
Though  his  belly  sticks  to  his  backbone, 

Tis  sll  for  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Gammon  tum  te  doodle  turn,  &c. 

Anotiier  thing  which  John  endures 

With  paiUf  and  thinks  it  is  hard. 
The  locusts,  who  with  sinecures. 

Crams  each  his  greedy  gizzard. 
With  bellies  plump  and  faces  red, 

'Tis  true,  by  the  holy  rood,  sirs ; 
Though  John  is  starved,  they  must  be  £ed — 

But  tis  all  f<»r  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Gammon  tum  te  doodle  tum,  fte. 
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In  former  times  John's  shop  was  foil 

Of  customers  as  anj. 
But  now  his  trade's  so  very  doll, 

'lis  soaicely  worth  a  penny. 
Th'  exciseman  walks  about  his  house. 

And  must  not  be  withstood,  sirs; 
And  says,  though  John  an't  worth  a  louse. 

Til  all  for  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Ganmion  turn  te  doodle  turn,  &c. 

John  sometimes  will  quite  cmty  be. 

And  really  it  is  ram,  toa. 
To  think  that  he  should  live  to  see 

What  he  himself  has  oome  to. 
John  thinks— but  dare  not  ope  his  mouth. 

To  make  thought  understood,  sirs; 
For  there's  soldiers  east,  west,  north,  and  south. 

But  'tis  all  for  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Gammon  turn  te  doodle  turn,  Ac. 

John  must  not  take  a  pen  to  write, 

Kor  speak  of  his  condition ; 
If  or  must  not  say  that  black  an't  white, 

Fot  that  would  be  sedition. 
John  calls  the  doctors  knaTish  elyes. 

They  all  his  woes  have  brewed,  sirs. 
And,  if  ihey  would  but  hang  themsdvest 

Twonld  be  all  Ibr  his  own  good,  sirs. 

Truly  tol  de  diddle  dol,  and 
Truly  tol  de  di  do. 


THE  EXCISEMAN. 

To  a  tillage  that  Iddrted  the  sea 
An  exciseman,  one  Midsummer,  oame. 

But  prudence,  between  yon  and  me, 
forbids  me  to  mention  his  name. 
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Soon  Michael  he  chanced  to  espy, 
A  cask  on  his  napper  he  bore. 

With  six  gallons  of  brandy,  or  nigh. 
And  where  is  the  head  can  bear  more. 

Says  the  exciseman,  let's  see  yonr  permit; 

Says  IGke — t'ant  convenient  to  show  it ; 
T'other  cried,  sir,  I'm  not  to  be  bit, 

Yoa'Tesmogs^  that  staff,  andyonknowit, 
Yonr  hogs  to  fine  market  you've  brought. 

For,  seeing  you've  paid  no  excise. 
As  customs  have  settled  you  ought, 

I  seizes  your  tub  as  my  prize. 

ISf ow  don't  be  so  hard,  says  poor  Mike; 

The  exciseman  was  deaf  to  complaint. 
Why  then  take  it,  says  Mike,  if  you  like. 

For  Pve  bom  it  tiU  ready  to  fiednt. 
Four  miles,  in  hot  STmsbine,  they  trudged. 

Tin  on  them  they'cl  scarce  a  dry  rag ; 
The  exciseman  his  labour  ne'er  grudged. 

But  cheerfully  carried  the  cag. 

To  the  Custom-house,  in  the  next  town, 

'Twas  yet  some  three  furlongs,  or  more. 
When,  says  Michael,  pray  set  your  load  down. 

For  this  here,  sir,  is  my  cottage  door; 
T'other  answered,  I  thank  you  firiend,  no. 

My  burthen  just  yet  1  sha'n't  quit ; 
Then,  says  Michael,  before  you  do  go, 

I'll  ^et  you  to  read  my  permit. 

Your  permit  j  why  not  show  it  before  P 

Because  it  came  into  my  nob. 
By  your  watching  for  me  on  the  shore. 

That  your  worship  was  wanting  a  job  ; 
Now,  I  had  need  of  a  porter,  d'ye  see. 

For  the  load  made  my  bones  fit  to  cracky 
And  so  sir,  I  thank  you  for  me. 

And  I  wish  you  a  pleasant  walk  back* 
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THE  CHIMNEY-SWEEPER.* 

Though  late  and  early  I  do  pad, 

A  bawling  sweep,  soot,  ho  1 
Yet  still  I  am  as  blithe  a  lad 
As  e'er  you'd  wish  to  know : 
And  when  the  ladies  fine 

I  hear  cry— take  care  of  the  sweep. 
Ladies,  said  I,  yon  need  not  fear. 
Bat  I'm  for  them  too  deep : 
For  I  giyes  them  a  smut 
Off  my  bag  foU  of  soot. 
They  cry,  cnrse  you,  mind  how  you  go 
Dear  me,  ma'am,  says  I, 
It  was  just  brushing  by. 
And  I'm  off  with  my— sweep,  soot,  ho,  &o. 

And  when,  disguis'd,  I  meet  the  devil, 

I  loTe  to  have  some  fun ; 
A  lawyer  I  mean,  the  greatest  evil 

That  thrives  beneath  the  sun; 
For  sure  we  both,  beyond  all  doubt. 

Are  to  the  devil  a-kin. 
The  difference  is,  I'm  black  without, 
The  lawyer  black  within; 
I  gives  him  a  smut 
Off  my  bag  fall  of  soot; 
He  cries,  d— me,  mind  how  you  go ; 
Sir,  says  I,  pray 
Do  keep  out  of  the  way. 
And  I'm  off  with  my— sweep,  soot,  ho,  &o.  — • 

Your  flashy  folks,  drest  fine  and  gay. 

As  through  the  streets  I  go, 
AUin  an  instant  dear  the  way 

At  the  sound  of  sweep,  soot,  ho ! 
And  thus  I  ganmion  all  the  folk 

I  care  not,  great  or  small; 
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I  Unglis,  I  aings,  I  endcs  my  jokea. 
And  something  sajs  to  all ; 
For  I  gives  'em  a  smnt 
Off  my  bag  full  of  soot; 
They  cry,  prithee  mind  how  yon  go  ; 
O  dear,  sir,  says  I, 
It  was  jost  bracing  by. 
And  I'm  off  with  my— sweep,  soot,  ho,  &o. 


THE  WONDERFUL  MAN 

O,  WHAT  is  Mnnohaosen  to  me  ? 

I'll  teU  you  the  wonders  I  ve  seen 
In  the  air,  on  the  earth,  in  the  sea. 

Where  no  othra  mortal  has  been : 
I  once  saw  an  el^hant's  tonmk 

Knock  down  both  a  chapel  and  steeple  I 
I  yerily  thought  I  should  have  sunk, 

For  it  kUled  both  the  parson  and  peoide! 

Wonderful!  wonderful!  Oi 

The  next  was  a  young  alligator, 

I  think  about  twenty  weeks  old. 
Caught  hold  of  a  Dutdmian,  a  skater 

And  into  the  sea  with  him  roU'd ! 
But  ere  they  had  been  in  a  minute, 

A  wave  threw  them  up  like  a  spark; 
And  then,  as  if  magic  was  in  it. 

Were  both  snapt  in  two  by  a  shark. 

Wonderful!  wonderful!  O! 

The  next  thing  was  two  salamanders. 

That  somehow  flew  out  of  the  fire. 
At  the  house  of  a  G^erman  in  Flander^ 

Or  else  set  me  down  as  a  liar. 
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Then,  while  he  was  stnfBng  oaoh  iWftQow, 

And  treating  them  both  rery  eivil* 
I  saw  them  sdce  hold  of  his  ooU«r» 

And  c«|rj  him  off  to  the  devil ! 

Singing,  wonderful  I  wondeefcd  I  O I 

Then  I  saw,  in  the  month  of  Beoember, 

The  ghost  of  a  giant  arise; 
His  legs  were  like  rocks,  I  remember. 

And  his  body  rear'd  op  to  the  skies  1 
The'  pigs  in  his  belly  were  scratching  1 

The  adders  or^t  under  his  coat  1 
The  fowls  in  his  pockets  were  hatching  I 
And  the  bullocks  all  jumped  down  his  throat! 

O,  what  a  wonderful  man  I 


JOLTERIKG  GILES,  THB  MBBRY  CLOWN. 

HaUk  I  with  what  glee  yon  sturdy  down 

Reasons,  remarks,  and  sows. 
To  pain  and  care  alike  unknown* 

He  whistles  as  he  goes. 
From  Nature's  lore  to  Jleason  taught. 

He  knows  not  subtle  rules. 
Yet  rentures  oft  some  pithy  thought, 

That  migljt  delight  the  schools. 
«This  ground's  just  like  she  world,"  ones  be, 

*' And  these  um  seeds  its  cares." 
"How's  that  ?'•  cried  one.—"  Wounds .'  caa'<7  lef  ? 

"  Why  I  be  a  sowing  taret." 

Taw  law  rum  low,  de  lo,  de  lo. 
For  drill  or  broad-cast  none  do  know. 
Better  than  jolteriag  GHles  to  sow ; 
Be't  beans  or.  wheat,  at  whats,  ot  rye. 
Or  barley  you  mun  cum  to  I; 
Taw  luU  drull,  lull  droll,  U ; 
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Thus  joHering  Giles,  the  ineny  donnu 

Beasons*  remarks,  and  sows ; 
To  pain  and  oare  alike  unknown. 

He  whittles  as  he  goes. 

One  day  some  dashing  sprigs  came  by. 

Imported  neat  firom  town  ; 
Ai  they  pass'd  by,  Giles  heard  them  ery, 

**I  say,  let's  quia  the  clown." 
Just  as  these  sparks  their  Am  beg^. 

An  ass  was  heard  to  bray, 
E.  O.  "  Here  fellow,  down,  anan  ;** 

'*  One  at  a  time,  zor  pray." 
'*We  reap  thefrnit  of  all  that's  sown 

By  fellows  of  yonr  stamp  j**— 
''That's  Tery  likely,  eur,  I  own. 

For  I  be  a  sowing  hamp,'* 

Taw  lair  rum  low,  Ac. 

A  friend  to  all  the  conntry  round. 

My  labours  shall  regale; 
Twas  I  the  barley  put  i'the  ground 

That  brewed  the  exciseman's  ale ; 
The  wheat  I  sow  with  even  hand. 

To  thousands  shall  give  bread ; 
Why,  there's^o  king  or  'squire  o'  the  land 

Zo  many  mouths  ha*  fed : 
I  saves  their  souls,  for  aught  I  know ; 

If  how  thou'd'st  wish  to  lam. 
The  tithe  of  every  grain  I  sow 

Goes  to  the  parson's  bam. 

Taw  law  mm  low,  &o. 

But  what,  at  Ifiat,  be  all  my  pama  ? 

Just  like  to  wheat  or  rye, 
A  man  comes  forward,  counts  his  gains. 

And  holds  hi%  head  up  high; 
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And  scarcely  Aill  and  ripe  he's  grown. 

However  great  he  be. 
Death,  with  his  sickle  cats  him  down, 

And  there^B  an  end  of  he ! 
Zo,  while  a  'body's  here  below. 

Clean  hands  take  care  to  keep ; 
For,  rare  as  death,  jnst  as  we  sow. 

We  lertainly  shall  reap. 

Taw  law  mm  low. 


MISS  BAILEY'S  GHOST. 

Thx  dog  had  ceas'd  to  bark. 

The  silrer  moon  shone  bright. 
When,  in  the  lone  chnrch-yard. 
Stood  poor  Miss  Bailey's  ghost. 

Oh  I  what  will  become  of  me ! 

Ah  I  why  did  I  die ! 
Nobody  coming  to  bury  met 
Kobody  ooming  to  cry. 

The  first  time  I  saw  Captain  Smith, 

I  was /air,  though  he  treated  meybu^. 
So  here  tete-a-tete  with  l^e  moon, 
All  night  will  I  bellow  and  howl. 
Oh  I  what  can  the  matter  be. 

My  own  ghostin  the  cold  must  ex-pire. 
While  wicked  Smith  o'er  his  ratafie, 
Is  roasting  his  shins  by  the  fire. 

The  last  time  I  saw  my  deluder. 

He  gave  me  a  shabby  poond  note. 
But  I  borrow'd  his  best  leather  breeches. 
To  wear  with  my  wooden  snrtout. 

And  its  oh,  to  be  covered  in  decency, 
For  a  grave  I  the  parson  did  pay, 
But  Captain  Smith's  note  was  a  forgery, 
And  I  was  turned  out  of  my  clay. 
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And  here  am  I  mng:iog  my  aong. 

Till  almost  the  dawning  of  day ; 
Come,  Bfficton,  come,  speotre,  oome,  Oaptain, 
Will  nobody  take  me  away? 

Bat  hold,  yet  IVe  one  oomfcnt  Idt, 

BelightAil  to  moit  married  fkk. 
Though  oold,  and  of  all  joy  bereft, 
Yet  still  I've  the  breeches  to  wear. 


A  8HABP  CUT  FOR  SLY  GALLANTS; 
OB»  OBUC.  coK.  puinsHsn. 

TwAB  barber  Tom  one  day. 

Took  home  his  jprettj  wife,  ar. 
And  dear,  the  people  say. 

He  loved  hor  as  his  life,  sv : 
Yet  Tom,  who  prised  her  charms. 

Was  jealous  of  his  honoxir. 
And  so  to  soothe  alarms. 

He  kept  his  eye  upon  her. 

La  ral  la  ral  lay,  la  ral  la  ral  Uddy. 

Then  Tom  he  took  a  shop, 

Bight  opposite  to  Kitty, 
As  folks  will  sometimes  stop 

Vniien  people's  wives  are  pretty; 
19'ot  that  he  thought  she  should 

With  others  th«i  be  going, 
0 1  no  she  was  too  good. 

But  there— 4here  is  no  knowing. 

La  ral  la,  ral  la,  &c. 

Now,  mark,  how  bnsy  strife 
Stepped  in,  their  joys  to  hinder. 

He  found  his  pretty  wife 
One  day  had  left  the  window; 
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Poor  Tom  began  to  rsTe, 
To  think  how  twas  he  missed  her. 

When  in  came  Diok  to  shaTe,  ' 

And  swore  that  he  had  kissed  her. 

La  ral  la,  ral  la,  Ac, 

And  so  yon  kissed  the  dear. 

Says  Tom— and  no  harm  in  it. 
Do  pray,  sir,  take  a  chair, 

I'll  shaye  yon  in  a  minnte : 
Yoor  head  shall  oome  off  clean, 

111  Tentnre  to  denote,  sir; 
And  then,  with  raeor  keen. 

He  cuts  the  fellow's  throat,  sir. 

La  ral  la,  ral  la,  &c. 


THE  IBISHMAITS  PEDIGREE. 

ABftiH,  honies,  my  dear, 

'Tis  myself  that  is  here. 

And  I'll  soon  make  appear 
What  you  neTer  before  did  secj 

Ooh,  in  no  time  at  all. 

Though  it's  not  over  small, 

111  venture  to  squall 
Out  an  Irishman's  pedigree. 

So,  void  of  all  bother 

'Bout  this,  that,  and  t'other, 

My  daddy's  own  mother 
Was  Paddy  O'Flannaghan, 

And  his  sister,  poor  thing. 

Was  the  son  of  a  king, 
.  And  they  called  hkn,  agrah, 
Hr.  Brian  O'Oallaghan ; 

Wid  Gilly  MohoHock, 

And  Tereneis  0'19'ollock, 

Mister  Darby  O'OoUookj 
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Sore  they  sisters  and  brothers  be. 
Little  Teddy  O'Neal, 
Wid  Dermot  O'Teal, 
Och,  bat  stop,  I  an't  done 

Wid  an  Irishman's  pedigree. 

Then  next  on  the  list, 

Whioh^  I  hold  in  my  fist* 

Was  a  player  at  whist. 
Called  Sir  Cahor  O'Dogherfy ; 

Then  fierce  as  a  lion 

Game  Faddy  O'Brian, 

Whom  they  nicknamed  the  sly  one^ ' 
Wid  Father  O'Fogherty. 
Then  Felix  M'Garty 

Made  one  of  the  party, 

O'Fhelin  so  hearty, 
And  Laries  by  dosens,  sir ; 
,    Wid  Murphy  O'Rook, 

Who  was  caoght  in  the  nook 

Kissing  Shelah  O'Took, 
Just  because  they  were  consins,  oh. 

Then  Darby  Mahoney, 

O'Carrol,  his  crony. 

And  Macqaire,  dear  honey. 
All  knights  of  the  hod  they  be  • 

Wid  Rod'rick  O'Connor, 

A  man  of  great  honour, 

Arrah,  what  do  you  think 
Of  an  Irishman's  pedigree  P 

Then  next,  joys,  yon  know 
Was  Brian  Boro, 
Who  sold  whiskey,  yon  know. 
Salt  herrings,  paratees  too ; 
Wid  Mortagh  Maclogin, 
And  Judy  O'Laughlan, 
Who,  by  throwing  the  stocking. 


I 
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Soon  brought  my  own  self  to  view; 

At  my  ohrisf  ning,  d'ye  s^. 

Who  80  merry  as  we, 

Wid  hearts  fall  of  glee, 
Sure  we  called  for  the  piper,  O ! 

Then  after  oar  toy. 

To  drive  sorrow  away. 

Took  a  drop  of  twate  jpoy. 
None  for  mischief  more  riper,  O. 

Then  Dermot  Kidahelah, 

He  seized  his  shellelagh, 
-     And  rang  snoh  a  peal-a 
On  the  head  of  fat  Chadesie, 

He  made  them  all  ran 

Like  the  son  of  a  gon ; 

And  so,  joys,  I've  done 
Wid  an  Irishman's  pedigree. 


VARIETY  IN  ONE. 

Iir  one  thoud'st  find  variety. 

Cried  Dick,  woold'st  thoa  on  wedlock  fix? 
I  rather  shoold  expect,  cried  I, 

Variety  in  five  or  six; 
Bat  never  was  thy  coansel  light, 

I'll  dot  my  friend  I— So  said,  so  done, 
rin  noosed  for  life,  and  Dick  was  right, 

I  find  variety  in  one. 

Her  tongoe  has  more  variety 

Than  music's  system  can  embrace; 
She  modalates  through  every  key. 

Squeaks  treble,  and  growls  a  double-bass ; 
Divisions,  runs,  and  trills,  and  shakes. 

Enough  the  noisy  spheres  to  stun : 
Thus,  as  harsh  discord  music  makes, 

I  find  variety  in  one. 
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Herdrett  boMto  each  Tariety, 

Booh  formSf  materials,  fa^ons,  hao«. 
Each  animal  most  plnndored  be» 

From  Rossian  bears  to  oookatoos. 
Now  *tis  a  feather,  now  a  lone, 

Now  the'a  a  gipsy,  now  a  nnn; 
To  change,  like  the  cameleon,  prone— 

En*t  this  Tarietj  in  one^ 

In  wedlock's  wild  variety. 

Thought,  word,  and  deed,  we  both  ooncur. 
If  she's  a  thnnder-storm  to  me. 

So  rm  an  April  day  to  hert 
Deril  and  angel,  black  and  white. 

Thus  as  we  Hymen's  gaontlet  ran. 
And  kisr  and  soold,  and  love  and  fight. 

Each  finds  Tariety  in  one. 

Tlien  cherish  loTe's  vaaiety. 

In  spite  of  every  sneezing  elf; 
We're  nature's  oMdren,  and  en't  she. 

In  change,  variety  itself  P 
Her  olonds  and  storms  are  willed  by  fate. 

More  bright,  to  show  her  radiant  son ; 
Hail  then,  blest  wedlock,  in  whose  state 

Men  find  variety  in  one. 


BOBY  CBOURKB'S  DESCRIPTION  OP 
PRESUMPTION. 

OS,  XHi  vAxa  ov  vsAjrsBmBiir. 

JjK  bosiness  having  failed. 
Myself,  with  Prince  O'Leary, 

For  London  city  sailed. 
On  foot,  from  Tip^Tary  ; 
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Bat  though  our  fortune's  shy, 

Our  palace  of  some  miles  is. 
We  still  live  proud  and  high. 

In  a  garret  near  St.  Giles's. 

Too  ralloo  ral  loo,  &o. 

Mjrself,  O'Ronrke's  renowned,— 

(My  Christian  name  is  Sory,) 
Have  fought  on  tented  ground-^ 

At  many  a  fair— for  gloxy: 
O'Leary's  royal  blood. 

By  means  of  Bridget  Brady, 
Is  mine  as  clear  as  mad,-r 

And  he's  my  cousin  Thady. 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &o. 

The  Prince,  says  he,  one  day, 

(For  he  had  a  taste  and  gumption) 
"O'Rourke,  there  is  a  play 

To-night,  they  call  prettmption » 
So  we'U  lay  by  our  hods. 

And  take  our  proper  station 
Up  stairs,  among  the  gods — 

And  make  a  botheration.** 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &c* 

•*  With  all  my  heart,"  says  I, 

And,  just  to  make  us  frisky. 
For  fear  we  should  be  dry. 

We  brought  galore  of  whisky ; 
And  soon  the  play  began. 

And  then  (the  IjotA  preiorve  w/) 
We  saw  a  little  man. 

Who  tould  us  he  was  narvom. 

Too  ralloo  ral  loo,  Ac. 

While  we  were  drinking  toasts. 
And  to  our  sweethearts*  merits. 
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K»  talked  so  mocli  of  gkoatt. 
We  offered  him  aome  cpirtit  .• 

His  master  soon  appeared, 
A  comely  man,  and  civil. 

Bat  mach  it's  to  be  feared. 
He'd  dealings  with  the  devil ! 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &o. 

The  black  mrt  "was  his  trade,— 

From  blocks  he  strove  to  dig,  man. 
And  laboured  till  he  made 

A  mighty  bine  and  big  man : 
The  ladies  gave  a  screech 

When  first  they  saw  him  walking. 
Bat,  as  he  ne'er  had  Mpeech, 

We  could  not  hear  him  taUeinff. 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &c 

His  looks,  in  every  place, 

Were  every  on^  affrighting 
Beoaose— he  wash'd  his  face 

With  indigo  and  whiting : 
Jost  like  a  savage  wild. 

He  roamed  throagh  brake  and  thicket. 
And  stole  a  humoM  child, 

In  short — grew  very  wicked. 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &c. 

He  walked  in  ovU  ways. 

Unheeding  priest  or  parson— 
A  house  set  in  a  blaze. 

Yet  ne'er  was  tried  for  arson  I 
But,  what  I  thought  most  hard, 

(As  I  remarked  to  Thady,) 
He  shot  (the  big  blackguard,) 

A  beautiful  young  lady. 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &e. 
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This  girl  was  to  have  wed 

The  young  and  lamCi  magician, 
"Who,  when  he  saw  her  dead, 

Ne'er  sent  for  a  phyncian : 
But,  fired  with  rage  and  woe. 

He  met  the  imp  of  evil. 
And,  nnder  hills  of  snow. 

He  laid  the  big  hhie  devil. 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &o. 

It  caused  some  folks  to  weep. 

Though  some  cared  not  a  feather- 
In  snow,  like  two  lo$t  theep, 

That  both  should  die  together : 
And  thus  the  moral  ran. 

Sure  nobody  can  doubt  it— 
**  Go  (you  who'd  make  a  man) 

Another  way  about  it." 

Too  ral  loo  ral  loo,  &c. 


A  PLAYING  WE  WILL  GO. 

Billy  Shakspbabb  told  us  long  ago. 

From  infancy  to  age. 
That  all  mankind  Were  players, 

And  that  all  the  world's  a  stage. 

And  a  playing  we  will  go,  &c, 

A  scolding  wife  plays  hell  on  earth. 
And  storms  and  rants  and  teazes ; 

But  a  sweet-tempered  wife  will  play 
Which  part  her  husband  pleases. 

And  a  playing,  &o. 

Some  people  will  in  earnest  play. 
While  others  play  in  jest, 
109  B 
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Some  few  will  pfay  a  doable  part,  . 

Bnt  fair  play'kalwi^  best. 

And  a  plaTiog  &c. 

The  heedlesa  maa  who  goes  to  law. 

Oft  plajB  with  an  edged  tool. 
For,  while  the  lawyer  plays  the  knare, 

The  client  plays  the  fooL 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

Yoong  soldiers  play  the  hero's  part. 
And  talk  of  d— d  hard  dntj, 
.  Old  statesmen  boast  economy. 
But  all  the  while  play  booty. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

The  wife  will  sometimes  play  the  troant, 
*  The  husband  play  the  scrub; 
The  scmb  will  play  the  gentleman. 
And  the  gentleman  the  scrub. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

Good  Lord  how  folks  mistake  their  parts. 

By  taking  that  for  this. 
For  little  miss  will  play  mamma. 

And  fat  mamma  play  miss. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

The  prade  wiU  play  the  hypocrite. 

The  wanton  the  coquette; 
Old  maids  will  play  the  solo  part. 

Brisk  widows  a  duet. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

The  fribble  plays  the  monkey's  part. 
While,  full  of  roar  and  rerel, 
^       The  bucks,  the  bloods,  the  jolly  dogs. 
Will  play  tho  Tery  devil. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC  SONOS.  85 

The  borrower  often  plays  to  lose. 

The  lender  plays  too  light. 
The  creditor  would  fain  play  sare. 

The  debtor  least  in  sight. 

And  a  playing,  &c. 

But,  when  these  trifling  scenes  are  past. 

And  life's  last  act  is  o'er. 
Then  Death  will  let  the  curtain  drop 

And  we  shall  play  no  nu>re. 

No  more  a  playing,  &c. 

Then,  who  played  oobbler,  who  played  king  ? 

Will  not  be  then  the  jest; — 
The  only  question  that  will  be— 

Who  played  his  part  the  best  P 

No  more  a  playing,  &q. 


TOM  TACK'S  GHOST. 

I  couBTBD  Folly  of  Spithead, 
And  ax'd  her  to  be  married : 
At  first  she  was  most  cruel  kind. 
But  she  proved  false,  as  you  shall  find. 

With  a  chip  chow,  fol  lol,  tolde  rol  de  da. 

I  had  of  dollars  sitch  a  show. 
And  rigged  her  out  from  top  to  toe ; 
My  purse  grew  thin,  my  togs  grew  queer. 
Then  she  grew  cold  as  you  shall  hoar. 

With  a  chip  chow,  &c. 

Tom  Tack  he  oom'd  from  Bonys  Ayrs, 
At  first,  says  I,  "  for  him  who  cares  ?** 
But  then  this  coming  wrought  me  voe. 
He  mizzled  Foil,  as  you  shall  know. 

With  a  chip  chow,  &o, 
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All  in  the  togs  that  I  had  bought, 
With  that  ere  Tom  she  did  consort, 
Yich  gave  my  feeUngs  great  consam. 
And  caoaed  a  row,  as  yon  shall  lam. 

With  a  chip  chow,  &c. 

Bo  diallenge  that  'ere  Tom  I  did. 
Ye  met,  shook  hands,  and  took  a  quid ; 
I  shot  poor  Tom,  the  yorse  for  me, 
It  bronght  his  ghost,  as  yon  shall  see. 

With  a  chip  chovr,  &c. 

Says  he,  *'  I'm  Tom  Tack's  ghost,  that's  flat ;" 
Says  I,  "now  only  think  of  that  :" 
My  pipe  burnt bloe,  my  blood  ran  cold. 
The  ghost  looked  grim,  as  you'll  be  told. 

With  a  chip  chow,  Sx, 

The  ghost  it  sud  "  I  am  not  here. 
But  in  my  grave :"  says  I,  "  that's  queer  :" 
Says  he,  "  Fm  come  to  torment  you  now," 
Which  was  hard  lines,  aye,  you'll  allow. 

With  a  chip  chow,  &o. 

Says  I,  *' Friend  ghost,  belay  your  jaw. 

For  if  on  me  you  claps  a  claw. 

My  locker  yonder  yill  reveal 

A  tight  rope's  end,  as  you  shall  feeL" 

With  a  chip  chow,  &c. 

Tlien  off  his  vinding  sheet  he  throtred. 
And  by  his  trowsers  Tom  I  knowed ; 
He  vasn't  dead  but  come  to  mess. 
So  there's  an  end  as  you  may  guess 

With  a  chip  chow,  &c« 
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THE  DEVIL  AND  THE  LAWYER. 

OB,  ▲  EIKX  XO  ATTOBITBYS. 

I'll  sing  you  a  song,  if  you'll  not  thinkit  long, 
Of  what  happened  on  one  sanuner  morning, 
A  lawyer,  I'm  told,  who'd  with  tricing  grown  bold. 
Bode  ont  as  the  day  it  was  dawning : 
O,  now,  if  you  wUl  believQ  me,— 
It  is  not  my  wish  to  deceive  thee  :— 
la  full  gallop  he  went,  but  he  soon  had  to  repent 
Of  his  journey,  if  yon  will  believe  me. 

He'd  scarce  'gan  to  roam  many  miles,  from  his  home, 

(His  lodgings  in  Chancery-lane,  sir,) 
When  the  clouds  appeared  big,  for  they'd  taken  a  swig 
Of  water  to  turn  into  rain,  sirs, 
Now,  all  Nature  was  dreary. 
Not  even  a  prospect  was  cheery ; 
At  length,  on  a  heath,  as  for  life  or  for  death. 
He  arrived,  and  O,  it  was  dreary. 

Kow  the  rain  it  fast  poured,  and  the  thunder  loud  roared» 

As  if  heaven  and.  earth  were  a-parting. 
That  the  lawyer  he  shook,  and  with  fear  seemed  to  look. 
For  he,  every  moment,  was  starting. 
Here  comes  the  horrible  story. 
Of  Lucifer,  in  aU  his  glory, 
From  his  mouth,  its  no  joke,  issued  fire  and  smoke. 
And,  O,  it's  a  very  true  story. 

^om  the  skin  of  a  toad,  which  lay  on  the  road. 

That  quickly  was  bursting  asunder, 
Kose  the  demon  of  hell  with  a  horrible  yell. 
To  the  lawyers  terror  and  wonder. 
Which  made  him  ride  faster  and  faster, 
For  fear  of  some  dreadful  disaster, 
For  his  past  crimes  so  glaring,  in  his  visage  were  staring. 
So  on  he  went  faster  and  faster. 
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Bat  the  devil  in  chase  soon  finished  his  race. 

And  grappled  him  fast  by  the  shoulder. 
And  made  him,  when  taken,  cry  ont,  O,  mj  bacon. 
Whilst  his  blood  it  ran  colder  and  colder. 
Now  yon  shall  die,  said  old  Nick,  sir. 
For,  dr-me,  replay  you  a  trick,  sir, 
Yon'Te  long  triokedthe  world,  and  yon  shall  be  hnrled, 
In  the  hot-honae  below  with  old  Nick,  sirs. 

Then  deep  in  his  heart  he  plunged  his  dart. 

Which  speedily  rent  it  asunder, 
Whilst  hell's  grimly  sire,  with  flashes  of  fire 
Flew  off  in  a  load  clap  of  thunder. 
Now  let  all  other  atUnmeys, 
If  at  h<Mne  or  going  on  journeys. 
By  this  take  a  warning ;   for  noon,  nighty  or  morning, 
The  devil's  in  search  of  attorneys. 


PAT'S  APOLOGY  FOR  BULL8. 

OB,  THB  ISIBHlfAK'S  BXOUSK  VOB  SLUITBRBS. 

Wbjli  man  from  mistakes  or  from  blanders  ia  free  ? — 
From  monarch  enthroned,  to  poor  Pat  of  Tralee; 
Some  blunder  in  judgment,  in  action  are  wrong. 
But  Pat's  greatest  blunder's  a  slip  of  the  tongue. 
Whack,  whack,  whack,  whack,  botheration  O*  whack. 

Don't  the  great  men  of  state  (^tm&  blunder  about. 
And  when  some  blander  in,  sure  they  blunder  oat ; 
Though  places  we  want  not,  yet  that*  s  all  a  bother. 
For  don't  they  say  one  thing,  and  mean  quite  another  f 
Whack,  whack,  whack,  &c. 

Our  minister,  too,  I've  a  mighty  strong  notion. 
Has  blundered  a  bit  in  his  Union  motion ; 
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For  some  folks  will  tell  jon,  the  question  u  whether 
He  has  not  divided  by  joining  together. 

Whaok,  whaok  ,whacl^  &o. 

They  say  that  a  bnU  is  the  plant  of  oar  nation. 
But  jesting  on  that  score  is  qmte  ont  of  fashion. 
For  long 't  has  been  proved  that  poor  Paf  s  not  to  blame. 
When  a  Scot  bom  in  Cork,  faith,  wonld  do  jnst  the  same. 
Whack,  whack,  whack,  &c. 

To  drink  a  choice  bottle  is  honest  Pafs  plan. 
Bat  John  Boll  expected  to  bottle  the  man ; 
A  time  for  reflection,  we  match  to  a  feather. 
For  England's  a  nation  of  bolls  altogether. 

Whack,  whack,  whack,  Ac. 

All  ranks  and  professions,  all  Uonders  alike. 
The  doctor  when  wrong,  bat  the  lawyer  if  right 
Tet,  blander  or  not,  yon  may  safely  rely  on*t, 
He  loses  no  fee  till  he's  ruined  his  client. 

Whack,  whack,  whack. 

But  can  it  be  said,  though  in  blunders  a  sinner. 
That  Pat  shuts  his  door  when  he  sits  down  to  dinner; 
Or,  fighting  for  Oeorge,  when  the  cannons  bad  thunder. 
Whoever  can  say,  then,  that  poor  Pat  makes  a  blunder. 
Whack,  whack,  whack,  &c. 

With  a  heart  erer  warm  to  his  girl  and  his  friend. 
With  life,  or  his  honour  would  either  defend; 
In  danger  or  sorrow  still  bound  to  them  Cut, 
To  leave  them  in  trouble  would  not  Pi^  be  the  last  T 
Whack,  whaok,  whack,  Ac. 

In  a  glass  of  good  whisky,  then  drink  this  toast  round. 
Without  blunders,  may  honour  and  friendship  abound; 
May  the  foes  of  our  nation  be  mended  by  sorrow, 
And  long  life  to  them  all,  if  they  all  die  to-morrow. 

Whack,  whaok,  whack,  &c. 
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I'M  A  COMICAL  FELLOW. 

Vu  a  comical  fellow,  d'ye  see. 
At  IcMt  you  wm  say  so  by'n  by,  sir. 

For  I  caa  in  the  hop  of  a  flea. 
Change  a  gooseberry  into  a  fly,  air. 

Pot  a  box  on  top  of  yonr  head. 
And  touch  it,  I'll  make  you  a  bet,  sir, 

111  change  it  into  a  Botb  bed. 
And  on  it  all  London  I'll  place,  sir. 

Fm  a  wondlroos  philosopher,  too, 
I  can  make  out  the  moon  to  be  cheese,  sir : 

And  every  star  that  yon  view, 
I  can  proTe  to  be  nought  bnt  dried  peas,  sir. 

Put  a  toad  in  a  telescope,  now, 

Look  through  it  you're  sure  to  see  me,  sir ; 
111  prove  that  of  oak  a  large  boogh 

Was  made  by  the  man  of  the  ae%,  sir. 

I  can  swallow  a  church  at  a  gape. 
And  with  great  ease  return  it  again,  sir; 

I  will  make  twenty  yards  of  red  tape. 
Reach  to  China  and  quite  back  again,  sir. 

I  once  took  the  world  in  my  arms. 
And  n^as  going  to  fling  it  away,  sir;  * 

When  the  gods  being  filled  with  alarms. 
Did  to  me  for  it  earnestly  pray,  air. 

I  can  balance  Bt.  Paul's  on  my  nose,  ^ 
And  the  Monument  use  for  a  stick,  sir; 

I  can  corer  Pall  Mall  with  my  toes, 
And  use  Bow-bell  for  my  candle-stick,  sirs. 


I  have  talked  with  the  man  in  the  m« 
.  '  And  have  seen  every  mountain  and 
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And  if  I'm  not  stopped  I  ahaU  soon. 
With  ink  OTory  sea  and  lake  fill,  sir. 

The  blind  man  can  see  me,  and  he 
Who  is  deaf,  aye,  as  deaf  as  a  post,  sir. 

Can  hear  me  distinctly,  'tis  tme ; 
And  l*ve  murdered  many  a  ghost,  sir. 

I  onoe  took  a  ride  to  the  snn. 

And  what  wonderful  sights,  I  did  see,  sir ; 
Some  creatures  they  forced  me  to  run. 

And  tumbled  me  into  the  sea,  sirs. 

I  oaa,  with  one  twist  of  my  hand. 

Turn  the  earth  from  its  sphere,  and  destroy,  sir. 
With  a  stamp  of  my  foot  all  the  land 

That  reaches  from  England  to  Troy,  sir. 

Yon  may  stare  at  these  things,  if  you  like. 
Bat  I  swear  they  are  perfectly  true,  sir ; 

And  perhaps  if  this  song  you  should  like, 
I  again  may  repeat  it  to  yon,  sir. 

All  this  I  can  do  and  much  more. 
But  should  you  my  name  wish  to  know,  sir, 

As  I  want  not  to  puzzle  yon  sore, 
I'll  teU  yoo—'tis  Nothing  at  aU,  sir. 


WHAT  ABB  YOU  AT  P—WHAT  ARE  YOU 
AFTEB? 

I OAXX  to  town  the  other  day. 

To  rest  from  all  my  labours. 
And  hear  what  cockneys  had  to  say. 

That  I  might  tell  my  neighbours ; 
But  all  I  heard,  upon  my  word. 

Was  this  in  every  quarter. 
Some  bawling  out  what  are  yon  atP 

And  some— what  are  you  after?  j 

With  your  tol  <la/W. 
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At  first,  I  thoaght  that  thej  meant  me. 

And  eried— what's  that  to  yoa,  sir? 
If  yoa  take  me  a  rogne  to  be, 

rU  let  you  know  who's  who,  sir. 
80  right  and  left  I  laid  them  fli^. 

Says  I,— Yon'TO  caoght  a  Tartar, 
Now  go  and  cry,  what  are  yon  at  P 

And  bawl  what  are  yon  wttet  T     - 

With  yoor  tol  do  roL 

Bnt,  'cod,  for  constables  th^  sent. 

And  lugged  me  off  to  prison ; 
I  axed  them  what  it  was  they  meuit  ? 

They  said,  to  stretch  my  wizen. 
They  took  me  where  the  justiee  sat. 

Who  gave  my  pnrse  no  quarter; 
Which  made  me  cry,  what  are  yon  at  ? 

Good  judge,  what  are  you  after? 

With  your  tol  de  roL 

Escaping  firom  the  jaflor's  paw, 

I  walked  into  the  Strand,  sir. 
Where  soon  a  charming  lass  I  saw. 

The  £gurest  in  the  land,  sir. 
Says  I,  I'll  have  a  kiss,  that's  flat. 

For  never  lass  looked  smarter : 
When  she  squalled  out,  what  are  you  at  f 

Ton  wretch,  what  are  you  after  P 

With  your  tol  de  loL 

But  while  I  kissed  this  pretty  lass. 

That  I  the  freak  might  me,  sir. 
She  did  my  fob  of  gold  watch  rob. 

And  picked  my  pocket,  too,  sir. 
So  I  went  home  to  hang  myself. 

From  bed-post  in  my  garter, 
When  hostess  cried,  what  are  you  at  P 

Young  man,  what  are  you  after  ? 

With  your  tol  de  roU 
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This  made  me  turn  so  very  ill, 

I  sent  the  doctor  to,  sir; 
He  gare  me  blister,  powder,  pill, 

And  draught,  and  bolus,  too,  sir; 
But  very  soon  I  found  myself 

To  physic  falling  martyr. 
Which  made  me  cry,  what  are  yon  at 

Doctor,  what  are  you  after  7 

With  your  tol  de  rol 

So  long  his  bill,  to  lawyer  I 

Sent  to  reduce  his  fees,  sir; 
But  soon  I  found  the  remedy 

Was  worse  ^an  the  disease,  sir; 
For  where  the  lawyer  saved  a  pound. 

He  made  me  twenty  barter, 
Till  I  cried  out,  what  are  at  ? 

O,  law,  what  are  you  after  f 

With  your  tol  de  rol; 

But  having  now  told  all  I  saw. 

And  lashed  them  left  and  right,  sir, 
I  think  I'll  thank  you  for  your  law. 

And  wish  you  all  good  night,  sir ; 
For  if  I  longer  make  my  strain. 

And  urge  the  songster's  charter, 
Tom  may  ciy  out,  what  are  you  atP 

Good  friend,  what  are  you  after? 

With  your  tol  de  roU 


THE  COCK  AND  THB  FOX. 

Whxit  birds,  beasts,  and  fishes  could  talk. 
Which  now  is  a  long  time  ago. 

An  old  fox  went  out  for  a  walk. 
As  foxes  will  do  you  idl  know. 
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Kow  wlieiher  this  fox  was  a  he 
Or  a  she,  whj  tis  not  here  nor  tliere; 

Yoor  thoughts  on  the  subject  u«  free ; 
For  mj  part  I  don't  knownor  don't  care. 

Tol  de  roL 

He  wandered  the  whole  of  the  night, 

Hungor  was  pressing  him  hard; 
Just  at  the  peep  of  daylight 

He  came  to  a  well  known  faim-jard. 
The  streaks  of  the  morning  were  near, 

With  caution  the  yard  he  slunk  throngb ; 
He  started  for  close  to  his  ear. 

Was  a  loud  cock-a-doodle-doo ; 

Tol  deroL 

At  the  instant  he  gave  a  great  jump. 

Then  cantiouslj  round  he  did  look. 

And  there  stood  a  cock  fat  and  plump, 

Who  cried  out  Qua,  twook,  twook,  twook,  twook. 
The  sight  of  him  made  the  cock  stare. 

And  set  every  feather  on  end. 
Cries  the  fox,  very  sharp,  who  goes  there  ? 
Says  the  cook,  very  flat,  'tis  a  friend. 

Tol  derol. 

Says  the  fox,  it  would  serve  yon  just  right 

If  I  tore  your  fine  body  to  shreds; 
For  you  make  such  a  noise  every  night. 

You  wo'n't  let  folks  sleep  in  their  beds. 
You  shall  find  that  I'm  not  in  play. 

But  before  I  do  stop  your  vile  breath, 
C*np,  tell  me  what  you  have  to  say, 

Why  I  should  not  pass  sentence  of  death? 

Tol  de  roL 

O,  good  sir,  pray  don't  be  so  surly, 
I'm  only  an  innocent  cock ; 
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And  I  yrake  every  morning  so  early. 

To  serve  folks  instead  of  a  clook. 
Hy  duties  yon  cannot  call  crimes, 

Dear  me,  how  my  poor  neck  you  jerk, 
My  crowing  so  loud  and  betimes, 

Is— to  make— folks  get  up  to — their  work. 

Tol  de  rol. 

Says  the  fox,  I  shall  here  end  all  pother ; 

You're  not  fit  to  be  in  this  life; 
For  your  sisters,  your  daughters,  nay  mother. 

You  serve  just  the  same  as  your  wife. 
Says  the  cock,  with  a  voice  very  low. 

That's  nature's  fault— not— mine— i'fegs, 
For  if— I— did  not — serve— them— so. 

My  master  must— go— without— eggs. 

Tol  de  rol. 

Cries  the  fox,  O  yon  know  that's  all  fudge, 

You're  the  vilest  and  worst  of  all  birds ; 
A  fox  is  an  excellent  judge, 

And  we  foxes  don't  live  upon  word. 
So  your  practices  base  I  shall  check, 

in  your  sins  you  sha'n't  be  a  day  older; 
So  saying,  he  broke  the  cock's  neck, 

Andl)ru8hed  off  with  him  over  his  shoulder. 

Tol  de  roL 

A  moral  to  this  I  could  tell. 

But  I  hope  you  my  word  will  not  doubt, 
As  I  think  it  will  be  quite  as  well 

If  I  leave  your  own  brains  to  find  out. 
You  may  think  the  whole  story  is  mock. 

And  indeed  if  you  do  you  think  wrong; 
But  as  the  fox  finished  the  cock, 

Tis  time  that  I  finished  my  song. 

Tol  de  roL 
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JOHN  GB0U8B  AND  MOLLY  DUMPLING. 

Ck>ics,  all  je  yoang  and  firolioaome  lovers. 

Listen  awhile  onto  my  rhyme, 
"Us  of  two  sweethearts  young  and  tender. 

Who  were  cut  of  all  in  their  prime. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c. 

Molly  Dumpling  was  a  virgin  true. 

Lived  eook  in  a  great  family ; 
One  eye  was  Uaok  and  the  other  bine; 

She  was  very  fat  and  four  feet  high. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c. 

John  Grouse  he  was  a  gardener. 

Healthy  he  was  with  manly  toil ; 
Cabbage  he  sold,  and  for  dinner 

Plenly  of  it  cut  to  boiU 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c. 

One  night  he  went  to  see  his  Molly; 

His  little  dog  barked  very  loud ; 
The  night  was  dark  and  melancholy. 

And  tlie  moon  had  slid  behind  a  cloud. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c 

At  home  and  trembling  by  the  fire 

The  lorel^  Molly  Dumpling  sat. 
Much  did  iJie  wonder  and  admire 

What  her  Johnny  could  be  at. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c. 

That  njght,  as  she  lay  in  her  bed. 

Her  chamber-door  flew  open  vnde. 
When  the  gardener's  ghost  popped  in  his  head. 

With  his  little  dog  trotting  by  his  side. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &o. 
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Tall  as  a  May-pole  was  his  size, 
Oreen,  green  his  waistcoat  was  as  leeks, 

Red,  red  as  beet-roots  were  his  eyes. 
And  pale  as  turnips  were  his  cheeks. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &o. 

Soon  as  her  true  love  she  espied. 

Poor  Molly  Dumpling  faintly  said, 
"  What  would  you,  Johnny  ?"— He  replied, 

<*0  !  Molly  Dumpling,  I  am  dead. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &o. 

In  the  flower  of  my  youth  I  fell ;" 

Hc(  spoke  in  a  most  dismal  tone. 
**  I  was  not  siok,  but  in  a  well 

I  tumbled  backwards  and  was  drowned." 

Fol  de  riddle,  &o. 

Soon  as  she  heard  her  true  love  speak. 
She  dasped  her  hands,— jumped  out  of  bed ; 

She  squeaked  and  squalled,  (ah!  how  she  bawled,) 
Then  shut  her  month  and  dropped  down  dead. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &c. 


THE  FEIGHTENED  HUSBAISDj 

OB,  SIGKS  OV  BAD  WBATHBB. 

Fabmbbs  Marco  and  Pedro  were  jogging  along. 

They  had  both  been  to  market  together, 
They  grumbled  that  this  thing  and  that  thing  was  wrong, 

And  they  grumbled  about  the  dry  weather : 
Then  they  talked  of  the  wars ;  of  the  times,  old  and  new ; 

They  talked  of  their  saints  and  their  sins,  not  a  few ; 
And  they  prayed  to  those  saints  for  a  shower  or  two^ 

As  they,  grumbling,  jogged  on  together. 
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The  Mints  heard  their  prayers— for  the  sky  'gan  to 
cloud, 

Th^  were  both  of  them  put  to  their  tether, 
Por  the  rain  pattered  down,  and  the  thunder  roared 
lood. 

And  th^  wished  them  at  home  safe  together. 
Bat  now  to  a  church  bj  good  lack  they  o»me  nigh. 

And  in  the  church  porch  for  shelter  they  hie. 
And  they  talk'd  of  those  folks  who  round  them  didhe, 

Regardless  of  wind  or  of  weather. 

Said  Marco,  *'  this  showerwill  glorious  be  found; 

My  heart  is  as  light  as  a  feather, 
'Twill  shortly  bring  erery  thing  oat  of  the  ground,' 

Yes,  all  things  will  spring  up  together. 
*'  Lord  forbid !"  said  old  Pedro,  what  woald  be  my  lot  f 

Two  wires  in  this  church-yard  snog  buried  I'to  got: 
Should  it  rain  cats  and  dogs  I'll  not  stay  in  this  spot," 

So  he  scampered  off  spite  of  the  weather. 


ADVENTURES  IN  A  6TEAM  BOAT. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  what  a  rumpus,  and  a  rioting. 

Those  endure,  yon  may  be  sure,  who  go  to  sea; 
A  ship  is  a  thing  that  you  never  can  be  quiet  in. 

By  wind  or  steam,  'tis  all  the  same,  'twas  so  with  me. 
Wife  and  daughter  on  the  water  said  they'd  like  to  sail 

a  bit, 
I  consented,  soon  rei>ented,  and  began  to  rail  a  bit ; 
Papa,  now  pray  do  go  to  day,  the  weather's  so  inviting 

laukl 
Pm  sure  'twill  do  such  good  to  you,  they  feed  yoa  like 
a  fighting-cock. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  &C. 
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In  a  boat  I  got  afloat  as  oluaqr  asanel^hant* 

80  spraoe  and  gay  to  spend  the  day  and  make  a  ipUih, 
Indeed  it*  true,  I  did  it  too,  for  atepj^ng  in  I  fell  off 
on't. 
And  pTerboard,  upon  my  word,  I  went  dap  dasli. 
Wifis  aqnalling,  daughter  bawling,  every  thing  provok- 
ing me. 
Called  a  hog  or  poodle-dog,  aU  the  sailors  jddng  me. 
Dripping  wet,  in  a  pet,  with  mamy  more  distreasiblM, 
A  fellow  took  the  long  boat-hook  and  caught  my  inex- 
preiaiblea. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  &o. 

Such  a  gig  without  a  wig  on  deck  I  was  esdiibited, 
Laughed  at  by  the  passengers,  and  quiuted  by  the 
crew, 
Baved  and  swore  that  on  shore  Pd  rather  have  been 
gibbeted. 
Than  thus  half-drowned,  by  all  around  be  roasted  too. 
Panger  past,  and  dry  at  last,  indulging  curiosity, 
X  stared  to  see  the  vessel  flee  with  such  a  strange  velocity^. 
fray,  said  I,  to  one  hard  by,  what  power  can  inqpel 

ussoP 
The  smoky  devil  |(oea  bj  steam,  at  least  the  sailon 
tell  us  so. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  &o. 

Kot  a  sail  to  catch  a  gale,  yet  magioallj  on  I  went, 

'Gainst  wind  and  tide  and  all  beside,  in  wonder  qfdte. 
Cast  mj  eje  to  the  sky,  and  tall  as  London's  monument 

I  saw  the  kitohen-chimn^  smoke  as  black  as  ink. 
people  toiling,  roasting,  boiling,  bless  as  such  a  rookery, 
Tli^'d  ioup^  and  fish,  and  iSvwl,  aodfledi*  •  London 

Tavern  cookery. 
Then  the  noise  of  men  andbi^ys,  a  din  to  rival  an  hnbbnb, 
I  thought  tike-crew  ^ere  devils  too,  the  master  captain 
Belzebob. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  Ac 
109  G 
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Wife  (o  me  so  lofingly  sajs  now's  joor  time  to  pick 
•  bit. 
The  dinner*!  serfing  ixp  below,  and  we  most  fly. 
Saji  If  my  dear,  Fm  Tery  qneer,  I'm  going  to  be  sick 
A  bit, 
Tm  Miied  wiUi  a  disanees,  I  faint,  I  die; 
I  cannot  eat,  I  loathe  mjmeat,  I  feel  my  stomaeh  £ul- 

ingme. 
Steward,  haiten,  biinga  baain,what  thedence  is  ailing 

If  tu  handy  get  some  brandy,  the  malady  to  qnenoh  . 

onable, 
Down  I  lay  for  half  a^y,  in  pidde  quite  anmentiooable. 
Ohy  what  a  row,  &o. 

As  to  dinner  Tm  a  sinner  if  I  touched  a  bit  of  it; 

Bat  anohor  cast  and  home  at  last,  Iln  safe  once  more. 
In  the  packet  such  a  racket,  crowding  to  get  quit  of  it ; 

'  Like  cattle  on  acoaster  we're  haUed  on  shore: 
"With  how  d'ye  do,  and  how  are  you,  I  see  you're  better 

physically. 
Zounds,  be  stUl,  Vm  very  ill,  you're  always  talking 

quixzically; 
Some  with  glee  may  go  to  sea,  but  Ishall  not  be  willing, 

sirs. 
For  iuch  a  day  again  to  pay  just  two  pounds  fifteen 
^billing,  sirs. 

Oh,  what  a  row,  &c. 


O,  'TIS  GOLD,  »nS  OOLD,  »TIS  GOLD. 

O,  *TXB  gold,  tis  gold,  'tis  gold  I 

That  rules  us  all  completely  ; 
O,  with  gold  we  soon  get  bold, 

Jiake  friencls,  and  conquer  foes. 
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What  is't  that  malses  people  civil. 

Though  they  wish  us  eTeiy  spite  ? 
"What  makes  men,  known  to  be  evil. 

Seem  pure  as  angels  in  white  ? 
What  makes  one  stare 

At  London  Lord  Mayor's  show  ? 
What  makes  the  Mayor  ? 

And  what  the  mare  to  go  t 

O,  'tis  gold,  tis  gold,  'tis  gold,  &o. 

What  is  it  that  makes  misers  deaf  to 

The  poor  man's  tale  of  wreck. 
What  is  it  that  tempts  the  thief,  too. 

And  sometimes  saves  his  neck  ? 
What  makes  young  Cupid 

Despised  in  some  folk's  eyes? 
And  what  makes  the  stupid 

So  often  seem  sharp  and  wise/ 

O,  'tis  gold,  &e^ 

What  is  it  makes  connsellors  clever. 

Prove  just  a  jknavish  cause  P 
What  is  it  makes  doctors  endeavour 

To  save  us  from  death's  jaws  ? 
What  makes  damsels  wrapt  in 

Old  husbands'  with'ring  arms  ? 
And  what  makes  the  captains' 

Regimentals  have  such  charms  ? 

O  tis  gold,  &  0, 

What  is  it,  to  booby  or  baby. 

Makes  weak  the  strongest  walls  ? 
What  lets  us  see  Westminster  Atbey, 

The  Tower,  and  great  St.  Paul's? 
What  makes  patriot's  waver. 

And  partisans  change  sides  ? 
What  gets  us  grace  and  fkvour. 

And — every  thing  else  besides  ? 

O,  'tis  gold,  &o. 
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TRAYELLER8  ALL. 

Bom  men,  yoall  confess,  mnst  trafel  bj  stealth. 
The  world,  too,  they  see  as  they  travel  about; 

While  others  they  travel  impronng  their  health. 
Bat  mostly  improving  their  pockets,  no  doubt.     , 

Travellers  all,  tol  de  rol. 

The  soldier  he  travels  to  conquer  the  brave. 
The  sailor  for  prise  money  buffets  the  storm ; 

The  old  man  is  travelling  into  the  grave. 
And  the  stoic  is  seeking  a  climate  that's  warm. 
Travellers  all,  &o. 

The  lawyer  he  trav^  to  gather  his  fees ; 

The  preacher  he  travels  to  find  out  new  grace; 
A  vixen  NdH  travel  her  hosband  to  tease, 

And  •  statesman  will  travel  to  better  his  place. 
Travellers  all,  &c. 

The  husband  he  travels  for  comfort  and  peace  ; 

The  lady  she  travels  new  fashions  to  find; 
The  rake  goes  atrav'Uing,  his  joys  to  increase; 

And  the  wisest  of  men  travel  out  of  their  mind. 
Travellers  all,  &c. 

The  author  he  travels  for  subjects  so  rare ; 

Xovx  composOT  will  travel  to  pick  up  new  notes ; 
Your  lover  he  travels,  although  in  despair  ; 

And  your  singers  all  travel  to  streng^en  their  throats. 
Travellers  all,  &o. 

Your  miser  he  travels  in  poverty's  ways ; 

Your  spend-thrift  he  travels  to  mal<e  himself  poor; 
Our  dandies  they  travel,  w^  lacednpinstaya; 

W  hile  the  aged  are  travelling  fast  to  death's  door. 
Travellers  all,  &o. 
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Yonr  parson  he  travels  mth  mitre  in  view, 

Your  fanner  he  travels  new  tithes  to  procure  ; 
Your  creditors  teavel  for  debts  that  are  due  • 
And  your  patriots  travel  their  rights  to  ens'ure. 

Travellers  all,  &c. 
Your  gambler  travels  his  money  to  lose; 

A  sinner  he  travels  without  much  belief- 
Some  tourists  will  travel  all  lands  to  abuse'; 
And  a  judge  often  travels  to  halter  a  thief. 

Travellers  all,  &c. 
Tlie  merchant  oft  travels  his  fortune  to  mend. 

The  Frenchman  he  travels  with  capers  and  shrues  • 
The  pawnbroker  travels  his  money  to  lend;  ' 

And  the  chymist  he  travels  by  nothing  but  drugs. 
Travellers  all,  &c. 
A  king,  if  he  travels,  is  very  much  prized; 

Some  traveUers  at  sea  they  are  oft  taken  iU  • 
A  wife,  if  she  travels,  is  soon  advertised ; 
And  some  folks  now  travel  into  the  tread^nill. 
Travellers  all,  &c. 
The  pUyer  he  travels  for  froUo  and  fim ; 

Ambassadors  travel  to  set  nations  right; 
The  poor  man  oft  travels  to  get  from  a  dun ; 
And  watchmen  they  usuaUy  travel  by  night. 

Travellers  all,  &c. 
Now  I  have  been  travelling  far  from  my  friends 

Stfll,  I  trust  they  all  travel  to  me  for  good  cheer  • 
And  if  by  my  adventures  I  make  them  amends, 
I  shall  hope  long  to  see  them  all  travQlling  hero. 
TraveUers  all,  &c. 
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THE  TATTLING  TEA-PARTY. 

Mbs.  Clack  a  party  had, 

Of  tattling  dames  who  came  to  tea  ; 
Each  lady  smiled  and  seemed  quite  glad, 

A  company  so  large  to  see. 
The  tea  poured  out,  to  comfort  them, 

Mrs.  Clack,  with  serious  air. 
Said,  ladies,  tattling  I  condemn. 
But  I  expect  a  fine  affair. 
Then  all  at  once  the  ladies  prate, 

Ifods,  and  winks,  and  shrugs  abound. 
And  scandal,  at  a  driving  rate. 
Together  with  the  tea,  goes  round. 

I  something  know  which  gives  me  pain,— 

I  saw  enough  the  other  night; 
Pray  don't  mention  it  again,— 

Mrs.  B  is  very  light. 
But  as  she  is  a  firiend  of  mine, 

Her  character  I  would  not  stain ; 
Such  goings  on  are  very  fine,— 

Things  I  think  are  very  plain. 

Then  all  at  onoe,  &o. 

Mrs.  Sharp,  the  lawyer's  wife. 

Protests  she  somehow  often  thinks. 
Yet  would  not,  for  the  world,  cause  strife. 

That  Mr.  Murphy's  lady  drinks. 
Another  says,  'tis  true,  no  doubt. 

For  Mrs.  Murphy's  friend.  Miss  Hood, 
"With.  Mrs.  M.  is  always  out. 

And  she  ia  not  a  bit  too  good. 

Then  all  at  once,  &o. 

And  then  there's  blushing  Mrs.  O, 
"Who  constantly  her  church  attends; 

Although  to  plays  she  will  not  go. 
Has  got  some  very  flighty  friends. 
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Hiss  Jemima  IVompj  thought, 

Bat  could  not  pretend  to  say, 
That  Miss  Amelia  Mary  Gort 

Was  really  in  the  fainily  way, 

Then  all  at  once,  &c. 

Mrs.  Envy  tossed  her  head. 

And  of  Mrs.  Higg  inquired,     . 
What  she  thought  of  Mrs.  Ted, 

And  others  whom  the  men  admired. 
Think,  indeed,  cried  Mrs.  Higg, 

Indeed,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  think 
She's  quite  a  fright,  and  wears  a  wig», 

And  thiokfy  paints  both  white  and  pink. 

Then  all  at  once,  &c, 

Mrs.  Milton  might  have  grace. 

But  gracefulness,  well,  what  of  that  ? 
She  has  a  downright  Chinese  face. 
Her  nose  it  is  so  broad  and  flat* 

Mrs.  Enyy  said.  Miss  Fine 
Had  got  a  mouth  just  like  a  horse ; 
Some  folks  might  think  her  skin  was  fine. 
But  'twas  in  fact  extremely  coarse. 

Then  all  at  once,  &c. 

Another  subject's  soon  advanced. 

The  servant  girls  ara  brought  to  book : 
Sally  is  an  idle  jade, 

A  saucy  hussy  is  the  cook. 
Mary  don't  rise  soon  enough; 

Ellen  with  the  men  is  bold; 
Beckey  steals  the  kitchen  stuff; 

Susan  is  a  downright  scold. 

Then  all  at  once,  &c. 
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THB  LADIES*  BXJWDtB  OP  TRUlTia. 

Gbos  bb  TSfATLttB  all  the  zsgt. 

Gentlemen  ue  recy  Tein, 
LadiM  teldom  tell  their  mgfi, 

lien  seldom  tell  the  troth  again  ! 
White  Teilfl  often  spoil  the  &oe. 
Green  ones  are  the  very  best, 
Old  ladies  wear  both  ronge  and  paste, 
A  foofish  lorer  b  a  pest. 

Bight  fol  de  riddle  ^, 
What  this  is 'tis  hard  to  tdi ; 
Kot  forgetting  tithermn  too, 
Lftdies,  it  is  made  for  yon. 
The  Great  unknown  writes  dever  workr, 

Moore  very  often  LiUU  looks  j 
Byron  died  among  the  fCorks, 

Ladies  aU  are  fond  of  bookal 
Stepheoi  sings  both  sweet  and  fine. 

Actresses  will  often  roam. 
Tree  has  left  as,  ^oogh  divine. 
And  CZorinow  is  not  mi  homt. 

Right  fol  decide  ell,  Ac. 

Oheapside  to  shop  is  rather  dear, 

Oxford-street  most  bear  the  beUe^ 
Or  if  a  k>nn<^  yon  wish  it  near. 

Seek  the  shade  of  sweet  Pall-KaU. 
Ladies  love  a  handsome  yooth. 

Bat  often  iind  they«ean  de«)eiTS !  ' 
The  men  swear  false,  and  tow  tis  treth. 

Anil  foolish  women  sti&  belisre. 

Right  fol  da  riddle  ell,  Ac. 

Irving's  left  all  in  the  loroh. 

Novelty  the  fancy  suits. 
And  thousands  wander  from  the  ohnroh. 

To  gase  on  Fanstns  and  Freisohnts ! 
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There's  nanght  but  losndal  now  ua  town. 

The  gapiug  people  think  it  fun, 
But  this  is  stupid,'!  will  own. 

Dear  ladies,  so  my  song  is  done. 

Right  fol  de  riddle  eU,  fto, 


THE  IRISH  SMUGGLERS; 

OB,  VHX  OOXIOAL  KXG* 

Fsox  Brighton  two  Paddies  walk'd  under  the  cliff. 

For  pebbles  and  shells  to  explore ; 
When,  lo  1  a  small  barrel  was  drppp'd  from  a  skiiT, 

Which  floated  at  length  to  the  shore. 

Says  Dermot  to  Pat,  we  the  owner  will  bilk. 

To  night  we'll  be  merry  and  frisky, 
I  know  it  as  well  as  my  own  mother's  mUk, 

Dear  joy  1  'tis  a  barrel  of  whisky. 

Says  Pat,  111  soon  broach  it,  O  fbrtanat«  k»t ! 

(Now  Pat,  you  most  know,  was  a  joker) 
111  go  to  Tom  Murphy,  who  Uvea  in  the  cot. 

And  borrow  his  kitchen  hot  poker. 

Twas  said,  and  'twas  done— the  barrel  was  bor'd, 

(No  Bacchanals  erer  felt  prouder,) 
When  Paddyfoondontaamall  error  on  board  — 

The  whisky,  alas }  was  gunpowder  I 

With  sudden  explosion  he  flew  o'er  the  ocean. 

And  high  in  air  sported  a  leg; 
Yet  instinct  prevails,  when  philosophy  fails. 

So  he  kept  a,  tight  hold  of  the  keg. 

But  Dermot  bawl'd  out  with  a  terrible  shout, 

I'm  not  to  be  chous'd.  Master  Wiseman ; 
^  If  you  do  not  come  down,  I'll  run  into  the  town^ 
And,  by  Jasns !  I'll  tell  the  oxcboman. 
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THE  QITEEB  LITTLB  MAK. 

A  QinoB  little  man,  very  **  how  came  you  so/' 

Went  home  on  a  dingy  night ; 
It  was  past  twelve  o'clock— he'd  a  long  way  to  go. 

And  he  walked  like  a  crab  left  and  right. 
At  the  comer  of  a  lane,  quite  a  londy  retreat, 
He  saw  something  tall,  and  as  white  as  a  sheet ; 

He  shook  and  he  shivered. 

His  teeth  chattered,  and  lips  quivered ; 
And  with  fear*  as  well  as  fuddling,  he  staggered  to  and 

fro. 
This  queer  little  man,  who'd  along  way  to  go. 

This  queer  little  man  then  he  fell  on  his  knees. 

With  firight  you'd  suppose  half  dead ; 
And  as  on  it  he  looked  it  o'er  topped  the  trees. 

And  had  two  saucer  eyes  in  its  head : 
When  a  very  death -like  voice  said,  in  a  verydrear  tone, 
**  With  me  you  must  go,  for  your  grave's  nearly  done :" 

He  shook  and  he  shivered. 

His  teeth  chattered  and  lips'  quivered : 
When  he  cried,  "  O,  good  hobgoblin,  I  pray  ycra  mercy 

show 
A  queer  little  man  who's  a  long  way  to  go." 

This  queer  little  man,  he  fell  flat  as  a  flail, 

A  great  explosion  heard  he. 
And  jumped  up  in  a  crack— for  a  cracker  at  his  tail 

Set  him  capering  just  like  a  parched  pea. 
From  around  the  goblin's  head  burst  some  long  streams 

of  fire. 
And  the  cracker  once  spent  left  him  sprawling  in  tiie 
mire. 
Some  wags  ('twas  a  whacker) 
Thus  with  turnip,  squib,  and  cracker. 
Cured,  through  fear,  of  all  his  fuddling,  completely* 

you  must  know. 
This  queer  littie  man  who'd  a  long  way  to  go. 
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ALDERMAN  GOBBLE. 

Tox  GoBBLB  was  a  grocer's  son, 

Heigho,  says  Gobble ;   ^ 
He  gate  a  ven'son  dinner  for  fan. 
And  he  liad  a  belly  as  big  as  a  tan. 
With  his  handy  duidy,  bacon  and  gravy, 

Ah,  ha !  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

The  serrant  ushered  the  company  in, 

Heigho !  says  Gobble, 
The  dinner  is  ready,  qooth  Tom  with  a  grin 
80  he  tacked  a  napkin  under  his  chin. 
With  his  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  gravy. 

Ah,  ha!  says  Alderman  Gh>bble. 

Then  Betty,  the  cook,  she  gate  a  squall, 

Heigho  !  says  Gobble ; 
Poor  John,  the  footman,  has  had  a  fall. 
And  down  stairs  tumbled,  ve&'son  and  all. 
With  his  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  gravy, 

Alas  I  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

So  down  the  Alderman  ran  in  a  fright, 

Heigho  I  says  Gobble, 
And  there  sat  John  in  a  terrible  plight^ 
Astride  on  the  ven'son  bolt  upright. 
With  his  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  gravy. 

Dear  me!'  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

Was  ever  man  so  cruelly  put  on  ? 

Heigho  1  says  Gobble, 
Qet  off  from  the  meat  yon  rascally  glutton. 
You've  made  my  ven'son  a  tadtOe  qfmuiUm, 
With  your  handy  dandy,  bacon  and  gravy. 

Good  lack !  says  Alderman  Gobble. 

Lord  sir,  says  Betty,  what  a  splash, 
Heigho !  says  Gobble, 
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Til  a  monstroot  b»d  ruwUnuUele  crash. 
Bat  to-morrow  111  tioUe  it  up  in  a  ka$h. 
With  my  handj  daudy,  bacon  and  gravy. 
Ay,  do !  says  Alderman  Gobble.   - 


PADDY'S  WBDDUffO. 

SiTBB  wo'n't  yon  hear 
What  roaring  cheer 
Was  spread  at  Paddy's  wedding  O, 
And  how  so  gaiY 
Th^  spent  the  day 
From  chqrcV^^g  to  the  bedding,  O, 
First,  book  in  hand,  came  Father  Qoipes, 

With  the  bride's  dada,  the  bailUe,  O  ; 
While  aQ  the  way  to  church,  the  pipes 
Strock  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

Then  there  was  Mat, 
And  sturdy  Pat, 
And  merry  Morgan  Hnxpby,  O, 
And  Mnrdock  Heggs, 
And  Tiitoogh  Skeggs, 
M'Lochlan,  and  Dick  Dorfy,  O 
And  tiien  the  girls  dressed  out  in  white, 

Led  on  by  Tad  O'Reilly,  O, 

All  jigging  as  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily.  O. 

When  Pat  was  asked 
Would  his  love  last? 
The  chancel  echoed  with  laughter,  0} 
Arrah  fait,  cried  Pat^ 
Ton  may  say  dat. 
To  the  end  of  the  world  and  after,  0, 
Then  tenderly  her  hand  he  gripes. 

And  kisses  her  genteelly,  O, 

While  all  in  tune  the  merry  pipes 

Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 
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Now  a  roaring  set 
At  dinner  are  met. 
So  frolicsome  and  so  frisky,  O, 
Potatoes  galore, 
A  skirraig  or  more. 
And  a  flowing  madder  of  whisky,  0; 
To  the  bride's  dear  health  roond  went  the  swipes. 

That  her  joy  might  be  nightly  and  diuly,  O, 
And  as  they  guttled  the  merry  pipes. 
Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

And  then  at  night. 

Oh  what  delight. 
To  seethem  all  footing  and  prancing,  O, 

An  opera  or  ball. 

Was  nothing  at  all. 
Compared  to  the  style  of  the  dandng,  O ; 
And  then  to  see  old  father  Qoipes, 
Beat  time  with  his  shellelagh,  O, 
While  the  chanter  with  his  meny  pipes 
Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 

And  now  the  knot 
So  tipsy  are  got. 
They'll  go  to  sleep  with6iit  rooking,  O  ; 
So  the  bridemaids  fair 
Now  grarely  prepare 
Tor  throwing  of  the  stocking,  O ; 
And  round  to  be  sore  didn't  go  the  swipes 

At  the  bride's  expense  so  freely,  O, 
While  to  wish  them  good  night  the  meny  pipes 
Struck  up  a  lilt  so  gaily,  O. 
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MY  EYE  AND  BETTY  MaRTIK. 

Ik  Yorksliire  I  wur  bom  and  bred. 

And  knows  a  thing  or  two,  sir ; 
Nay,  what  be  more,  my  father  said. 

My  wit  would  bring  me  through,  sir. 
At  ^gle>stick— or  kiss  the  maids, 

I  wur  the  boy  vor  sartin ; 
Zays  I,  push  on— to  be  a£raid's 

My  eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

Bi  tol  de  rol,  &o. 

At  whoam  Fd  often  heard  folks  talk 

Of  Lunnun's  famous  city. 
And  that  the  stones  on  which  they  walk 

Wur  paved  with  gold  so  pretty  j 
To  mam  and  dad  I  gave  a  buss. 

Says  I,  Fm  of  vor  sartin. 
So  bout  my  trip  to  make  a  fuss 

Is  niy  eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

Ri  tol,  &c. 

At  inn  arrived;  I  met  a  man 

Who  offered  me  his  sarrioe. 
To  take  my  luggage  wur  his  plao^ 

And  help  me  to  a  Jarvis ; 
But  stop,  says  I,  this  wunna  do. 

Your  rigs  I  knows  vor  sartin, 
Xour  kindness,  Mend,  'tween  me  and  you's 

My  eye  and  Betty  Martin. 


Eitol,  fto. 


A  lady  next,  a  flashy  dame 
I  in  the  Strand  did  meet,  sir. 

Who  said  as  how  it  wur  a  shame 
That  I  should  walk  the  street,  sir; 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC  SONGS.  113 

She  talked  of  Ioto,  and  sarrants  too. 
And  thought  her  prey  right  sartin, 

Bnt  noa,  says  I,  to  go  with  you's 
My  eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

Ri  tol,  &c. 

Ise  seen  the  Lions  and  the  Tower, 

The  Cirons,  Astley's  too,  sir. 
The  play,  and  giants  strike  the  hour. 

And  all  that's  strange  to  view,  sir ; 
So  back  to  whoam  I'll  turn  again. 

And  marry  Doll  vor  sartin ; 
Ise  please  her  so  that  to  oomplain's 

My  eye  and  Betty  Martin. 

Bi  tol,  &o. 


THE  IRISH  HAYMAKER. 

AVD  did  you  ne'er  hear  of  an  Irish  haymaker. 

One  Mr.  O'Rafferty  ?— Then  it  is  me; 
And  my  father  he  was,  yes,  he  was  a  stay-maker. 

And. I  am  the  whalebone  he  danced  on  his  knee. 
And,  och !  ever  since  with  the  girls  I've  been  jigging, 

inio  cry,  bnt  dontmeandt,  *<Fat,  leave  me  alone." 
Then,  for  whisky,  I  an't,  joy,  eternally  swigging. 

By  my  soul,  {torn  my  cradle  I've  sacked  it,  I  own. 
Then,  what  d'ye  think  of  an  Irish  haymaker  P 

Och,  an't  he  a  devil  the  lasses  to  Smack  P 
With  his  dideroo-bnb,  and  his  little  shellelagh 

Sing  np  and  down  firisky,  and  fire  away  whack. 

There's  Judy  M*Brawn,  and  I  ne'er  will  forsake  her. 

For,  faith,  we  are  tied,  so  I  can't  getaway; 
Then,  she  sings  like  an  owl,  when  the  maggot  does 

take  her. 
And  growls,  bitesi  and  scratches,  the  long  summer's 

day. 
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Tben  hot  friend,  m  the  calls  him,  one  Tedd j  (VSliaflMy, 
To  be  son  she  don't  hog  him  as  poss  did  the  moose, 

While  he  fondles  and  calls  his  sweet  Mrs.  BafTert/, 
What  a  blessing  to  have  snoh  a  firiend  in  a  honse ! 
Then,  what  d'ye  think,  &e. 

Then,  do  what  I  wiD,  or  wherever  I'm  walking. 

By  my  sonl,  I  am  watched,  night  and  day  out  of 
sight, 
Nor  the  dcTil  a  word  they  bclioTe  when  Pm  talking. 

As  if  I  was  given  to  swear  black  is  white. 
One  day  to  be  snre  I  looked  into  the  kitchen. 

And  saw  the  pd  boiling,  bnt  not  for  poor  Pat ; 
Bat  for  lov€  and  for  ^kievuig  I'd  always  an  itching. 

So  I  took  out  the  muiton  and  popped  in  the  cat, 
Now,  what  d'ye  think,  &c. 

Och,  hick  to  sweet  sommer,  the  fields,  and  the  lasses. 
For  sore  we  don't  firisk  it  up  hill  and  down  dale; 
And  then  the  doll  hours  so  merrily  passes. 
When  we  can't  catoh  the  pig  for  .the  grea$e  on  his 
taU. 
Bat  the  best  joke  of  all,  and  if  s  joj  pest  expressing. 
E'en  the  thought  of  it  now  makes  me  bom  widi  de- 
Hgtt, 
Is  Shdah's  soft  lips,  when  I  give  her  a  blessing. 
While  we  roll  in  the  hay  on  a  san-shiny  night. 

Now,  what  d'ye  think,  &c 


YOVJXQ  BODKIN  AND  MOLLT  JBNKIN3. 

YovHO  Bodkin  was  a  tailor  bold. 
And  his  love  he  did  unfold 

To  cruel  Molly  Jenkins  : 
He  so<m  began  to  curse  his  lot. 
For  blacksmith  Bob  her  heart  had  got* 
Who  Miniek  ike  iron  wiiU  'twat  hot. 

And  married  MoUy  Jenkins. 
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To  the  river  Bodkin  ran. 

And  drowned  the  ninth  part  of  a  man. 

For  love  of  MoDy  Jenkins : 
When  she  heard  it  she  did  sigh. 
Poor  sonl!  he's  wet  and  I  am  <iy. 
Bo  I  think  I'd  best  Wet  t'other  eye— 

Cmel  Kolly  Jenkins. 

Bodkin's  ghost,  as  it  i^pears. 
Came  one  night  all  with  his  shears, 
.     "  O  Ind !"  cried  Molly  Jenkins, 
"  The  doors  are  locked ;  what's  your  design? 
How  you  got  in  I  can't  divine ; " 
Said  he,  «  My  ghost  is  »upet:fiM, 
Cruel  Molly  Jenkins." 

Said  she,  «•  Since  you  your  shears  have  got, 
Tis  plain  you  mean  that  we  must  cut." 

Said  he,  "ITo,  MoUy  Jenkins; 
Along  with  me  you  must  decamp. 
Unto  my  grave,  so  cold  and  damp;" 
She  gave  a  squall—it  was  the  cramp 

Which  wakened  Molly  Jenkins. 

XOBAL. 

Ye  tailors,  mark  what  I  relate, 
ItkepatUm  from  poor  Bodkin's  fate. 

Who  died  for  Molly  Jenkins; 
And,  ladies,  when  sly  Cupid  reigns, 
IJest  trouble  should  reward  your  pains. 
Don't,  like  a  blacksmith, /of^0  the  ehaint. 

But  think  on  Molly  Jenkins. 
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•    THB  SFBIG  OF  SHELLELAGH. 

OcM,  lore  Is  the  tool  of  a  nate  Irishman, 
He  loree  all  the  lovely,  lores  all  that  he  can, 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  greeo; 
His  heart  is  good  homonred— 'tis  honest  and  soond, 
Vo  maUoe  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  foond. 
He  ooorts  and  he  marries,  he  drinks  and  he  fights, 
For  lore,  all  for  Iotjs,  for  in  that  be  delights. 

With  hii  sprig  of  shriMagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 

Who  has  e'er  had  the  Inck  to  see  Donnjbrook  four. 
An  Irishman  all  in  his  glory  is  there. 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green. 
His  dothes  spick  and  span  new  without  ever  a  speck, 
A  neat  Barcelona  tied  round  his  neck : 
He  goes  to  a  tent,  andhe  spends  half  aczown. 
He  meets  with  a  friend,  and  for  loye  knocks  him  down 

With  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamroek  so  green. 

At  erening  returning,  as  homeward  he  goes. 
His  heart  soft  with  whisky,  his  head  soft  with  blows 
From  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green : 
He  meets  with  his  Shelah,  who,  bloshing  a  smile. 
Cries,  **Get  ye  gone.  Fat,*'  yet  consents  all  the  while: 
To  the  priest  then  they  go— and,  nine  months  afbor  that, 
A  fine  baby  cries  out,  "  How  d'ye  do  father  Fat, 
With  your  sprigh  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green?" 

AddUional  vene—Q,  Colmem, 

Bless  the  country,  say  I,  that  gave  Fatriok  his  birth. 
Bless  the  land  of  the  oak  and  its  neighbourinp^  earth. 

Where  grows  the  shellelagh  and  shamrock  so  green, 
ICay  the  sons  of  the  Thames,  the  Tweed*   and  the 

Shannon, 
Drub  the  foe  who  dares  plant  on  our  confines  a  oannon; 
United  and  happy,  at  royalty's  shrine,  , 
Hay  the  rose,  leek,  and  thistle,  long  flourish  and  twine 

Bound  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and  shamrock  ao  green. 
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THE  JOLLY  TINKER. 

Mt  daddy  was  a  tinker's  son. 
And  I'm  his  boy,  'tis  ten  to  one. 
Here's  pots  to  mend  I  was  still  his  cry. 
Here's  pots  to  mend  1  aloud  bawl  I. 
Have  ye  any  tin  pots,  kettles,  or  cans. 
Coppers  to  solder,  or  brass  pans  ? 
Of  wives  my  dad  had  near  a  score 
And  I  haye  twice  as  many  more : 
Aild  what's  as  wonderful  as  true. 
My  daddy  was  the  lord,  (aponmy  soul  he  was)  the 
Lord  knows  who ! 

Tan  ran  tan,  tan  ran  tan  tan. 
For  pot  or  can,  oh !  I'm  your  man. 

Once  I  in  bndget  snng  had  got 
A  bam>door  capon,  and  what  not. 
Here's  pots  to  mend !  I  cried  along. 
Here's  pots  to  mend  I  was  still  my  song. 
At  village  wake — oh !  cnrse  his  throat, 
The  cock  crowed  out  so  load  a  note. 
The  folk  in  dusters  flocked  around. 
They  seized  my  budget,  in  it  found 
The  cock,  a  gammon,  peas,  and  beans. 
Besides  a  jolly  tinker,  (yes,  by  the  Lord !)  a  tin- 
ker's ways  and  means« 

Tan  ran  tan,  &c. 

lake  dad,  when  I  to  quarters  come. 

For  w^^t  of  cash  the  folks  I  hum. 

Here's  kettles  to  mend  :  bring  me  some  beer. 

The  landlore  cries,  "you'll  get  none  here  i 

You  tink'ring  dog,  pay  what  you  owe^ 

Or  out  of  doors  you  instant  go." 

In  rage  I  squeeze  him  'gainst  the  door» 

And  with  his  back  rub  off  the  score. 
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At  hiB  expense  wa  drown  all  strifo. 
For  fdkioh  I  pnuae  the  landlord  (could  not  do  lest 
tlum  praise)  the  landlord's  wife. 

Tan  raa  tan,  Ac. 


I  WENT  TO  8TBATP0RD  AVON  ONCE. 

I  imrr  to  Stratford  ATon  once» 

Old  Shakspeare's  hoose  to  see,  sirs; 
And  God  forgiTe  my  fooUsh  sconce. 

For  niQoh  it  played  with  me,  sirs  ; 
For  I  got  to  the  market-place, 

'Mong  geese,  and  oows,  and  hay,  sirs ; 
And  the  folks  all  stared  me  in  the  fisuw. 

And  said  'twere  market-day,  sirs ! 
Qoawk!  qoawkawayl 
Isingof  Stratford,  pretty  Stratford !  on  a  market  day ! 

There  were  pigs  and  donkeys,  pork  and  veal* 

And  lots  of  tempting  mutton. 
With  geese,  and  docks,  and  niceties. 

To  soit  the  greatest  glatton ; 
And,  lord  I  there  were  sach  pretty  girls, 

I  oonld'nt  get  away,  sirs ; 
And  this  was  all  at  Stratford  Avon, 

On  a  market-day,  sirs. 

Qoawk  I  qoawk  away,  ^. 

Now  since  I  had  been  very  iU, 

And  lately  had  grown  thinner, 
I  thooght  that  I  would  boy  a  fowl. 

To  serre  me  for  my  dinner : 
Bat  a  fellow  met  me,  like  a  witch. 

And  from  my  bag  my  fowl  did  pluck,  sirs ; 
Then  shoved  me  in  »  danged  deep  ditch^ 

And  for  fowl  ^ve  me  a  duck,  sirs. 

Qoawk,  qoawk  away,  &c. 
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Then  I  went  to  a  justice  straight 

And  there  I  did  complain,  sirs; 
Bat  he  did  say  I  came  too  late. 

And  now  'twere  all  in  vain,  sirs; 
But  when  I  told  him  of  my  fowl. 

His  wig  aside  he  cocks,  sir ; 
Then  he  called  me  rogue  and  vagabond* 

And  put  me  in  the  stocks,  sir. 

Quawk,  qnawk  away,  &c. 

Now,  when  they  put  me  in  the  stocks. 

By  beadle  I  was  welted ; 
And,  lord !  the  thing  each  feeling  shocks. 

By  little  boys  was  pelted  I 
And  though  I  was  quite  wringing  wet. 

And  lost  my  dinner  dish,  sirs; 
They  hooted  me  all  through  the  town, 

Ajid  called  me  the  odd  fish,  sirs. 

Quawk,  quawk  away,  &c. 

So  now  I've  oome  from  Shakspcare's  house, 

I  have  enough  to  rave  on, 
To  think  how  folks  myself  did  chouse. 

At  famous  Stratford  Avon. 
But,  never  mind,  Pve  now  got  loose. 

Yet  I'll  my  rage  controul,  sirs ;  i. 

But  111  give  you  leave  to  call  me  goose 

If  I  lose  another  fowl,  sirs. 

Quawk,  quawk  away,  &c. 


PINE  YOUNQ  WIDOWS. 

Must  we  be  forgotten  still. 

Fine  young  widows? 
Must  we  be  forgotten  still. 
And  not  think  the  treatment  ill. 
Oh !  this  is  enough  to  kill 

Fine  young  widows ! 
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Thu  to  tee  preferred  each  Binn j. 

Fine  7oim^  widows  t 
TliQS  to  lee  ]^^erred  eaeh  ninny. 
Spinster  dirivell'd,  lame,  and  grinoing^ 
Baohelora,  old,  lank,  and  akinnj. 

Fine  yovng  widowi ! 

Let «  boldlj  claim  onr  meed. 

Fine  jcnmg  widows  I 
Let  OS  boldlj  claim  our  meed. 
Let  US  doff  the  sable  weed. 
And  in  search  of  hnsbwids  speed. 

Fine  yoong  widowsl 

We  will  ask  the  men  of  sense. 

Fine  jovoig  widows  I 
We  will  ask  the  men  of  sense. 
If  a  house  and  atex^ng  pence. 
Will  give  them  the  least  offence. 

Fme  yonng  widows  I 

We,  for  Fate  wonld  hare  it  so. 

Fine  yoimg  widowsl 
We,  for  Fate  would  have  it  so' 
Laid  our  former  husbands  low. 
Spent  sometime  in  decent  wo. 

Fine  yoong  widows! 

Yet  one  secret  don't  refhse, 

Fine  yoimg  widows . 
Yet  one  secret  don't  refase, 
Kor  onr  confidence  abnse, 
Onr  late  hosbands  left  ttieix^koef. 

Fine  yonng  widows ! 

Come  and  try  them,  miss  or  hit^ 

Fine  yonng  widows! 

Come  and  try  them,  miss  or  hit. 

They're  not  worse  for  wear  a  whit, 

We'll  engage  a  ready  fit^ 

Fine  young  widowsl 
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ZOUND6I  WHAT  MBAKS  THIS  CURSED  BOW? 

▲  SSSTBnO. 

Ah,  nr,  how  oould  yon  serve  me  so  P 
Wm  it  for  this  that  I  came  in  the  dark  P 

Goodlaekl  that  I  should  have  sach  a  bean  I 
Honour  and  honestj,  without  a  spark. 

YUe  wretch  I  is  this  the  way  yon  treat 

Women  of  virtue  and  beauty  like  me  P 
Was  it  for  this  that  you  vowed  and  swore  at  my  feet  t 

Then  to  put  up  with  such  trollops  as  she ! 

Qui  da  t  vat  for  you  knock  me  down  P 

If  ever  it  is,  dat  I  haf  aifront  yon ; 
Sacre  doncl  but  yon  have  crack  my  crown. 

And  beat  my  body  all  black  and  all  crew« 

Lord  I  lord  I  what  will  become  of  me  P 

I've  got  myself  into  a  pretty  to  do  1 
This  comes  of  my  master's  making  a  Bon  of  me  I— 

Won't  you  have  pity,  my'darling  P-Hior  you  P 

Hollo  I  and  is  it  you,  my  dear. 
Thus  gallivanting,  I  catch  in  the  fact  P 

Yes, yes!  but  Til  s^n  make  you  fear. 
Thus  to  betray  me  when  I  turn  my  back. 

Zounds!  sounds  I  what  meansfhia  cursed  row  P 
Are  all  the  devil's  imps  let  looseto-night  P 

Tes,  sir  t  and  they're  going  to  maul  me  now; 
If  you  don't  save  me,  thafU  murder  me  quite. 

We  slave !  what  are  you  doing  here  P 
What  are  you  after  P~what  have  you  been  at  P 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I,  you  perceive,  am  clear 
Of  all  this  vagary,  this—I  don't  know  what. 
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O,  wImI  ft  BMttcr  k  tiiit  ooTsed  Don  of  niiiet 
AU  Ui  own  tinf  bo  woold  ^j  on  my  bo<^| 

lluoogh  fhia  eonfonon,  mj  innooenoe  will  not  aliine, 
Thoogh  I  ■honld  swow,  in  the  faoe^  till  I'm  bbdl 

Iboll  foolt  do  yon  think  that  I  iludl  indine 

Br«r  to  forgiro  yon  iigostioo  so  black? 
Ko|  thoogh  at  mj  feet  700,  repentant,  ahoold  iiijk 
and  whine* 

I  waj  rereoge  will  record  on  joor  baek! 

Ih  I  ha !  dit  prudent  Tife  of  mine. 
On  dit  dam  hnbbaboo  ehe  torn  her  badc| 

I  with  dat  10  good  lock  Taa  mine, 
Jkn.  mj  right  eye  had  not  got  dis  hardtmack. 

80,  sir,  did  yon  think  for  to  twine 
Arte  tnoh  as  yonrt  ronnd  my  heartin  a  eraek  P 

That  yon  oonld  buy  me  m  easily  as  my  wine. 
And,  iriien  yon'd  done  with  me,  torn  round  your  badL? 


TBAirSFORMATIOKS: 

OB,  THE  DATS  OV  YOU. 

Tbx  aooients,  80  the  story  goes,  when  dead  were  turned 

to  flowers. 
To  rocks,  to  animals,  and  stars,  to  grace  theGxedan 


But  if  the  gods  our  present  race  turned  to  a  Tegetatioib 
Good  lack  1  ^twould  be  a  blooming  scene  now  in  the 
British  nation. 

To  grow,  grow,  grow. 
The  andents  died. 
Then  rose  in  pride. 
To  grow,  grow,  grow. 
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A  fighter  well  might  be  box-wood,  a  scoldiiig  wife  a 

nettle, 
A  singer,  to  reward  hienotefl,  bemadeadnging  kettle ; 
And  dandy  nondeeoripts  who  stnit,  might  sink  to  doga 

and  asses. 
While  wise  and  go<ld  r^fUding  men  are  chaqged  to  look- 

ing-glassee. 

To,  grow,  grow,  grow,  Ac. 

If  Jupiter  should  take  a  trip  below,  too,  just  to  spy  land. 
How  mm  'twould  be  to  see  him  turn  a  man  into  an  island; 
Or  since  M'Adam  mends  the  roads,  and  levels  down 

each  by-way. 
Mayhap,  the  god,  by  way  of  thanks,  might  turn  him  to 

a  highway. 

To  grow,  grow,  grow,  ftc. 

A  toper  well  might  be  a  vine,  a  baker  turn  io  plotter, 
A  teaman  bloom  a  great  sloe  bush,  a  church  a  pepper- 
caster; 
A  publican  be  turpentine,  a  grocer  rocks  of  salt,  sirs. 
And  brewers  too,  might  all  be  changed  to  any  thing 
bat  oiaZf,  sirs. 

To  grow,  grow,  grow,  Ac. 

A  lover,  then,  might  be  a  goose,  an  alderman  a  turtle, 

'  A  simpering,  blooming,  little  miss,  into  a  sprig  of  myrtle; 

Alawyer,  too,  might  turn  a  screw,  an  overseer  111  swear, 

sirs, 
Might  be  a  flint,  a  thief  a  «<ee2;  and  a  justice  bo  a  bear, 
tirs. 

To  grow,  grow,  grow,  Ac. 

The  living  skeleton  transformed,  might  be  the  cata- 

combsrsir. 
The  milkmen  too  might  choose  out  chalk,  or  water, 

for  their  homes,  sirs ; 
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▲  watcluium  b«  »  dating  drntght— •»  prattf  girl  tea 

honej. 
And  »  poet,  too*  ai^  well  be  changed  to  anj  time 

but  xDontj* 

To  grow,  grow,  grow,  fto. 

Bat  now  my  eong  is  at  an  end,  no  more  FU  ring  the 

changes, 
Birt  leave  yon,  friends,  to  spend  yoor  time  wherever 

fancy  ranges; 
Though  first,  indeed,  before  I  go,  FU  for  this  fiivoar 

sue,  sirs. 
However  time  may  me  transform  to  find  no  change 

in  yon,  sirs. 

To  grow,  grow,  grow,  Ac. 


TEDDY  OCONNOP 

Om  night,  about  five  in  the^  morn. 

In  the  middle  of  foggy  November, 
My  mother  told  me  I  was  born. 

Sure  the  day  very  well  I  remember. 
Such  a  baby  was  ne'er  seen  before. 

For  beauty,  I  say,  "pon  my  honour,  O I 
tnie  ladies,  all  did  me  adore,~ 

8ure,thqrohriBtenedme  Teddy  0'Connor,0. 
Tol  de  rol,  tol  de  rol  da,  A 

So  I  grew  up  a  nate  and  fine  boy. 

In  figure  so  plump  and  so  rosy ; 
My  mother  she  called  me  dear  joy  I 

And  the  ladies  they  called  me  their  posy  I 
O,  musha,  they  sent  me  to  school, 

Theim  thinking  to  teach  me  my  letters,  Ol 
But  I  can  tell  you  all  I  was  no  fool. 

For  in  laming  I  could  bate  my  betters,  O  ! 
Tol  de  rol,  i 
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Now  beginning  they  taught  me  to  know. 

That  politeness  would  inrace  my  fine  figure. 
And  to  Londooi  if  e'er  I  should  go. 

Some  lady's  hand  soon  I  should  quiTer; 
By  my  sowl,  O,  now  then,  says  I, 

Your  politeness  itself  do  me  pother. 
To  lam  now  is  allin  my  eye, 

O,  be  asey»  and  do  not  me  bother. 

Tol  de  rol,  fto. 

VThen  first  into  London  I  came. 

In  love  fell  I  all  in  atotter, 
.With  a  sweet  and  most  beautiful  dame. 

Whose  name  was  miss  Judy  O'Cottor. 
By  my  sowl,  she  did  me  bewitch, 

O,  the  sight  of  her  gold  made  me  crazy» 
AH  over  was  I  of  an  itch. 

To  clap  my  thumb  on  that  sweet  daisey. 

Tol  de  rol,  fto. 

Miss  Judy !  long  life  to  my  dear, 

Hy  hand  it  is  now  that  I  offer ; 
And,  beUeve  me,  my  love,  I'm  sincere, 

I  respect  the  great  name  of  O'Cottor  I 
On  my  honour,  I  now  tow  to  you, 

I  was  born  in  Dublin  famed  city. 
Where  all  my  estates  are,. it's  true. 

And  my  fortune  it  is  nate  and  pretty. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

She  consented,  and,  faith  you  must  now, 

I  didn't  lose  time,  not  a  liffee. 
Off  straight  to  the  church  we  did  go. 

And  married  were  we  in  a  jiffey ! 
Then  awaken  up  all,  my  brave  boys, 

O  never  be  low  or  faint-hearted. 
While  those  females  partake  of  our  joys, 

From  the  dear  creatures  may  we  ne'er  be  parted 
Tol  de  rol,  &o. 
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O,  soeeMS  to  tlie  pair  of  as  all, 

ICay  Eortone  attend  on  va  ever, 
lCa7  jU-wiO,  and  Deceit  from  hence  laD, 

And  may  we  all  live  jovial  together ! 
Dear  ereatorea  1 1  toaat  all  yonr  health. 

With  h^n[nne88  may  70a  live  long, 
Poaaaifed  of  good  homoor  and  wealth, 

Mr.  [mmi  $om$p€non]  come  give  ns  a  aoniir. 

Tol  de  rol,  to. 


THE  CEUIONICLE  OP  FASHION. 

Wbxv  Bre  and  Adam  first  were  wed. 

On  dreaa  they  threw  no  thon^ta  awaj  ; 
Ko  £Mhiona  like  onr  great  folks  led, 

"Sat  mSka  nor  satins  bought  away; 
Of  petticoat,  coat,  hat,  or  wig. 

They  never  saw  a  particle, 
They  wore  a  lea^  nor  cared  a  fig 

For  any  other  article. 

Bnt  Fashion  soon  beat  np  recruits,  " 

New  modes  in  haste  came  stalking  in. 
For  mmrod  wore  a  pair  of  boots, 

Thoogh  not  like  cnrs  for  walking  in. 
When  Charies  the  Second  bore  the  sway. 

They  were  a  set  of  merry  grigs, 
'Twas  then  the  ton  to  dash  away 

In  sqnare-toed  pomps  and  i)erriwigs. 

Qi:(een  Bess  no  tippet  wore,  nor  muff. 

So  fond  of  plaits  and  qoillery ; 
With  pasteboard  looking  throe-fold  ruff, 

'Twas  vastly  like  a  pillory  I 
The  ladies,  too,  of  ancient  fisme, 

Wftii  waist  so  taper,  long,  and  small, 
Kot  like  each  modern  tasty  dame. 

Who  hardly  sports  no  waist  at  alL 
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Yet  Fashion  guides  the  hand  of  Art, 

Gives  oommerce  drcnlation,  too. 
To  poverty  ean  wealth  impart. 

And  spur  to  emulation,  too ; 
80  may  onr  high-bom  beanteons  fair. 

In  whate'er  mode  they  dress  them,  all 
England's  prodooe  ever  wear. 

And  then  the  poor  shall  bless  them  all. 


WHAT  ARE  YOU  A'TEB. 

OB,  THXBB  ITBTBB  WSBB  SUCH  TIICBS. 

Mt  song,  like  many  others,  has 

A  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  sirs. 
But  there  are  words  which,  like  the  gas. 

Seem  t>eople'8  taste  to  hit,  sirs, 
like  jesters  now,  whose  brains  are  fat, 

I  fain  would  raise  your  laughter. 
By  crying  out— what  are  yon  at  ? 

Or  else— What  are  you  a'ter  ? 

Fol  de  rol,  &c. 

There  never  vaa  such  times  as  these  I 

Sounds  on  each  highway  common; 
Such  phrases  now  are  sure  to  please. 

Boy,  girl,  and  man,  and  woman ; 
To-day,  as  I,  behind  old  Grimes, 

Was  romping  with  his  daughter. 
Said  she — There  never  were  such  timest 

Said  Grimes— What  are  you  a'ter  P 

Fol  de  rol,  &o. 

There  never  were  such  times  as  these. 
For  beans,  and  belles,  and  boxes ! 

The  beaus,  for  certain,  wear  tight  stays. 
False  bosoms,  and  false  locks,  sirs. 
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To  imitate  the  fsmale  smts. 
And  make  themselvea  look  smarter, 

Egadl  thej  wear  long  petticoats,— 
What  next  will  they  a'ter  P 

Fol  de  lol,  &c. 

As  beans  to  ape  the  fair  sex  strive. 

The  fair,  in  emulation 
Of  these  finejgents,  wiU  often  give 

A  Btrikimg  imitation  I 
One  Texed  a  lady  t'other  night. 

She  boxed  him  like  a  tartar ; 
And  made  him  roar,  with  all  his  mig^t, 

Odear!  what  are  70a  a'ter? 

Folderol,&« 

There  neter  wrae  such  times  as  these 

For  grumbling  and  for  gambling. 
For  riches,  poverty,  and  peace. 

And  foreign  countries  rambling ; 
Great  folks  in  debt  now  take  French  leave. 

And  trip  to  Paris  quarters. 
And  leave  their  tradesmen  here  to  grieve. 

And  cry  what  are  you  a'tier, 

Fol  de  rol,  &o. 

There  never  were  such  times  as  these, 

For  politics  and  taxes. 
And  'gainst  all  government  spies  and  fees, 

Kow  warm  the  nation  waxes. 
'to  save  some  tax  the  radical  tries, 

80  drinks  herb-tea  and  water ; 
But  as  he  drinks,  his  stomach  cries, 

O  lord  I  what  are  you  a'ter  P 

Fol  de  rol,  &c 

The  English  now,  both  low  and  high. 

Are  fiUed  with  party  bother; 
Kewspapers  try  to  edify 

By  bullying  one  another. 
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There  noTor  were  such  times— that's  flat. 

Since  signing  Magna-Oharta ! 
All  we  can  say's — What  are  they  at? 

And  mind  what  we  are  a'ter. 

Fol  de  rol,  &c. 


THE  LOVES  OF  JUDY  ROONBT  AND  LOONEY 
CONNOR. 

OcH !  Judy  Booney,  neat  and  tight, 
'Twas  she  first  gave  my  heart  delight. 
In  bed  I  staid  awake  at  night, 

A  thinking  of  her  beauty ; 
For,  oh  1  her  eyes  snch  conquest  draws. 
That  she  haSvgained  the  world's  appiaose* 
And  Judy  plays  with  hearts  like  straws. 

With  which  a  knot  but  few  tie  I 

Resolved  to  speak  my  mind  one  day, 
I  sought  Miss  Rooney,  where  she  lay 
Reclining  on  a  cock  of  hay. 

Her  oheak  so  rosy  red,  gra ; 
Says  I,  *  Ooh  Jody  I  give  relief. 
For  loTe,  that  nniTersal  thief. 
Has  nearly  kilt  mylieart  with  grief. 

Unless  with  me  you'll  wed,  gra. 

The  liTC-long  night,  the  ne'er  a  wink, 
I  get,  but  still  of  you  I  think : — 
Since  sorrow's  dry,  myself  must  driuk. 

Then  bid  not  Looney  part  you ; 
For  since  my  heart  to  you  has  flown. 
My  night-cap  it  has  useless  grown. 
So  e'en  take  that,  they're  both  your  own. 

My  nightcap  and  my  heart,  too/ 
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WlOi  that  fhe  aoiil,  she  tmfled  to  bear 

Her  lortij  edf  to  me  was  dear. 

And  Jodj'e  smHe  brought  hope  to  cheer 

Th^  fkithfol  heart  of  Looney. 
Upon  the^haj  I  bent  mj  knee. 
Your  night^Mqp  70a  may  keep,  says  she. 
But  fother  trifle  leave  with  me, 

Yo&  own  troe  Jody  Rooney. 

80  then  I  threw  my  cap  at  care. 
And  no  one  bat  oarselvos  being  there, 
I  jnst  made  bold  to  kiss  the  fair. 

While  blnshes  orowded  on  her; 
With  downcast  looks  she  sighed,  a  power— 
She  owned,  of  youths  I  was  th^  flower. 
And  Judy  Rooney  £rom  that  hoar, 

is  Mrs.  Looney  Connor. 


KINaDICK. 

I  Bnro  of  a  warrior  bold. 

Who  was  fond  of  both  murder  and  strife,  sk ; 
On  his  back  he'd  a  hump,  I've  been  told. 

And  his  shins  were  as  sharp  as  a  kniCB,  sir  ; 
His  days  he  passed  over  in  shame, 

(BeUsTe  me  'tis  true  every  word,  sir;) 
He  gained  much  tyrannical  fame. 

And  his  name  it  was  Dicky  the  Third,  sir. 

Rum  ti  iddity^  &t. 

This  comical  outlandish  dog. 

With  ambition  grew  very  big,  sir; 
He  grunted  and  growled  like  a  hog. 

And  stuck  Harry  Just  like  a  pig,  sir; 
'Down,  down  to  hell,  rascal,'  he  cried, 

'  Tia  a  proper  place  for  thee  to  enter 
Go,  tell  brother  Nick  how  you  died. 

And  tell  him  also  that  I  sent  you. 

Rum  U  iddity,  &«• 
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Now  Dick  bit  his  fingers  and  naUs, 

And  with  passion  got  near  out  of  breath,  sir. 
To  think  what  a  number  of  tales 

He  must  teU  to  account  for  his  death,  sir; 
« I  have  it/  he  cried,  'people  may 
Inquire  with  wonder  how  fell  he. 
But  sure  it  is  easy  to  say 
He  died  with  the  cramp  in  his  belly/ 

Rum  tiiddity,  &■ 
'  Then  soon  were  the  people  appeased. 
Which  made  him  more  thirsty  for  glory; 
He  felt  himself  very  well  pleased. 

To  hear  they  had  swallowed  his  story  : 
But  still  he'd  upt  finished  his  plan, 
Oh  I  no,  for  a  very  good  reason  j 
He  had  to  destroy  Lady  Anne, 
For  fear  he  should  get  hanged  for  treason. 

Kum  ti  iddity,  &c. 
Now  Dicky  to  finish  his  work. 

Had  many  more  schemes  to  contrive,  airj 
He  grinned  and  he  swore  like  a  Turk, 
For  still  were  two  princes  aliTe,  sir : 
'  By  jingo  V  he  cried,  with  a  frown, 

*  I  have  those  young  dogs  in  my  power ; 
And  to  make  me  more  sure  of  my  crown, 
I'll  invito  them  to  sleep  in  the  Tower/ 

Rum  ti  iddity,  &c. 
To  their  nnnky  they  soon  were  both  led, 

But  against  the  whole  plan  wereiheir  hearts  bent  ; 
They  didn't  much  fancy  the  bed, 

Nor  did  they  much  like  tho  apartment; 
They  stirred  up  a  deuce  of  a  row, 

But  to  end  any  more  altercation. 
Consented,  by  making  their  bow. 
Just  to  please  their  good  hump-back  relation. 
*^^  '  Hum  ti  iJJity,  Ac. 
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Than  down  thej  both  laid  to  repoee. 

And  never  did  mortals  sleep  sounder ; 
Two  men  stopt  their  months  with  the  cloUies, 

And  Idlled  them  both  dead  asa  flounder: 
Then  Dick  sofUj  crept  to  th3  door. 

Cried,  <  tell  me  if  we  are  alone,  sir;' 
'  Tia  done,'  cries  a  son  of  a  w— «, 

'  So  you'd  better  make  haste  to  your  throne,  sir.' 
Rum  ti  iddity,  &c. 

Now  ioon  did  the  sad  news  take  fUght, 

'Boot  the  deaths  of  these  two  murdered  princes; 
The  people  saw  all  was  not  right, 

And  thdr  faces  looked  sour  as  quinces : 
One  Bicfamond,  in  angry  talk, 

'Gbinst  poor  Dicky  did  loudly  complain,  sir ; 
Swore  he'd  cut  up  his  carcase  like  poi^. 

And  ihortMi  the  days  of  his  reign,  sir. 

Bum  ti  iddity,  Ac. 

Then  soon  in  a  field  they  both  met. 

Poor  Dicky  was  pricked  by  remorse,  air; 
He  bawled  out  aloud  'till  he  sweat, 

<Hy  kingdom  I'll  give  for  a  horse,*  sir ! 
'  Tour  kingdom,'  cried  Bichmond,  *  good  lack,  * 

*Tis  mine,  or  the  deril  is  in  it ;' 
Then  whipt  out  his  guts  in  a  crack. 

And  sent  him  to  hell  in  a  minute. 

Rum  ti  iddity,  Ac. 

Then  home  trudged  good  Bichmond,  so  gay. 

Was  cheered  as  he  passed  through  the  town,sir; 
And,  indeed  I  have  heard  some  folks  say. 

He  got  for  his  trouble  a  crown,  sir  : 
So  thus  ends  my  wonderful  tale. 

Take  care  not  on  justice  to  trample ; 
And  as  long  as  you  live  never  fail 

To  take  warning  by  Dick's  sad  example. 

Rum  ti  idditj,  &e. 
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KOGER  AND  DOLLY. 

Dowif  in  our  village  lived  a  parson  and  his  wife, 
Who  led  a  very  decent  sort  o'  comfortable  life ; 
They  kept  a  serving  man  and  maid,  as  tidy  as  could  be, 
The  maid  was  fond  of  Boger,  and  Roger  fond  of  she. 

The  parson's  wife  kept  Dolly  so  very  close  to  work. 
She  might  as  well  been  bred  and  born  a  Hottentot  or 

Turk, 
But  though  she  was  employed  all  day  as  close  as  close 

could  be. 
Her  thoughts  were  fixed  on  Soger,  and  Roger's  fixed 

on  she. 

The  parson  was  an  old  man,.  andivQiild  hare  done  anSiss, 
For  he  got  her  in  a  coxiier,  and  axed  her  for  a  kiss; 
But  she  answered  to  him,  as  plain  as  plain  could  be, 
8he  wanted  Roger,  and  Roger  wanted  she. 

Cupid,  that  blind  little  god,  had  got  so  in  her  head. 
That,  every  night,  as  sure  as  ever  she  went  u:»  to  bed. 
Before  she  went  to  sleep,  she  as  pious  as  could  be. 
Would  pray  she  might  have  Roger,  and  Roger  prayed 
for  she. 

By  love  and  work  together,  she  was  taken  very  iU, 
JThe  doctor  he  was  sent  for,  and  tried  his  best  of  skill ; 
But  she  wouldn't  take  his  stuff,  though  bad  as  bad 

could  be,        ,         \  . 
She  only  wantedJEloger,  and  Roger  wanted  she  1 

When  the  parson  found  'twas  only  love  that  made 

her  bad,' 
He  very  kindly  said  that  she  had  better  have  the  lad ; 
The  sight  of  him  soon  made,her  w^,  as  well  as  well 

could  be,— 
They  married— she  had  Roger— and  Roger  he  had  she! 
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SHEFFIELD  18  A  WONDERFUL  TOWN,  0! 

Ladiss  and  gentles  al1» 
I  Mn  ready  at  your  call. 
To  sing  a  little  song, 
And  I  will  not  keep  you  bng, 

'Bout  the  sights  of  this  wonderfol  town,  O  ! 
In  Sheffield's  praise,  tune  my  lays, 
"For  what  'tis  famed  shall  soon  be  named, 
I'U  tell  yon,  don't  doubt  it,  all  about  it. 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  derry  derry  down, 

Sheffield  is  a  wonderful  town,  O  t 

For  cutlery  so  famed 
None  with  Sheffield  can  be  named. 
Where  the  people  all  their  lives 
Are  msldng  raaors,  scissors,  and  kuivos, 
Ib  this  very  wondeifol  town  O ! 

Lots  of  files,  all  in  pUea, 

Stones,  go  round,  razors  ground ; 

Friday  quick,  goes  boring  stick, 

Saturday  get  your  pay. 

Then  regale  yourselves  with  ale. 

Hey  down,  oh  down,  &c. 

Next  the  Market-place  survey. 
When  round  comes  the  market-day  j 
And  there  such  sights  youll  see. 
That  with  me  youll  agree. 
This  Sheffield  is  a  wonderful  town,  O ! 

Lots  of  stalls  against  the  walls. 

Make  your  rambles  through  the  shambles. 

Beef  and  mutton,  stuff  a  glutton. 

Butcher's  cry,  who'll  buy? 

Dogs  and  asses,  pretty  lasses. 

If  you  gain  Campo-Iane, 

JN^eville's  ale,  bright  and  pale. 

You  will  And  to  your  mind. 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  ic. 

\ 
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Next  a  lawyer  'mongst  you  came. 
Lawyer  Applebee,  his  name. 
He  could  get  you  all  estates. 
Fill  your  pockets  and  your  plates, 

For  the  good  of  this  wonderfttl  town,  O 
Points  of  law,  well  did  draw. 
House  and  land  did  understand, 
'  Took  the  chaise  various  ways. 
Law  profession  took  possession. 
With  a  hod  took  up  a  sod. 
In  he  lets,  sweepy  bets. 
Gets  your  brass,  then,  alas ! 
Off  he  waddles,  then  he  schedules, 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  &c. 

In  the  church-yard  all  the  people 
Are  gaziug  at  the  steeple, 
Where  the  man,  to  point  the  spire. 
Is  each  moment  getting  higher. 
To  amuse  them  in  this  wonderful  town  O ! 

From  the  orate  shows  his  pate. 

See  him  climb,  with  stone  and  lime. 

Lord !  how  high,  people  cry, 

I'd  rather  he  was  there  than  me, 

By  gauls,  if  he  falls, 

H^  down,  ho  down,  &o. 

Last  the  playhouse  in  this  street. 
Where  your  faTourites  you  greet. 
And  where  actors,  fanny  folks. 
Make  yon  laugh  with  cracking  jokes. 
For  the  joy  of  this  wonderful  town,  0  i 

Act  away,  all  so  gay. 

Sights  so  funny,  for  your  money. 

Believe  not  me,  but  come  and  sec. 

Bell  ringing,  actor  singing. 

Then  you  roar  encore. 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  &c. 
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PRINCE  PADDY,  TUB   IRISH  ARMOURER. 

Matit't  a  man  nog  ci  himself  if  he  has  been  might;  ? 

He  may,  my  dear  honeys,  and  so  I'll  begin; 
I  sailed  as  ship's  armourer,  to  Otoily, 

Where  all  the  sweet  cratores  bloom  in  a  black  sidn. 
The  blacks  came  to  oar  ships,  sore,  ahdwiUi  as  whiles 
traded. 

When  they  saw  mp  new-making  an  onld  gnn  and  new 
sword. 
So  they  stole  me  away,  and  theressel  inraded^ 

And  I  finind  myself  lost,  without  any  reward. 
Oh !  sing  philila !  phililu  1  doleM  and  duller, 

No  longer  I  song  dideroo  whack ; 
But,  though  I  lost  my  freedom,  I  still  kept  my  colour. 

For  the  deril  can't  make  a  white  Irishman  black. 

Then  they  took  me  before  the  black  king  in  a  jiSey, 

Who  bothered,  and  taised  me,  and  axed  me  my  nanie^ 
**  8ir,'*  says  I,  **my  name's  Paddy,  I  come  from  the 
Liffey; 
If  yon  don't  let  me  go,  I  say  it's  a  shame." 
"  No,  you  son  of  a  gun,"  said  his  kingship,  "  no  never  ; 

I  want  you  to  make  guns  and  daggers  tor  me: 
You  shall  live  here,  and  die  here  for  ever  and  ever, 
Shake  kandi,  make  me  curou,  or  you  headlen  shall 
be.** 

Oh !  philila,  phililu,  &o. 

So  I  kept  on  my  head  fbr  theloye  of  relations, 
And  became  a  great  man  by  making  of  guns; 

The  king  popped  off  his  foes  in  the  neighbouring  na* 
tions. 
And  the  blood  thatan't  dried  up  to  this  hour  rans: 

But,  for  Dublin  and  murphies  I  roared  like  a  labber. 
Their  relishes  never  were  relished  by  me. 
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All  oar  dinners  were  whales,  with  train-oil  sauce  and 
blabber. 
The  fat  of  the  land  there's  the  fat  of  the  sea. 

Oh  I  phililu,  phililn,  fto. 
The  king  made  me  a  prince,  to  stick  trae  to  my  duty. 

And  next  a  bright  princess  I  got  for  a  wife 
Oh  !  so  shining  a  cratore,  lamp-black  was  her  beauty , 

Yet,  I  was  neither  royal  nor  loyal  for  life. 
They  palavered  my  princess  as  being  so  smugly. 
Hearing  such  bkmey  there,  I  opened  my  eyes. 
Still  she  was  pretly  tall,  and  she  was  pretty  (igly. 
But  all  otiier  prettiness  was  pretty  lies. 

Oh!  phililul  philia,  &o. 
WeU,  two  long  bothering  years  I  lived  on  the  island. 

And  never  a  ship  nor  a  sail  could  espy. 
Till  the  day  that  I  saw  one,  and  makingfor  diy  land. 

This  English  ship  she  took  in  Irishman  I. 
Then  I  bawled,lads,weigb  anchor,  I'll  now  win  the  rubber. 
My  princess,  in  tears,cried,  *'  Prince  Faddy  don't  sail :" 
Says  I,  blabber  you,  love,  now,  I'll  leave  you  to  blubber ; 

So  Itipt  my  lamp-black  white  sergeant  leg-bail. 
O !  dideroo,  dideroo,  bad  luck  to  dolor. 

Once  more  I  got  singing  sweet  dideroo  whack, 
I  regained  my  freedom,  came  back  my  own  colour. 
For  the  devil  cant  make  a  white  Irishman  black. 


JACK  AT  GREENWICH. 

Wb  tars  are  all  for  fun  and  glee, 

A  hornpipe  was  my  notion ; 
Time  was  I'd  dance  vrith  any  he 

That  sails  on  the  salt  ocean  j 
I'd  tip  the  roll,  the  slide,  the  reel. 

Back,  forward,  in  the  middle; 
And  roast  the  pig,  and  toe  and  heel. 

All  going  vrith  the  fiddle : 
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Baft  «ne  dij  told  »  iliot  to  ram, 

To  ehase  &  foe  adTAoeiiie ; 
A  Winter  queered  my  lerboerd  csm, 

Aad,  d^ae*  ipoaled  mj  daocing. 

Well  I'm,  njB  1,  no  efanrlkh  elf; 

We  messmates  be  afi  biotiia^ ; 
Though  I  can't  here  no  ftm  mysrif, 

I  may  make  fan  for  others  I 
A  fiddle  soon  I  made  my  own, 

That  girls  and  tars  might  caper, 
Learnt '  Rnle  Britannia,*  <  Bobbing  Joan,' 

And  growed  a  decent  scraper : 
Bat  just  as  I'd  the  knack  on't  got. 

And  did  it  pretty  middling ; 
I  lost  my  elbow  by  a  shot. 

And  d-^me  spoilt  b^  fiddHag, 

So,  sometimes,  as  I  tamed  my  qnid, 

I  got  a  knack  of  thinking. 
As  lehooldbe  an  invalid. 

And  then  I  took  to  drinking ; 
One  day  called  down,  my  gun  to  man. 

To  tip  it  with  the  grary* 
I  gave  tiiree  cheers,  and  took  the  can. 

To  drink  the  British  navy  ; 
Before  a  single  drop  I  sipt. 

Or  got  it  to  my  mnssle, 
A  lanridge  <^  my  daddle  whip^ 
,A  And,  d— me,  spilt  the  guzzle. 

^         So  then  I  took  to  taking  snuff, 

'Cause  how  my  aozrows  doubled. 
And  pretty  pastime  twas  enough. 

D'ye  see  when  I  was  troubled : 
But  Fortune,  that  misclneToua  elf. 

Still  at  some  fun  or  other, 
(Not  that  I  minds  it  for  myself. 

But  just  for  Poll  and  mother) 
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One  day,  while  laying  on  a  tack, 

To  keep  two  spanking  foes  off, 
A  broadside  4)omes,  capsizes  Jack, 

And,  d— me,  knocks  my  nose  off. 

So,  in  Misfortune's  school  grown  tough 

In  this  same  sort  of  knowledge, 
Thinking,  mayhap,  I'd  not  enough. 

They  sent  me  here  to  college; 
And  here  we  tell  old  tales,  and  smoke. 

And  laugh  while  we  are.  drinking; 
Sailors  you  know  will  have  their  joke. 

E'en  though  the  ship  were  sinking : 
For  I,  while  I  get  grog  to  drink. 

My  wife,  or  firiend,  or  king  in, 
'Twill  be  no  easy  thing,  I  think, 

D— me,  to  spoil  my  singing. 


OH,  MY  NOSE; 

OB,  PBGaY  DALBY  AKD  OLD  KICK.  AX  THB  KANSIOK- 
HOITSB. 

Pegkjt  Daley  went  one  day,  I  think. 

To  a  wine  raults,  and  thought  it  no  sin, 
As  she  wanted  some  ereatwre  to  drink. 

Just  to  call  for  a  quartern  of  gin. 
It  was  brought,  and  she  swallowed  it  quick 

When  a  man  old  and  ugly  did  come,  f  - 

And  for  shortness  they  called  him  old  Nick, 

And  he  called >for  a  quartern  of  rum. 

l^Jol,  &c. 

U"ow  Nick  seeing  Peg  wet  her  eye. 

Bailed  afDublin,  at  Cork,  and  at  Kerry, 

But  Peg  to  his  nonsense  waajly, 
ABd  her  blood  boU'd  to  see  him  so  merry  j 
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8«jt  thet  '  Arraa  what  do  70a  meui  ? 

Yoo'ra  »  ■naffj  old  heut,*  and  all  that, 
80  she  ffaTe  him  a  pdUkoffe  so  deas. 

And  toon  on  the  Hoax  laid  him  flat. 

Ri  tol,  fto. 

Now  ITiok  did*nt  relish  this  treat, 

80  np  from  the  shop-floor  he  rose. 
And  after  his  head  had  been  beat. 

He  beat  the  dost  off  his  clothes, 
Thou  ran  op  to  Peg  in  a  rage. 

When  she  screeched  out,  <  OchpiUiloo  whack, 
m  physie  old  Hick  I'll  engage,' 

Then  his  nose  she  bit  off  in  a  crack. 

Bitol,ftc. 

Then  the  officers  came  to  the  place. 

Where  with  warrants  and  stares  they  soon  sought  her, 
Sajs  she,  taking  a  nose  from  a  face 

Isnt  mnrder,  oh  no  I  nor  manslaughter ; 
Then  she  thumped  the  poor  marahalmen  sore. 

And  her  outrage  was  great,  I  declare. 
So  because  she  was  strong  as  a  horse. 

She  was  taken  before  the  Lord  Mayor. 


Ritol.  fte. 


Kow  Peg  told  his  Lordship  that  Nick, 

Seemed  determined  her  temper  to  Tex, 
So  she  bit  off  his  nose  for  this  trick. 

In  defaming  the  delicate  sex ; 
Then  Nick  to  the  hospital  went, 

While  Peg  to  the  Compter  did  sail. 
So  in  one  place  old  IQck  must  repent. 

While  Miss  Daley  is  waiting  for  bail. 


Bitol,  fte. 
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DON'T  SHILL-I,  SHALL-I. 

Don't  shill-I,  shall-I 
Nor  with  love  rally, 

VFilt  be  my  wife  ? 
If  thon'rt  bat  willing, 
With  thee  each  shilling 

I'll  share  through  life. 
With  tippling  and  rattling. 
And  smiling  babes  prattling. 

Like  mamma  pretty,  ' 

Like  daddy  witty. 
Heart  light  as  feather. 
We'll  trip  together. 

From  vil  to  city. 

My  heart  so  jolly. 
From  melancholy 

Is  always  free  I 
Sweet  recreation. 
Without  vexation, 

ril  find  for  thee  1 
Coats,  caps,  and  fine  kirtles 
With  posies,  and  myrtles. 

And  gowns  so  gay ! 
At  walces  you'll  foot  it. 
Skip,  reel,  and  out  it. 

Spruce  Queen  of  May, 

Then  makb  me  happy. 
With  stingo  nappy 

111  cheer  your  mind. 
Alas,  with  gazing    • 
My  poor  heart's  blazing. 
Your  hand^be  kind  1 
I'm  burning  to  cinder ; 
My  wishes,  like  tinder. 

The  spark  of  your  eyes- 
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Now  kindles  fire  in  t 
O,  with  desiring. 
Your  true  love  dies. 


POOR  OLD  JACK. 

With  the  jolly  knight  in  view  that  8h»kspeare  drew, 

I  love  my  joke  to  crack ; 
And  fill,  like  him.  op  to  the  brim, 

A  cnp  of  good  old  sack. 
For  he  that  can  laugh  at  Fortune's  fix>wn, 
4nd  the  goblin  Care  in  a  goblet  drawn. 
Such  a  man,  if  there  be,  whether  king  or  clown, 

He's  the  man  for  poor  old  Jack. 

Full  threescore  years,  with  hopes  and  fears, 

I've  stood  old  Time's  attack ; 
And  smiles  and  frowns,  and  nps  and  downs. 

Through  life's  uneven  track. 
But  I  still  jogged  on,  in  a  merry,  merry  pin. 
Through  the  rough,  and  the  smooth,  and  the  thick, 

and  the  thin. 
While  a  glass,  now  and  then,  *twixt  the  nose  and  the 
cbin. 

Cheered  the  heart  of  poor  old  Jack. 

Though  the  blush  of  disgrace  never  tinctured  my  face, 

That  bloom  did  I  never  lack 
Which  takes  its  flight'from  a  liver  white. 

And  from  a  heart  that's  black. 
For,  with  ruddy  health  in  a  cheek  that  glows 
Like  the  bonfire  blase  of  a  Bardolph's  nose. 
To  bum  the  bellows  and  to  sing  old  Rose 

Is  the  joy  of  poor  old  Jack. 

And  I  hope  that  I  may,  when  for  ever  and  aye. 
To  my  last  long  home  I  pack, 
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With  a  conscience  dear,  neither  grieve  nor  fear 

On  the  world  to  turn  my  back. 
But,  my  pastime  o'er,  and  when  here  no  more 
I  can  merrily  sing— that  I'm  past  threescore. 
May  the  porter  aboTe  stairs  open  the  door 

With  a—*  welcome,  poor  old  Jack  1' 


ABRAHAM  BAILEY. 

Nbab  Bread-street,  known  well. 
In  the  sound  of  Bow-bell, 
Where  Aldermen  masticate  daily. 
Grand  carver  in  chief 
Of  roast  and  boiled,  beef. 
Lived  old  father  Abraham  Bailpy, 
Oh,  rare  Abraham  Bailey ! 
Plentiful  Abraham  Bailey! 
Perched  in  mam's  lap, 
On  pipkins  of  pap. 
Thrived  his  son,  little  Abraham  Bailey. 

Your  prime  bills  of  fare 

l>ad  could  dress  to  a  hair. 
But,  alas  !  bills  upaid  stewed  him  daily ; 

His  guests  would  so  cram 

Down  his  beef  and  his  l^mb^ 
A  lost  mutton  they  made  of  old  Bailey. 

Oh,  poor  Abraham  Bailey, 

No  relish  for  Abraham  Bailey ; 

His  jack  it  stood  still. 

Out  of  spirits  his  jill. 
And  knocked  up  was  Abraham  Bailey 

A  well  fed  British  lad. 
When  dished  up,  was  dad, 
Alas !  his  fat  sides  melted  daily. 
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A  TentoreKHDe  blade. 
For  to  canre  my  own  bread. 
On  ahipboard  stepped  Abraham  BaOcj. 
Voot  yooog  Abraham  Bailej  I 
Sink  or  twim,  Al^aham  Bailey  I 
Toeaed  to  and  firo. 
With  yo  heave  yo  ho  f 
O'er  ocean  rolled  Abraham  Bailey. 

To  land  here  my  lot,  ' 

A  place  soon  I  got. 
Not  to  oook  for,  bot  carve  n^roes  daily. 
Harsh,  omel,  and  hard. 
O'er  blacks  to  mount  guard, 
But  no  blackguard  proved  Abraham  Bailey. 
A  heart  had  poor  Abraham  Bailey ; 
For  others  felt  Abraham  Bailey; 
He  boasted  man's  frame. 
Each  negro  the  same, 
And  a  friend  to  mankind,  Abraham  Bailey. 


THE  LOVE-SICK  GARDENER, 

GooB  neighbours,  attend  my  ditty, 

AsA  listen  to  Will  of  renown. 
You  s^ely  will  grant  me  some  pi^. 

When  I  tell  yon  how  love-sick  I'm  grown. 
Till  of  late,  quite  content  in  my  garden. 

The  blithest  young  lad  of  the  town ; 
For  the  lasses  I  cared  not  a  farthing. 

Most  strangely  I'm  altered,  I  own. 

My  delight  was  in  weeding  and  hoeing. 
In  sowing  my  cabbage  and  beans, 

I  sung  all  &a  time  I  was  mowixig. 
Or  gathered  my  fruit  or  my  greens. 
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With  a  heart  just  as  light  as  a  feather, 

On  a  ladder  I  nailed  up  my  trees, 
Never  nunding  bleak  winds  or  cold  weather, 

My  bosom  was  always  at  ease. 

To  the  noise  of  my  hammer,  though  shocking 

I  whistled,  nor  thought  that  my  heart 
Like  a  hammer  would  ever  be  knocking. 

And  cause  this  most  terrible  smart ; 
By  its  thumps  I  am  sure  it  has  broken 

Of  ribs  in  my  skin  half  a  score. 
Of  my  loTe  should  you  want  further  token, 

I  can  still,  my  good  neighbours,  give  more. 

On  the  barks  of  my  trees  is  engrafted. 

My  plants  have  impressed  on  their  riud. 
The  name  of  a  damsel  of  Marsted ; 

I  sigh  for  that  damsel  divine. 
Her  skin  is  as  white  as  a  lily. 

Her  cheeks  have  the  bloom  of  a  rose, 
like  a  snow-drop  or  daffadowndilly. 

Her  head  oft  inclines  to  her  toes. 

Her  eyes  are  like  two  flne  blackberries. 

Her  teeth  like  grown  cellery  white. 
Her  lips  may  compare  with  red  cherries. 

She  charms  without  measure  the  sight. 
Which,  though  I've  no  coach,  I've  a  barrow. 

In  which  this  fair  damsel  might  ride, 
'Twould  delight  both  my  heart  and  my  marrow 

To  wheel  her  about  as  my  bride. 


THE  NEW  LORD-MAYOR'S  SHOW. 

Mt  father  keeps  a  Tillage  inn,  where  neighbours  meet 

together. 
To  smoke  their  pipes,   and  read  the  news,  and  talk 

about  the  weather. 
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I  he«rd  old  ftrmar  Qilet  My,  'twM  worth  a  wliil*  to 

go,  sir. 
Up  to  Lonnan's  famooa  city,  to  see  the  Lord  Major's 

sbow,  sir. 

I  took  mj  place,  and  safe  arrired,  met  no  disaster 

shookin^, 
I  found  the  folks  were  all  aUve,  and  to  see  the  show 

were  flocking, 
So  I  made  my  bow  and  axed  a  man,  wliioh  was  my  way 

to  go,  sir. 
And  said,  I'd  corned  to  Lunnun  town,  to  see  tbo  I^rd 

Mayor's  show,  sir. 

At  last  into  Cheapside  I  got,  and  stood  up  by  a  door,  sir, 

Such  si^ts  of  ladies,  dressed  so  fine,  I  never  seed  be- 
fore, sir ; 

Their  windows  open,  necks  aQ  bare,  so  cold  the  wind  did 
blow,  sir. 

Thinks  I,  they'll  catch  a  nation  cold  seeing  the  Lord 
Mayor's  show,  sir. 

Just  then  the  folks  began  to  shore,  and  cried  the  show 

approaches, 
I  seed  a  power  of  pretty  flags,  dmms,  trompeters, 

and  coaches ; 
And  one  great  coach,  twOTe  noade  c^  gold  and  the 

horses  decked  with  bows,  sir. 
I  seed  the  men  in  armour,  too,  at  famous  Lord  Mtiyor's 

show,  sir. 

When  the  mob  they  were  gone  by,  I  were  quite  out  of 

breath,  sir. 
By  gum,  I  thought,  for  sartin  sure,  they'd  jostled  me 

to  death,  sir ;  . 

My  clothes  they  'most   lugged  off  my  back,  my  toes 

were  jumped  on  so,  sir. 
And  people  said,  'twere  glorious  fun  to  cum  to  Lord 

Mayor's  show,  sir. 
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When  first  I  got  down  from  the  coach,  a  shop  caught 

zny  attention. 
Where  they  sold  a  power  of  pretty  toys,  too  nnmOTons 

to  mention ; 
I  for  father  bought  a  purse  and  knife,  and  for  Sue  fine 

beads  a  row,  sir, 
Parse,  knife,  and  beads,  with  all  my  cash  I  lost  at  Lord 

Mayor's  show,  sir. 

Though  my  pockets  have  been  towzelled  o'er,    and 

emptied  by  some  thief,  sir, 
I  do  not  mean  to  fume  or  fret,  and  break  my  heart 

with  grief,  sir, 
I've  paid  my  share  to  see  the  sight,  and  ye'r  Lonnnn 

tricks  I  know»  sir, 
Now  I'll  gang  home,  and  teU  my  neighbours  aU  I've 

zeed  at  Lord  Mayor's  show,  sir. 


A  TRIFLING  SONG  YOU  SHALL  HEAR. 

A  TsiFiiiira  song  yon  shall  hear. 
Begun  with  a  trifle  and  ended; 

All  trifling  people  draw  near. 
And  I  shall  be  nobly  attended. 

Were  it  not  for  trifles  a  few. 
That  lately  have  come  into  play 

Hie  men  would  want  something  to  do. 
And  the  women  want  something  to  say. 

What  makes  men  trifle  in  dressing  P 
Because  the  ladies  they  know. 

Admire,  by  often  caressing. 
That  eminent  trifle,  a  beau. 

When  the  lover  his  moments  has  trifled. 

The  trifle  of  trifles  to  gain, 
No  sooner  the  virgin  is  rifled, 

But  a  trifle  shall  part  them  again* 
109  K 
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What  mortal  man  would  bo  able. 
At  Whyte's  half  an  hour  to  ait; 

Or  who  could  beara  tea4able. 
Without  taking  triflea  for  wit. 

The  coort  is  firom  trifles  secore. 
Gold  kejs  are  no  trifles,  we  see ; 

White  rods  are  no  trifles,  I-m  sare« 
Whaterer  theirbearers  may  be. 

But  if  joa  win  go  to  the  place 
Where  trifles  abundantly  bread. 

The  leree  will  show  you  his  grace. 
Makes  promises  triflea,  indeed  1 

A  coach,  with  six  footmen  behind, 
I  oonnt  neither  trifle  nor  sin; 

But  ye  gods  how  dt  do  we  flnd 
A  scandalous  trifle  within  ? 

A  flask  of  champagne,  people  think  it 
A  trifle,  or  something  as  bad. 

But  if  youll  contrive  how  to  diink  it. 
You'll  find  it  no  trifle,  by  gad. 

A  parson's  a  trifle  at  sea, 
A  widow's  a  trifle  in  sorrow ; 

A  peace  is  a  teifle  to-day. 
To  break  it  a  trifle  to-menrow. 

A  Uack  coat  a  trifle  may  cloak. 
Or  to  hide  it  tiie  red  may  endeavour ; 

But  if  onee  the  army  is  broke. 
We  shall  have  more  trifles  than  ever. 

The  stage  is  a  trifle,  they  say. 
The  reason  pray  cury  along, 

Because,  at  eVry  new  play, 
The  house  they  with  trifles  so  throng. 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC  SONQS.  149 


But  with  people's  maUoe  to  trifle. 
Bat  to  set  us  all  on  a  foot. 

The  aathor  of  this  is  a  trifle. 
And  his  song  is  a  triflo  to  boot. 


MISS  FIDDLB-STICK'S-END  AND  HER  THREE 
LOVERS. 

Miss  Fn>DiAsnoK's-Bn>  was  a  sweet  pretty  maid. 

Or  rather  a  to«gh  hmnp-backed  dame. 
But  Miss  Eiddlestiok's-end,  hated  musio,  'tis  said. 

Though  her's  was  a  musioal  name. 
Three  lovers  she  had,  which  she  thought  did  become 

her, 
A  Scotchman,  a  Jew,  and  a  tall  Irish  drummer. 
Who  tried  all  they  could  into  marriage  to  hum  her. 

Sweet  Miss  Fiddlestick's-end. 

With  true  love  for  her-nriches  their  bosoms  were 
warmed. 
But,  not  knowing  the  humourous  jade. 
An  unlucky  intention  each  lover  had  formed. 

To  give  her  a  sweet  serenade. 
Each,  priding  himself  in  his  musical  genius. 
Made  sure  of  obtaining  this  copy  of  Tenus, 
And  all  strove  to  please,  by  their  words  and  demeanours, 
Channing  Miss  Fiddlestick's-end. 

At  the  very  same  hour  on  the  very  same  night 

They'd  fixed  for  this  grand  master  stroke. 
The  moon  herself  laughed  as  she  gave  them  her  light. 

And  the  stars  seemed  to  wink  at  the  joke ; 
When  beneath  their  love's  window  these  sons  of  Apollo, 
The  Jew  on  his  harp,  Sawney's  bag-pipes  did  loiiow, 
But  Pat,  on  his  rub-a-dub  beat  them  all  hollow. 

Oh,  lovely  Miss  Eiddlestick's-end. 
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MiM  FiddQestiok's-end  had  a  Terj  bad  odidf 

And  had  long  since  retired  to  bed ; 
6he  ilept  verj  soond,  as  her  nose  loudly  told. 

But  the  noise  might  have  raised  up  the  dead. 
Bnraged,  she  jumped  oat  in  a  terrible  passion, 
8eised*a  certain  utensil,  in  bed-chamber  fashion. 
And  the  poor  aerenaders  it  quickly  went  dash  on. 

O,  cruel  Miss  iidcHestic'ks-end. 


MAGGIE  LAUDER. 

Wha  wadna  .be  in  love 

Wi'  bonnie  Maggie  Lander  ? 
A  piper  met  her  gaun  to  fife. 

And  speered  what  wast  they  ca'd  her : 
Right  scornfoUy  she  answered  him. 

Begone,  you  hallanshaker ; 
Jog  on  your  gate,  you  bladder-skate, 

My  name  is  Ma^iie  Lacder. 

Maggie,  qneth  he,  and,  by  my  bags, 

Fm  fidging  fain  to  see  thee ; 
Sit  down  by  me,  my  bonnie  bird. 

In  troth  1  winna  steer  thee : 
For  I'm  a  piper  to  my  trade. 

My  name  is  Rob  the  Ranter, 
The  lasses  loupt  as  they  were  dail. 

When  I  blaw  up  my  chanter. 

Piper,  quoth  Meg,  hae  he  your  bags  ? 

Or  is  your  drone  in  order  ? 
If  ye  be  Rob,  Tve  heard  of  yon,— 

Live  you  upon  the  border? 
The  lasses  a%  baith  far  and  near, 

Hae  heard  of  Rob  the  Banter ; 
I'll  shake  my  foot  wi'  right  good  will, 

Gif  ye'll  blaw  up  your  chanter. 
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Then  to  liis  bags  he  flew  wi'  speed, 

Abont  the  drone  he  twisted ; 
Mep;  up  and  waUooh'd  o'er  the  green. 

For  brawly  could  she  frisk  it. 
Weeldone,  quoth  he;  play  up,  quoth  she; 

Weel  bobb'd,  quoth  Rob  the  Ranter; 
*Tis  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed. 

When  I  hae  sic  a  dancer. 

Weel  hae  you  played  your  part,  quoth  Meg 

Your  cheeks  are  like  the, crimson ; 
There's  nane  in  Scotland  plays  sae  weel. 

Since  we  lost  Habby  Sampson. 
I've  lived  in  Fife,  baith  maid  and  wife. 

These  ten  years  and  a  quarter; 
Gin  ye  should  come  to  Anster  fair, 

Speer  ye  for  Maggie  Lander. 


THE  JEW  RAZOR.VEin>ER  AND  RALPH. 

IsB  sing  you  a  whimsical  lay 

'Bout  a  frolic  that  happ'd  in  our  town. 
How  a  Jew  did,  our  last  market  day. 

Take  in  a  poor  country  clown. 
He'd  razors  in  plenty  to  sell. 

Of  their  goodness  he  made  great  comments. 
And  to  make  them  go  off  glib  and  well. 

Cried  a  dozen,  sirs,  for  eighteen  pence. 

Rum  ti  iddity,  &c. 

Od  dang  it,  cried  Ralph,  who  stood  by. 

This  yellow  the  razors  must  steal. 
But,  efaokins,  that's  nothing  to  I,— 

Then  they're  made  of  the  very  best  steel. 
So  instant  he  lugged  out  his  bag. 

In  order  to  purchase  the  lot. 
Then  set  off 'mong  his  neighbours  to  brag 

What  a  woundy  great  bargain  he'd  got. 

Rum  ti  iddity,  &o. 
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ImptttMot  their  metal  te  fry, 

Ralph  galkqiped  swej  to  fak  roem. 
Where,  beeense  he'd  no  other  brush  bj» 

He  lathered  himself  with  a  hroon. 
Then  a  raxnr  h«  took  from  the  reit. 

Bat  his  beard  being  brietlf  anil  blaek. 
His  tool  it  woold  not  ttond  the  teet, 

Tor  the  edge  turned  as  bhmt  as  tiia  badr. 

Rom  ti  iddity,  Jtc. 

In  a  rage  then  he  threir  it  aside. 

And  gromUing  took  op  another: 
But  whoi  to  his  dteek  'twas  applied. 

It  prored  just  as  bad  as  its  brofiier. 
He  stamped  and  he  swore  b'ke  one  mad. 

And  each  rator  he  tried  o*er  and  o*er. 
And  mattered  as  how  he  was  had. 

And  dashed  the  whole  lot  on  the  floor. 

Rom  ti  iddity^  &o. 

This  Moses,  cried  Ralph,  is  a  cheat, 

Bot  Tor  this  he  shaU  sartingtj  paj. 
As  with  him  no  doubt  I  shall  meet 

When  to  market  Ise  carry  oar  hsj. 
As  he  said  so  it  proved  in  the  end. 

For  no  sooner  the  Jew  met  Ids  sight. 
Than  enraged  he  cried,  harkee,  my  friend. 

To  throttle  thee  would  be  but  right. 

Rom  ti  iddity,  kc. 

The  Jew  stared  like  one  m  a  mase^ 

And  cried  oat.  Vat  ish  it  yoa'ro  at  ? 
How  dorst  you  sell  raaors  like  these  ? 

Rosred  onv  Rslph,  cheat,  coma  sanwsr  me  that. 
At  this  Moses  'gan  to  rave. 

How  it  waVt  using  honest  fbUcs  wsU, 
For  the  rasors  were  not  made  to  shaarey 

Ton  my  conscience,  but  only  to  •«U. 

Rum  ti  iddity,  fte. 
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The  mob,  who  the  quarrel  liad  faesrd, 

Agreed  that  the  Jew  wad  a  cheat. 
And  seizing  old  Smooch  by  the  beard. 

Did  him  most  onmeroiM  beat; 
Then  they  rolled  him  in  feathers  and  tar. 

And  set  up  a  horrible  howl. 
When  had  yon  but  seen  un  Ise  swear, 

Yoa'd  a  ta^n  un  for  a  wild  fowL 

Rum  ti  iddity,  8^, 

No  sooner  let  loose  than  he  ran, 

Adzooks,  full  as  swift  as  the  mail, 
Wh^  the  batchers'  dogs  joined  in  the  vun. 

And  followed  as  dose  at  hia  tail. 
Now  my  tale  Ise  conclude  wi'  a  wish^ 

That  those  who  to  cheat  the  poor  try,  sirs. 
May  meet  with  reception  like  this, 

S^tedally  monopolixera. 

Rnmtiiddity,  &o. 


DIGS  SQUIB; 

OS,  AI.L  nr  THB  FAUILT-WAY. 

BiOK  Squib  was  a  man  known  much  better  than  others. 
He'd  two  sisters,  they  say,  and  three  little  brothers; 
The  girls  they  wore  tippets,  high  feathers  and  lockets. 
And  the  poor  little  boys  were  learnt  picking  of  pockets: 
But  Dick  said  he  never  could  teU  why  or  whether 
They  were  parted,  and  should  not  by  rights  be  together^ 
So  this  he  kept  viewing  by  night  and  by  da^,  sirs. 
And  swore  he'd  be  all  in  the  family  way,  sirs. 

"Now  the  sisters  were  dressed  up  like  queens  of  the  land, 

sirs. 
And  were  very  well  known  in  a  place  called  the  Strand, 

(ursj 
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8o»  beeoming  notoriom,  ftncl  stealing  mea*k  liMiia»  an^ 
TlMgOTemnient  tent  them  to  ontlandiah  parts,  sirs. 

Bat  Dick  said  he  nerer,  Ac 

Baft  these  sisters,  sent  oat  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 
Retamed  from,  what's  volgarly  called,  transportatitm : 
Forged  notes  to  some  tone,  went  for  grab  and  wine> 

bottles, 
TQlOld  Bailey's  necklace  was  hong  ronnd  their  throttles. 
Bat  Dick  said  he  never,  Ac. 

Mow  Dick  and  his  brothess  thought  this  a  great  sham^ 

sirs. 
And  swore  judge  and  jory  were  wholly  to  blame,  sirs  ; 
So,  fMuing  the  rope  and  the  knowing  thief-citchers, 
AH  three  have  set  up  and  are  now  body-snatchers. 
And  they  all  say  they  never  could  teQ  why  or  whetho' 
They  were  parted,  and  should  not  by  rights  be  together ; 
So  this  they  kept  viewing  by  night  and  by  day,  sirs. 
While  they  looked  to  the  grave  in  the  family  way,  sirs. 


PHBLIM  CBLARNET. 

Oira  moonshiny  night,  about  two  in  the  morning, 

I  wandered  myself  all  alone  in  the  dark; 
Kot  aoratur  was  with  me  but  Judy,  whose  scorning. 

On  my  poor  little  heart  made  a  visible  mark. 
Then  list  to  my  ditty,  so  dismal  and  pretty; 

0 1  thunder,  if  ever  a  fiction  was  true, 
Tou'U  be  after  declaringmy  case  is  past  bearing. 

So  grating  to  me,  but  divarting  to  you. 

Hy  name,  I  must  tell  you,  is  Phelim  O' Blarney, 
Just  come  all  the  ways  firomthe  town  o'  Traleo, 

My  father  was  bom  by  the  lake  o'  Killarney, 
And  faith,  you  must  know,  he  was  older  than  me. 
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Kor  need  you  to  yronder,  *Ua  not  the  first  Unnder 
That  Nature  has  made  in  a  comical  whim. 

For  sense  might  have  told  her  dad  ne'er  had  been 
older. 
If  Phelim,  his  son,  had  been  born  before  him. 

I've  got  a  fine  hoose  on  the  banks  of  the  Idffey 

That  only  wants  building  to  make  it  complete. 
So  faith  we'll  set  off  for  the  same  in  a  jiffey. 

And  build  a  rare  house  for  our  ancestor's  seat. 
Then,  come,  my  dear  jewel,  no  longer  be  cruel. 

But  let's  scamper  off  without  making  a  din; 
like  gems  in  a  oasket,  well  ride  in  the  basket. 

If  the  coach  be  set  off  'ere  we  get  to  theinn. 

By  Jasus  I  you'll  ne'er  find  me  boasting  and  swelling, 

Upon  my  salvationl  I  hate  such  a  plan  j 
Let  upstarts  and  vapouring  puppies  be  telling 

How  long  their  mean  race  before  Adam's  began. 
Before  the  creation  my  famed  generation. 

Without  e'er  a  soul,  by  themselves  all  alone. 
Invented  potatoes,  whose  worth  now  so  great  is. 

We  Irishmen  caU  'em  roast  beef  without  bone. 

Then  let  us  be  jogging  along  to  our  mansion. 
You  shall  walk  by  my  side,  while  I  follow  before. 

Hy  heart's  so  contracted  by  Cupid's  expansion. 
Though  I've  said  all  I  can,  yet  I'll  tell  you  some 


As  a  hot-burned  cinder  turns  clouts  into  tinder. 
The  flame  of  your  condoct  so  frigidly  j^ows. 

That  it  has,  pretty  orator,  from  Phelim's  good-nature. 
Extracted  a  secret  that  every  one  knows. 

Both  sleeping  and  waking,  still  trembling  and  quaking, 
Nor  noon,  night,  or  morning,  from  dreaming  can  3ceep 

By  myshoul!  and  'tis  vexing,  and  mighty  perplexing. 
So  oft  to  be  waked  'ere  a  body's  asleep. 
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Then  oobm,  my  dear  jewel,  no  longer  be  emd, 
If  jou  pleeae,  we'll  be  maorried  by  old  Father  Cnney, 

Drink  iduBkaj,  and  ang,  and  make  the  air  ring 
With  anoceaa  to  Miss  Judy,  tad  Fhelim  O'BIsmey. 

(Jif  encored.) 
But,  if  wakened  by  yoa  bow»  indeed  it  ia  tnie  ttew, 

A  smile  will  soElend  my  sweet  Jody's  soft  jawa. 
Shell  say,  "  I  cant  choose  now,  indeed  to  reftise  now. 

When  your  own  i^jiy  aslf  thus  meets  with  applanse." 


ALL  FUDGE. 

Son  people  when  they're  ask'd  to  nng^ 

Will  say  they  cannot  try. 
And  swear  they  ne'er  snag  anything;. 
But  that  is  all  my  eye. 

And  that  they  know, 
I  tell  them— tell  them  so. 
lis  f adge,  it  is  aU  fbdgje. 

Your  dttndy  finds  it  diffieiitt,    . 

His  gentle  Toioe  to  raise, 
Bnt  he  might  soon  be  mnncal. 
If  he'd  wUaee  his  riagt. 

Oh  that  they  know^  be, 

Toor  badaf\al  mai^s  aehamed  to  sing. 

And  makes  a  quick  retreat. 
While  aom»  reserve  their  notes ^  toJHghten 

Wi^clanen  in  the  street. 

Oh  that  they  know,  &c. 

Your  butcher  sings  a  cutting  song. 

Then  this  excuse  hell  make  : 
He  trusts  you  will  forgive  him. 

Since  he's  at  his  iaei  eteak. 

Oh  that  they  know,  Jbc 
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Your  taolor's  song  k  wperfhu; 

The  olerk  scms  up  his  notsg; 
Th#  viatiier  sings,  "  0*  Mnp  §m  trine. 

We  wish  to  wet  our  throats.*' 

Ohthatth«5rknow,&c. 

Now  I  am  not  partionlar, 
I  ring  without  excuse  ; 
And  you  will  well  know  what  to  sing. 
If  ever  I  lefose. 

Oh  yes,  I  know. 
You'd  tell  me— tell  me  so, 
»Ti8  ftidge,— it  is  all  fudge. 

Now  many  folks  with  dainty  songs. 

Are  pregnant  it  is  sud ; 
So  if  you  pass  them  by,  egad. 

You'll  send  them  cross  to  bed. 

Oh  that  they  know,  &c. 

Now  I  haye  summM  up  thi»  aoconnt. 

My  aim  yon  plainly  see; 
I'm  glad  rye  just  come  to  the  end. 

And  yoall  be  glad  as  me. 

Ob  that  they  know,  Ac. 


SAID  A  STEAK  TO  A  CHOP. 

▲  FASOnT. 

Said  a  steak  to  a  chop. 

On  a  hook  in  my  shop, 
Tm  the  dog-days  and  yery  hot  weather. 

Dear  chop,  it  is  dear. 

If  we  long  tarry  here. 
We  shall  certainly  melt  both  together. 
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Said  tlie  chop  firom  the  champ. 

To  the  rteak  from  the  romp. 
Unlets  there's  ft  change  in  the  weathar, 

Lorelj  steak,  I  agree. 

In  a  mesa  we  shall  be. 
And  of  kitchen-stuff  made  both  together. 

Oh,  then  with  a  sigh. 

Midst  sweet  sound  /'  what  d'ye  bay  P** 
Said  the  steak  to  the  chop,  with  emotion, 

A  long  or  short  six  , 

In  some  sareall  to  fix. 
Will  at  last  be  oar  doom,  I've  a  notion. 


I  AM  A  LAD  WELL  KNOWN  IN  TOW^ 

I  AM  a  lad  well  known  in  town. 

For  friendship,  mirth,  and  fun. 
Among  the  fair,  Mie  black,  the  brown. 

My  daily  coarse  I  ran ; 
I  chat  with  Bet,  1  toy  with  Sail, 

I  dance  with  Eate  and  Sae ; 
My  part  I  play  with  ev'ry  girl. 

So  fond  of  something  new. 
To  kiss  and  keep  it  ap's  my  aim. 

For  I'm  a  roving  blade ; 
Tom  Bowling  is  my  saucy  name, 

A  rover  I  by  trade ; 
Shall  drowsy  watchmen  me  perplex. 

That  ramble  through  the  town  P 
I  love  my  bottle  and  the  sex. 

They  all  my -sorrows  drown. 

Then  bring  me  bowls  of  gen'roos  wine. 
And  pledge  me  with  the  same ; 

Since  life's  a  jest,  I'll  ne'er  repine. 
Despair's  an  empty  nunc : 


tized  by  Google 


COMIC   SONGS.  159 

The  fay'rite  catch,  the  sprightly  glee, 

That  pleasing  scenes  impart, 
In  flowing  numbers  welcome  me. 

And  cheer  the  merry  heart. 


THB  MONSTBOUS  HOENS  AT  HIGH-GaTE. 

Johkut,  the  footman,  a  nice  yonng  blade. 

Fell  in  lore  with  the  waitdng  maid,  Nancy; 
He  vowed  and  he  swore,  bnt  his  promise  betrayed, 

For  John  canght  his  mistress's  fancy ; 
Kancy  whimpered,  and  told  him  her  faith  he'd  abused. 

But  Johnny  passed  her  with  a  shy  gait ; 

And  Johnny  the  maid  for  the  mistress  refused. 

Because  he'd  been  sworn  at  Highgate, 

By  the  monstrous  horns  at  Highgate ! 

And  Johnny  the  maid  for  the  mistress,  &c. 

John  married  his  mistress,  to  fatten  his  purse. 

And  happy  he  was  he  could  get  her. 
But  found  that  she  soon  turned  out  for  the  worse. 

And  feared  that  she'd  never  grow  better.  • 
Some  call  marriage  a  portion,  and  others  apill. 

And  with  Johnny  it  had  but  a  wry  gait ; 
For  he  found  'twas  a  tug  up  a  very  high  hill. 

As  steep  as  the  hill  at  Highgate. 

As  the  monstrous  hill,  &c. 

Many  folks  have  strange  fancies,  and  so  Johnny's  spouse 

Of  her  husband  grew  tired  in  a  twinkling ; 
And  as  accidents  happen  in  every  house, 

For  another  she  caught  a  strong  inkling ; 
So,  Nancy  avenging  for  all  Johnny's  scorns. 

Her  husband  she  gave  the  go-by  gait. 
And,  for  legacy,  left  him  a  large  pair  of  ns,bor 

As  big  as  the  horns  at  Highgate, 

ITho  monstrous,  &o« 
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THE  QITACKS. 

Ov  qnaddng  sod  qtucks  let  u  sing, 

Sinoe  both  of  them  so  much  aboand, 
Kot  confined  to  the  medical  string. 

Bat  ^plying  to  every  roond. 
The  moimtebank,  monnting  his  rostrum, 

Pretmding  to  give  his  advice, 
£«  pregt  on,  $<m  all  wUh  hi$  nottrum, 

like  GrimaDdn,  devouring  the  mice. 
Tol  de  rol  lol,  tol  de  rol  lol,  tol  de  rol  lol,  ftc. 

Physicians,  when  yotmg,  make  pretanse. 

On  patients  experiments  try, 
Expo^mioe  akme  giv&  them  aenae, 

The  aflUoted,  by  eftouM,  hve  or  die : 
Bat,  ahonld  even  tiie  worst  prove  the  case. 

The  widow  oan*t  call  him  a  fool. 
He'll  protest,  with  affected  grimace. 

That  he  hiUsd  quite  according  to  rule, 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Now  qoacking  io  wUMy  has  gwwn. 
Each  phis  tiiat  yoa  meet  in  the  street, 
Kot  dabbles  in  physio  alone, 
AH  are  qaacks  now  a-days  that  we  meet; 

The  ooortier'B  a  qoaek  I  dtoclare. 
Poor  Britain's  disease  to  explore 

He  tries,  bat  resigns  np  the  care. 
And  leaves  her  much  worse  than  before. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

The  patriot  too  yom  may  see. 

Is  a  qaaok  in  politioal  stail^ 
For  the  noise  that  he  makes,  slip  a  fee. 

And  yoa'U  find  tiiat  he's  sUent  enough; 
The  lawyer,  he  qoaoks  with  his  brief. 

For  cUent,  whose  pocket's  well  lined,; 
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Bat,  instead  of  yoar  gaining  relief^ 
A  speedj  conmntption  jou'll  find. 

Tol  do  tol,  &c. 

Divinity  qnaoks  are  a  crowd. 

Undermining  religion  like  moles ; 
And,  canting  their  nonsense  alond, 

lake  Crispin,  wonid  cobble  your  souls; 
The  soldier's  a  surgical  quack. 

He  dimisily  opens  your  veins. 
And  with  pUla  made  of  lead,  in  a  crack. 

He'll  quickly  remove  all  your  paSns. 

Tol  de  rol,  &o 

The  lord,  too,  hypaUni,  a  qnwK 

Prescribes  the  politaoal  race  ; 
Yet  for  all  the  fine  clothes  on  his  back, 

Kjoekey  yoa  read  in  his  face. 
E'en  the  barber,  who  lathers  your  skin, 

A-quacking  he  speedily  «cad8 : 
"EatpoUtice  eager,  your  cMn, 

lAke  the  nation  he  leaoee  in  fh»  aude, 

Tol  de  rol,  &o. 

Poor  Britain !  I  pity  thy  case. 

Each  quack  at  tl^  purse  has  a  pull. 
For  the  needy,  the  rich,  and  the  great. 

Save  aplmk  at  the  eimple  John  Suits 
But,  if  you  would  take  my  advice. 

No  longer  continue  an  elf. 
Dismiss  ail  those  quacks  in  a  trice. 

And  hereafter  preserve  for  yonrsdf . 

Ted  de  rol,  &c. 


THE  SHORT  MAN. 

BwBXT  gentlefolks,  pray  list  to  me, 
I'll  not  detain  you  long ; 
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For  as  1  am  bat  $hoH  yon  see. 

Why  9hort  shall  be  my  sonf . 
Oar  joys  are  tkortt  and  §hoH  oar  Ufe. 

And  »hort  shoald  bo  delay » 
Bo  I  espoased  a  nice  short  wife. 

All  on  the  akorte$t  day. 

Fal  lal  lal  U,  &c 

So  Aori  oar  ooartship  was,  I  vow. 

So  soon  her  heart  I  caaght. 
Says  I,  *  My  dear/  and  made  a  bow, 

<  We'U  cut  the  matter  short  i 
I're  known  yoa  only  tiiree  thort  days* 

Will  yoa  my  spoosee  be. 
If  not  TH  shortly  go  my  ways/ 

*  Ko,  don't,  my  love,'  says  she. 

Fallalhilla,&c. 

The  chorch  was  bat  a  tihort  way  of^ 

In  short,  the  knot  was  tied. 
Midst  muiy  a  laagh,  and  jeering  scoff. 

At  me  and  my  short  bride-; 
Oar  honeymoon  was  shorty  o'er. 

My  ears  with  noise  soon  rang, 
I  wished  my  wife,  like  nlany  more. 

Had  got  a  shorter  tongae. 

Fal  lal  lal  la,  &c . 

Short  reck'nings  will  long  friend^ps  bind. 

Fray,  note  the  book,  so  gay. 
His  mem'rys  short,  you'll  often  find. 

When  long  bills  are  to  pay ; 
Their  cAor^ake  clients  lawyers  pose. 

In  their  qaeer  short-hBtad  way ; 
Pedestrians,  with  short  repose. 

Will  walk  both  night  and  day. 

Fal  lal  lal  la,  &c. 
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Short  sighted  we  mcut  aU  appear. 

If  we  would  stylish  be ; 
For  though  an  object  be  quite  near. 

We  can't,  without  this,  see. 
A  «Jlerf<rat  road  to  fame,  we  know. 

Have  Britons  often  found. 
In  euthng  ihori  the  daring  A>e| 

On  this  or  foreign  ground. 

Fsl'IalMIa,&c. 


THB  TTPFLING  PHILOSOFHSRS. 

DiOGurss,  surly  and  proud. 

Who  snarled  at  the  Maoedon  youth. 
Delighted  in  wine  that  was  good. 

Because  in  good  wine  there  is  truth ; 
But»  growing  as  poor  aa  a  Job, 

And  unable  to  purchase  a  flash. 
He  chose  for  his  mansion  » tub. 

And  lived  by  the  scent  of  the  cask. 

Heraditns  would  nerer  deny 

A  bumper  to  cherish  his  heart. 
And,  when  he  was  maudlin,  would  cry. 

Because  he  had  emptied  his  quart. 
Though  some  were  so  foolish  to  think 

He  wept  at  men^s  folly  and  Ticee, 
Twas  only  his  custom  to  drink 

Till  the  liquor  ran  out  at  his  eyes. 

Demooritns  always  was  glad 
To  tipple  and  cherish  his  sool ; 

Wottld  laugh  like  a  man  that  was  mad 
When  over  a  jcdly  full  bowl. 

While  his  cellar  with  wine  was  wcH  stored 
His  liquor  he'd  mciTily  quaif, 

109  u 
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And,  when  ha  was  drank  m  »  lord. 
At  tlKMe  who  were  sober  he*d  Uogh. 

Oopenuoos,  too,  like  the  rest, 
Beliefed  there  wss  wisdom  in  wioe. 

And  knew  that  a  cop  of  the  best 

With  wine  1^  replenished  his  Teins, 
Hade  reason  the  brighter  to  shine  : 
And  made  his  philosophy  reel. 

Then  fimcied  the  worid,  as  his  brainsu 
Turned  round  like  a  ohsriot-wheel. 

Aristotle,  that  master  of  arts. 

Had  been  but  a  dance  without  wine. 
For  what  we  ascribe  to  his  parts. 

Is  doe  to  the  juice  of  the  yine : 
His  belly,  some  authors  agree. 

Was  as  big  as  a  watering  trough. 
He,  therefore,  leaped  into  the  sea. 

Because  he'd  have  liquor  enough. 

When  Pyrrho  had  taken  a  glsss. 

He  saw  that  no  object  appeared 
Exactly  the  same  as  it  was 

Before  he  had  liquored  his  beard ; 
'For  things  running  round  in  his  drink 

Which,  sober,  he  motionless  found. 
Occasioned  the  sceptic  to  think 

There  was  nothing  of  truth  to  be  found. 

Old  Flato  was  reckoned  divine. 

Who,  wisely,  to  virtue  was  prone. 
But,  had  it  not  been  for  good  wine. 

His  merits  had  never  been  known. 
By  wine  we  are  generous  made. 

It  ftirnishes  Fancy  with  wings ; 
Without  it,  we  ne'er  should  have  had 

Philosophers,  poets,  or  kings. 
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WHAT  DOES  IT  SIGNIFY! 

Thb  world  it  goeii  round. 

And  the  people  go  mad : 
When  good  can't  be  found. 
We  must  put  up  with  bad : 
Go  things  aa  they  will,  I  ne'er  mind  'em. 
But  take  'em  all  just  as  I  find  *em. 
For  what  does  it  signify  P 

Yon  staroh-Iooking  folks. 

Who  shrog  with  grimace 
At  practical  jokes. 
Or  a  thing  ont  of  place, 
Are  monstrously  troublesome  creatures ; 
I  laugh,  while  tiiey  screw  up  their  featured,  <- 
For  what  does  it  signify  P 

A  Ught  heart  must  win, 

All  must  allow  that ; 
Gloom  grunts  and  grows  thin. 
Mirth  laughs  and  grows  fat : 
Your  sour  crabbed  folks  are  mere  mar^rrs. 
And  tuok  themselves  up  in  their  garters, — 
But  what  does  it  signifyP 


I  SHALL  EVER  BEMEMBEB  YOUB  NOSE. 

A  KAir  and  his  wife 

Lived  together  in  strife. 
Though  they  wanted  for  nothing,  I  say ; 

But  still  this  said  wife 

Led  him  such  a  life 
About  rings,  for  to  make  her  look  gay. 
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Urn  man,  on  raj  life. 

He  did  modi  lore  his  wife. 
And,  to  wear,  ehe  hsd  plenty  of  things; 

Yet  this  very  man^ 

Define  it  iHio  esn. 
Had  a  wonderooa  objection  to  rings. 

Tbl  de  xol  do  rol,  fte. 

**Ton  brate,"  cried  the  wife, 

**  Some  fine  rings,  <m  my  Ufe, 
I  will  have,  though  I  pawn  all  my  dothos;** 

Hepasaionate  got» 

80  hard  was  her  lot. 
That  he  gave  her  some— wrings  d  the  nose. 

She  sang,  «  Oh,  my  nose  l" 

AS  he  pidled  I  saj^KMe, 
**  Why,  yoQ  used  not  to  do  thesa  here  thlngsi^ 

Bat  he  kept  tagging  on^ 

Tillwifey  began 
erjring,  "DMry,  I  wiaaiM  men  ri^gs.*' 

ToL  ^  Kd  de  rol^  &c. 

Then  he  let  her  nose  go^ 

But  she  saidrit  was  low 
Thos  to  ose  a  poor  woman  so  rough. 

Said  he,  "  KeTor  mind, 

I'll  stUl  ose  you  kind. 
If  one  ring  on  your  flnges^s  enough! 

But,  if  it  is  not, 

I  deelare,  'tis  jour  lot. 
Though  you  dress  in  the  gayest  of  clothoa. 

When  on  rings  you  inaiat, 

I'll  open  mj  fiat. 
And  shall  eier  lenomber  you  nose." 

Tol  do  vol  de  rol*  &c. 
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PEWTER  POTS. 

Why,  Eoondq,  this  can  never  be  borne. 

My  pots  the  rogues  never  restore ; 
They're  stolen  at  night  and  at  mom. 

They're  stolen  before  my  own  door. 
Ah !  well-a-day,  lack-a-day,  dismal  day,  oh ! 

Each  pot  cost  me  fhll  eightoen.pence. 
Of  the  very  beat  pewtor  'twas  made, 

'Twas  scoured  twice  a  week,  and,  fromthenee, 
Shone  as  bright  as  the  best  in  the  trade. 

Ah!  well-A-da.y,&o, 

My  pot-boy's  the  pride  of  my  tap. 
My  pot-boy's  the  pride  of  my  kitohen. 

He  knocks  up  maids  with  such  a  rap. 
And  calls  "pots!"  with  a  voice  so  bewitebing. 
Ah !  well-a-duy,  &o. 

Mrs.  Bounce  is  a  dear  charming  woman, 

A  neat,  tidy,  notable  body; 
A  better  wife  never  had  no  man. 

To  mix  up  •  i^ass  of  gin-toddy. 

Ah!  well-a-day,  &o. 

Half-a-dozen  young  Bounces  she's  brought, 

No  children  had  ever  wits  quicker  ; 
So  well  by  their  dad  they've  been  taught, 

They  can  all  draw  a  pot  of  good  liquor. 

Ah  1  well-a-day,  &o. 

Bat  what  signifies  this  or  t'othei^  P 

(If  I'm  not  rained  may  I  be  shot!) 
For,  how  can  I  keep  child  or  mother 

If  I  cannot  keep  one  pewter-pot  P 

Ah!  well -a- day,  &o. 


Digitized  by  Google 


168  COMIC  80NG3. 

To  the  ministry  straight  will  I  post; 

They  hare  wisdom  and  yigonr  onited. 
When  I UH  'em  the  pota  I  hare  lost. 

Sure  the  goTemment  will  see  me  righted. 

Ah!  well-a-day,  &e. 


WHILB  I  TOUCH  THE  8TBING. 

L  PAIODT  OV  OOKMOir  8XVSB  AMD  eSKIUS. 

Whils  I  tonoh.  the  string. 

Wreathe  my  so<mce  with  laorel. 
For  the  tale  I  sing, 

Has  behind  a  moral. 
Sense  and  Gteniua  hight. 

In  a  mood  so  merry. 
Went  out,  by  gas  light, 

A  la  Tom  and  Jerry. 

While  I  touch,  &c. 

Mr.  Sense  went  on. 

Many  flash-ooves  chaffing 
Genius  lagged  along 

Hodge's  brilliant  quaffing. 
One  near  $ht%eed  hU  god. 

With  the  potent  fluid. 
T'other  lushed  the  moU, 

And  soon  his  hlwU  all  flew  did. 

While  I  touch,  Ac. 

On  tiiey  went  until 

They  reached  the  Garden-market, 
Mr.  Sense  stood  still. 

But  Geniua  he  must  lark  it. 
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Ope  now  mingled  'mong 

The  rabble-throng  before  him. 
T'other  rushed  headlong, 

And  would  be  eharleysfiwring. 

While  I  touch,  &o. 

How  the  d(yiDn  core  laughed. 

When  safe  firom  the  squabble^ 
Left  the  youth  so  daft, 

In  a  precious  hobble. 
Sense  went  home  to  bed. 

The  Charleys  Genius  fixt  on. 
Lagged  him  'fore  the  hecik. 

Who  sent  him  down  to  Brixton. 

While  I  touch,  &o. 


SUCH  AN  ACTOR  I  DID  GROW- 

Whbv  I  war  •  little  boj^ 

And  used  to  stump  the  8od» 
At  oar  Tillage  of  Hog^i  Norton, 

They  called  me  Tony  Ood. 

Bach  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &c. 

I  being  thought  a  lad  of  parts, 

A  diamond  of  the  age. 
Dad  clapt  I  on  the  Lonnun  coach. 

To  bring  me  on  the  stage. 

Such  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &o. 

I  went  before  the  manager, 

Wbo  my  appearance  lack'd. 
And  ax'd  me,  being  a  lad  o'  parts, 

What  parts  I'd  like  to  act  P 

Such  an  actor  I  did  grow,  Ac. 
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Why.  pleMe  yoo,  iB«M«av,  vli  I, 

Votbing  to  ine  e^«r  Mmes  ■»!■» 
I  oan  plaj  tiie  ^etjr  devO. 

Booh  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &e. 

A  piece  was  wnfte  expn&ataSij 

Ibr  mj  attempt  to  make  in; 
And  it  was  called  the  baeon^Htr-^ 

No^it  was  a  Frier  Bacon, 

8och  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &o. 

I  Salt  an  omr  flB^ttffied, 
And'at  flrtt  to  a^petir  was  loth; 

And  manager  said  I  was  down-hearted, 
Tlumgh  mj  heart  was  in  mf  month. 

finch  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &c, 

Bolrl  moitered  somehow  courage  up 
yrhm  I  heard  the  peaple  shout; 

And  going  op  to  make  a  bow, 
I  lUl  down,  and  bMke  mj  anotit. 

Boeh  an  actor  1  did  gttiw,  &e, 

I  once  playM  Hany  with  King  Diek, 

Who  stuck  I  in  a  fit. 
And  bdk>wed  out,  '*  Down,  down  to  heil  I*' 

When  IroOed  into  the  ^ 

Soeh  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &c. 

But  on  the  woiid's  eoctensive  sta^je. 

White's  maiqr  diolliah  dogs, 
The  beet  of  spouting  I  con  luu 

Is  how  to  ip<mi  my  togs. 

finch  an  actor  I  did  grow,  &c. 
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MASTEB  FBOST  jLSrD  MISS  SNOW. 


SuroB  marriage  is  deemed  a  great  pleasure. 

And  the  happiest  station  in  life. 
Then  who  bnt  would  have  snch  a  treasure, 
A  companion,  a  fHend,  and  a  wifb  P 

Both  diikes,  lords,  and  oommons. 

Obey  Love's  sommons. 
And  to  Hymen's  blest  altar  they  go : 

Bnt  strange  names  we  find. 

That  to  wed  are  inclined. 
Master  Frost  «id  the  charming  SOss  Snow. 

In  winter  thdy  travel,  Tm  told. 

And  con^anions  together  they  go. 
But  the  lady  thought  Frost  was  too  bold. 
For  he  wanted  to  roll  in  the  Snow. 

His  heart  melted,  they  say, 

like  an  icicle  away. 
To  find  his  intentions  so  crost : 

lake  an  ague,  then,  he  shook. 

And  he  gave  the  inaid  a  look.; 
IGsa  Snow  did  the  same  to  Master  Frost. 

A  rival  there  was  to  this  match. 

Who  wanted  to  find  out  a  flaw; 
To  their  virtue  some  blame  he  attached. 
And  this  enemy  was  called  Master  Thaw, 

They  grew  warm  at  his  name, 

And  each  thought  the  same. 
If  he  conquered  they  surely  were  lost; 

But  tkey  soon  made  him  me. 

And  without  more  ado. 
Miss  Snow  beeame  a  part  of  Mr.  Frost. 
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This  ooaplo  did  some  months  in  the  yoar 

Tery  oonst&nt  to  each  atiiet  prove; 
When,  lo  1  wicked  Thaw  did  appear. 
Who  sedaced  Mrs.  Frost  from  her  love. 

They  then  crossed  the  sea. 

Frost  followed,  they  say. 
And  'twas  tiionght  all  the  party  were  lost : 

But  his  wife  he  did  recover. 

And  on  Christmas-day  came  over 
From  the  corth,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frost. 


BABGLAY  AND  PEREHrS'S  DRAYMAN. 

Kbab  Southwark-bridge,  on  the  Sqrrey-side, 

lived  a  wid(>w  who  mnoh  did  lack  man. 
Her  lily-white  hand  she'd  long  denied 

To  one  John  Brown,  a  Uaok  man ; 
This  John  Brown  stack  to  her  tight, 

Her  heart  was  another  way,  man ; 
Her  thoughts  by  day,  and  dreams  l^  night. 

Were  on  one  of  Barclay's  and  Perkins's  draymen ! 

This  drayman  was  more  than  six  feet  high, 

A  proper  great  broad-backed  ntan ; 
She  thought  him  best,  her  reason  why. 

He  was  twice  as  big  as  the  black  man ! 
His  face  was  like  the  AiU  moon  just  'rose. 

More  like  a  priest  than  a  layman ; 
The  eyes  they  sparkled,  and  so  did  the  nose. 

Of  Barclay  and  Perkins's  drayman. 

The  black  was  a  footman,  and  wore  a  cooked  hat 
Of  dressing  he  had  the  knack,  man; 

Round  his  neck  was  a  white  cravat. 
That  set  off  the  face  of  the  black  man ; 
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At  the  shape  of  his  legs  he  looked  with  pride. 
Though  thej  had  no  shape  to  display,  man ; 

And  he  looked,  when  he  grinned,  with  his  mouth  so 
wide, 
As  if  he  could  swaUow  the  drayman. 

This  black  man.  Brown,  did  not  despair. 

He  was  a  decent  clack  man. 
And  said,  **  Me  know  dat  my  face  not  fair, 

Dat'a  cause  me  such  a  black  man ; 
But  black  nor  white  finger  can't  feel. 

In  de  dark  dis  all  one  ^ne  man; 
He  tink  me  mush  great  more  genteel, 

Dan  Barglay  Berkins's  drayman." 

Says  she,  **We  never  can  make  a  mi^tch. 

Yourself,  you  off  may  pack,  man, 
I  should  think  I'd  got  in  the  arms  of  Old  Scratch, 

If  I  went  to  bed  with  a  black  man." 
Says  he,  *'  O,  scatch  dat  out  of  your  head, 

Dow  my  colour  is  black,  I'm  a  gay  man. 
You'd  fin  it  worser  to  go  to  bed 
^  Wid  Barglay  Berkin's  drayman." 

Says  she,  **  IS  truly  my  mind  I  tells, 

I  don't  wish  your  feelings  to  rack,  man. 
But  really  there  is  such  nasty  smells. 

What  comes  firom  erery  black  man, 
You  can't  think  how  my  nose  it  pains. 

Though  I  turns  it  another  way,  man.** 
Says  Brown,  "  Dan't  so  bad  as  de  stink  of  de  grains 

From  Barglay  Berkins'a  drayman." 

Ti^  of  the  devil,  he*s  sure  to  come; 

The  door  at  that  i^oment  flew  back,  man. 
There  stood  the  drayman,  all  so  glum. 

And  he  looked  quite  blue  at  the  blRk  man; 
••That  there  lady,"  says  he,  "is  free. 
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If  •helikw  to  Iwre  you  she  mmj,  mma. 
Bat  don't  you  oome  here  to  ten  lies -iboift  me,** 
Siji  Budaj  ani  Perk^'B  dnyman. 

Poor  Mr.  BroKm  wm  pttriied. 

His  oonrAge  went  not  to  omdo  bade,  man ; 
Ue  sighed  and  groaned,  and  eofUy  cried, 

**  Me  wish  me  iran*d  a  Ua^  num.** 
Hit  eyes  did  toSi,  and  his  tee&  did  grin. 

Says  she,  **  Ton  may  go  yonr  way,  man  !** 
**  And  don't  let  me  catdi  yon  here  agin," 

Said  Barclay  and  Perldmfs  drayman. 


THB  BANDY  BSA17. 

Whi^s  that  skipping  to  and  fro  P 
Hid-4y»  hod-4y.  Dandy  Bean. 

Bye*glass  readty 

For  eadi  lady. 
And  e-leganee  to  show— 
Hid-dy*  hod-^,  are  yon  tiiero  ? 
How  yon  make  the  la<dies  atara; 

See  they  smile  no% 

All  the  while  now, 
Hod-dy*  dandy,  oh  bewAre! 

Still  th^  wonder,  stSl  they  gase 
What  can  so  ttie  huUes  please  P 
Now  I  have  it, 
'Tishiseravat, 
Tied  so  nice  with  taste  and  ease; 
S^pieesed  up  tight  in  stays,  he  triea 
To  attract  the  ladies  eyes— 
fiid-dy,  hod'dy, 
Dan^y  body. 
You  woVt  do,  you're  npt  the  aiae. 
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Every  day  he  changes  Glothe»« 
Hid-dj,  hod-dy,  flirtjng  goes ; 
AU  frivolity. 
Aping  qni^ty,. 
LUlipntian  prince  of  beaaz! 
Stature  under  five  feet  two  I 
Hid-dy,  hod-dy,  stmts  to  woo— 
Vastly  mky,, 
Tight  and  pretty^ 
Hii^^eeled  hoots,  but  all  wtt'n^'t  do. 

Hod-dy,  dandy,  modem  beaut 
Can  yon  tempt  the  ht^es  so  ? 
Tip  of  fashion. 
Raising  passion. 
As  yon  haunt  them  to  and  tro, 
f^menading  through  the  streets, 
Hid-dy,  hod-dy,  when  he  meets 
Little  misses, 
Fantff  tor  kisses. 
As  their  jeering  smiles  he  mee^s. 

At  the  concert  or  the' play, 
Hid-dy,  hod-dy,  stmts  so  gay. 
Box  or  lattice,, 
All  his  chat  is, 
«*  Charming  'pon  my  soul,  he,  he  :** 
How  it  makes  me  laogh  to  aee, 
Feeohed  upon  a  lady's  knee, 
Hid-dy,  hod-dy. 
Little  body. 
Ha,  ha»  ha^  ha».  h^  he,,  he. 


1  BEQ  YOU  WO*irT  DO  THAT. 

I  BATB  a  simple  tale  to  teO, 
And  yet  of  some  import ; 
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And,  therefore,  hope  you'll  mind  it  woIU 

Kor  torn  it  into  sport : 
A  joung  m«n  wooe  me  ni?ht  And  day. 

And  thinks  I  heed  his  chst; 
O,  no  I— but  then,  don't  teU  him,  prayj 

I  heg  you  wo*n't  do  that. 

The  fool  is  erer  at  my  call. 

And  where  I  am,  will  be ; 
Nay,  should  my  fan  or  thimble  foll» 

Must  ^ck  it  up  for  me. 
Was  erer  proud  man  brought  so  low. 

Such  trifling  to  be  at? 
Sure  not!— but  then,  don't  teU  him  so ; 

I  beg  you  wo'n't  do  that. 

The  artftd  creature's  bought  a  ring. 

And  says,  I  know  what  for; 
But  this  I  tell  the  silly  thing, 

"  All  bondage  I  abhor." 
And,  as  for  marriage,  no,  no,  no. 

He  shall  not  catch  me  at ; 
But  then,— O  pray,  don't  tell  him  so ; 

I  beg  yon  wo'n't  do  that. 


OLD  SNOB'S  NEVER  OUT  OP  HIS  WAY! 

What  a  rare  seat  of  work  in  the  world  so  wide 

For  a  gemman  of  my  low  callii^. 
Where  many  a  clumsy,  cobbling  job 

Young  cobblers  job  their  awl  in: 
And  so  many  soles  are  there  to  mend. 

That  put  things  right  together; 
As  sure  as  a  gun,  mankind  and  their  shoes 

Are  bHI  one  sort  of  leather. 
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Then,  gentle  and  simple,  and  ragged  and  flue. 

Come  hither,  kind  onstomers  all, 
Tve  a  cnrions  nob,  for  a  cobbling  job. 

As  ever  popt  ont  of  a  stall : 
"With  awhew-ew-ew!  andawhew-ew-ewt 

Or  a  tal  de  ral,  larral  lal  lar-y— 
I  can  make  my  ends  meet,  in  the  stall  ortho  street. 

For  old  snob's  never  ont  of  his  way  ! 

A  lawyer,  d'ye  mind,  is  a  seal-skin  shoe. 

And  fastens  as  tight  as  any ; 
A  doctor's  a  clog,  that  mending  spoils. 

And  is  seldom,  at  last,  worth  a  penny. 
An  alderman  is  an  old  goaty  shoe, 

'I  hat  yon  never  can  shape  into  fashion ; 
And  a  bishop's  a  shoe  of  a  shining  black. 

That  incessantly  lacks  translation. 
Then  lawyer,  or  doctor,  or  parson,  oroit. 

Come  hither  &c. 

The  Bnssians  are  buskins,  lined  with  bear-skin. 

And  the  Tnrks  have  a  bear-skin  binding; 
The  Poles'  upper   leathers  are  damaged  and  thin. 

And  they're  worn  to  the  welts  by  grinding ; 
The  Patch  are  old  flshing-boots,  greasy  and  thick. 

But  they're  aseftil  on  sea  or  ashore,  sir ; 
And  the  French  are  new  shoes— that  is  qoite  autre 
cho$e 
Than  ever  they  were  before,  sir. 
Then  Hollander,  Polander,  Russian,  orTurk. 
Come  hither,  &c. 

Then,  since  there's  plenty  of  work  abroad. 
Ay,  and  cobblers  more  than  are  wanted. 

Let  no  foreign  cobblers  posh  their  ends 
Wh«re  an  Englishman's  awl  is  plantcilt 
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Be  the  diOM  tliAft  idve  pain  to  the  8trQ|||i|r  broQght, 

That's  xaj  tboaght— 'What  think  jon,  sir  ? 
And  while  trerj  Briton's  an  easy  old  shoe, 
Maj  the  land  be  ne'er  measured  for  new,  sir. 

and  simplo,  and  ragged,  and  fine, 
Conie  hither,  &o. 


-^ 


THE  MASQUBBADBS  { 

OB,  «HX  WQB]J>  AB  IS  WIQS. 

Ysflata,  sharps,  and  mmones,  idiomakaop  this  bother. 
Who  gape  aadstare,Jast]ike  atookpigs,  at  each  other. 
Am  mirror^  whereii^  at  foU  length  do  appear 
Your  follies  reflected  so  aj^sh,  and  queer, 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Attend,  while  I  eimfft^haw,  fii  ev*f7  statlitt, 
ICaasqoerading  is  practised  thronghont  ererj  nation, 
Some  mask  for  mere  pleasmre,  bat  many  we  know. 
To  lidc  in  the  f^ime,  ftOse  frees  wfli  ekow, 

Toldaiol^Ac. 

Twig  eonnaaUon  Jabbering  'boot  ^istiee  afnd  law, 
Ceaae  greasing  their  flata,  and  they'll  soon  oeaao  their 

And  patriots  *hoak freedom  wiU  kick  npa  riot, 
TiU  thdr.enda  are  all  gained,  and  their  jmts  then  are 
qoiet. 

Tol  de  rel,  &c. 

Twigmethodist  phizzes,  with  mask  sanotimonious; 
Their  rigs  prove  to  justice  that  their  phiz  is  emmeona ; 
Twig  lank  jaws,   the  miser,  that  skin-flint  old  elf  j 
From  his  long  phiz  who'd  thick  that  ho'd  got  the  pdf  F 
Tol  de  rol,  &o. 
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Twig  levees,  they're  made  up  of  time  tarvinffUceBi 
WithfawniDg  or  flattering  for  interest  or  places; 
And  ladies  appear,  too,  at  court,  andelsewliere, 
Inborrowed  complexions,  false  shapes,  and  false  hair. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c, 

*.►• 
Twig  clargjfTnen—hvt  as  there  needs  no  more  proof,'* 
Hy  chant  I  eonclude$,  and  shall  now  pad  the  hoof; 
80,  nobles  and  gents,  lug  your  counterfeits  out; 
I'll  take  brums  or  cut  ones,  and  thank  you  to  boot, 

Tol  de  roli  &o. 


NETS  AND  CAGES. 

CoHB,  listen  to  my  story,  while 
Tour  needle's  task  you  ply— 
At  what  I  sing,  some  maids  will  smile^ 

While  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh. 
Though  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blames 

Such  florid  songs  as  ours, 
ret  Truth,  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames. 
Can  speak  her  thoughts  by  flowers! 
Then,  listen,  maids,  come,  listen,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply. 
At  what  I  sing  there's  some  may  smile. 
While  some,  perhaps,  will  sigh! 

Young  Chloe,  bent  on  catching  loves» 

Such  nets  had  learned  to  frame. 
That  none  in  all  our  vales  and  groves 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game ! 
While  gentle  Sue,  less  giv'n  to  roam. 

When  Chloe's  nets  were  taking 
These  flights  of  birds,  sat  still  at  home. 

One  small  neat  love-cage  making  ! 
109  ic  Come  listen,  maids,  &c* 
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Modi  ChkM  laogbed  at  Soun'a  tesk. 

But  mark  how  things  went  on» 
These  light-eanftht  loTet— ere  yon  oonld  ask 

Their  name  and  age— were  gone. 
60  weak  poor  Cbloe's  nets  were  wore. 

That,  thongh  she  charmed  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  yonngest  love 

Was  able  to  break  throngh  them. 

Come,  listra,  maidi,  ite. 

Meanwhile,  yonng  Sae,  whose  cage  was  wrought 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  serer— 
One  lore,  with  golden  pinions  canght. 

And  caged  him  there  for  eTer; 
Instructing  thereby  all  ooqaettes 

Whate'er  their  looks  or  ages. 
That,  thongh  'tis  pleasant  wearing  nets» 
Tte  wiser  to  make  cages. 
Thus,  maidens,  thas,  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply ; 
Hay  all  who  hear,  like  Susan,  tmilej 
Ah !  not,  hfce  Chloe,  sigh  I 


THE  LAin)  OF   POTATOES. 

Iv  I  had,  in  the  clear 
But  five  hundred  a  year, 
Tis  mjsolf  would  not  fear. 
Though  not  addih^  one  farthing  tot ; 
Faith,  if  such  was  my  lot. 
Little  Ireland's  the  spot 
Where  I'd  build  a  snug  oot. 
With  a  bit  of  a  garden  to't ; 
•    As  for  Italy's  dales. 
With  Alps  and  high  Tales, 
M  here,  with  fine  squalling  gales. 
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Tbeir  signors  do  treat  as,  O ! 

I'd  ne'er  onto  them  come, 
Nor  abroad  ever  roam. 
But  enjojr  my  sweet  home. 
In  the  land  of  potatoes,  0 1 

Eospit-alitjl— No  formality !— All  reality  I 
There  yon  will  ever  see ; 
The  free  and  the  easy, 
Woold  all  so  amaze  ye, 
Yon'd  think  us  all  crazy. 
For  doll  we  never  be ! 

Hospitality!  &c. 

If  my  friend,  honest  Jack, 

Would  but  take  a  small  hack. 

So  just  get  on  his  bask. 
And  of  joy  ride  o'er  full  to  us. 

He,  throughout  the  whole  year. 

Then,  should  have  the  best  cheer. 

For,  faith,  none  is  so  dear 
As  our  brother,  John  Bull,  to  us ; 

Och .'  we'd  teach  him,  when  there. 

Both  to  blunder  and  stare. 

And  our  brogue  with  him  share. 
Which  both  genteel  and  neat  is,  0 1 

And  we'd  make  him  so  drink. 

By  St.  Patrick,  I  think, 

That  he'd  ne'er  wish  to  shrink 
From  the  land  of  potatoes,  O I 

Hospitality!  &o. 

Though  I  freely  agfee, 
I  should  more  happy  be. 
If  some  lonely  young  she 
From  Old  England  wocdd  favour  me  t 
For  no  spot  upon  earth 
Can  more  merit  bring  forth. 
If,  with  beauty  and  worth. 
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Yon  embelliahed  would  hare  lier  be  ; 

Good  breeding,  good  nature, 

Yoa  find  in  each  feature, 

niat  nought  you're  to  teach  her, 
80  tweet  and  complete  ehe's,  Ol 

Then,  if  Fate  would  but  send 

Unto  me  such  a  friend. 

What  a  life  I  should  spoid 
In  the  land  of  potatoes,  O! 

Hospitality!  &o. 


BEOONE,  YOU  SAUCY  FELLOW! 

Wh>v  first,  and  in  a  milliner's  shop. 

The  men  extoU'd  my  features, 
I  bade  them,  when  too  daring,  "stop," 

Axid  called  them  wicked  creatures ; 
And  if  too  far  they  did  intmdQ, 

When  soberised  or  mellow, 
'Twas,  •*  Sir,  come,  pray,  now  dont  be  rude  j 

Begone  you  saucy  fellow." 

The  noble  Captain  oft  would  cry, 

**  My  love,  my  soul,  and  jewel ! 
Now,  mind  you  meet  me  by  and  by. 

Beware,  and  don't  be  cruel." 
•*  I  meet  you  ? — No,  sir,  that  I  wo'n't  j 

Don't  hold  me,  or  TU  bellow; 
Hands  oflf,  I  beg— indeed  you  don't; 

Begone,  you  saucy  fellow  1" 

Thus,  one  by  one,  I  put  them  by. 
And,  when  they  talked  of  blisses. 

There's  one,  Fm  sure,  they  can't  deny, 
I  made  them  pay  for  kisses  ; 
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That  18,  when  talking  this  and  that, 

I  took  their  gold  so  yellow. 
With—**  Bir,  come,  mind  now,  what  yon're  at; 

Begone  you  aancy  follow  1" 


A  CURIOUS  MAN  HAD  A  CURIOUS 
WIFE. 

A  CUBIOU8  man  had  a  onrions  wife. 

And  onriooaly  oft-times  wonld  jangle. 
Of  a  curious  thing,  and  incurious  strife. 

The  result  of.  their  curious  wrangle  : 
They  acknowledged  possessing  faults  great  and  small. 

And  retaliation  considered  a  merit : 
Eye  for  eye,  tooth  for  tooth,  and  this  each  would  call 

A  true  matrimonial  spirt. 

If  he  chose  a  walk,  a  ride  she  preferred; 

The  reverse  to  its  utmost  was  carried : 
A  damsel  he  kept,  and  she,  as  absurd. 

With  her  cousin  forgot  she  was  married. 
Conducted  by  him  to  her  husband's  retreat, 

Ko  mouse  was  more  teased  by  a  ferret. 
But,  by  promise  enjoined,  she  performed  the  same 
feat. 

With  a  true  matrimonial  spirit.  * 

Recrimination  now  followed  of  course. 

In  order  succeeds  separation; 
So  they  that  were  wedded  for  better  or  worse, 

Orew  wearied,  though  short  their  probation. 
Their  cherubs  were  soon  to  a  workhouse  consigned. 

And  they  a  worse  fortune  inherit. 
She  took  to  the  streets,  he  a  porter,  we  find. 

Finished  the  blessed  effects  of  a  spirit. 
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Ye  Buvned— ye  ^gle,  attend  this  b^ast. 

Tram  oomibrt  we  only  derive 
From  9»atle  deftnoor  me;  bj  resentment  suppress 

AfUDSt  the  stream  ought  joa  to  strive  ? 
Ko,  rarely  not ;  happiness  seldom  we  find 

la  families,  more  freqaent  demerit : 
lis  only  preswred  by  a  generoas  mind. 

Then  cherish  a  generous  spirit. 


PADDT  BULL'S  EXPEDITIOIT. 

Whsv  I  took  my  departure  firom  Dublin's  sweet  town,. 

And  in  England's  own  self  tfarou|^  the  seas  I  did 
plough; 
For  four  long  days  and  nights  I  was  tossed  upand  down 

Like  a  quid  of  chewed  hay  in  the  throat  of  a  cow 

While  afraid  off  the  dock  in  the  ocean  to  slip,  sir, 
I  dung  like  a«at,  fast  hold  for  to  keep,  sir. 

Round  about  the  big  post  that  grows  out  of  the  ship 
sir; 

Oh  I  I  nerer  thought  more  to  sing  Langolee. 

Thus  standing  stock-still  all  the  while  I  was  moTing, 

Till  Lreland's  coast  I  saw  clean  out  of  sic^ht; 
Myself  the  next  day  a  true  Irishman  proving, 
W  b^  leaving  the  ship  on  the  shore  for  to  ligh^ 
Ab  the  board  they  put  out  was  too  narrow  to  quarter. 
So  the  very  first  step  I  took  I  was  in  such  a  totter. 
That  I  jumped  upon  land  to  my  neck  up  in  water; 
Oh !  that  was  no  time  to  sing  Langolee. 

But,  as  sharp  cold  and  hnn{*er  I  never  yet  knew  more. 
And  my  stomach  and  bowels  did  grumble  and  growl, 

I  thought  the  best  way  to  get  «ach  in  good  humour. 
Was  to  take  out  the  wrinkles  of  both,  by  my  sowie ; 

So  I  went  to  a  house  where  roast  beef  they  provide,  a; 
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With  a  whirligig  which  ap  the  chimney  I  spied,  tir, 
And  which  grinds  all  their  smoke  into  powder  beside 
sir. 
'Tis  as  true  as  I  am  now  singing  Langolee. 

Then  I  went  to  the  landlord  of  all  the  stage  coaches 

That  set  sail  for  London  each  night  in  the  week. 
To  whom  I  obnozionsly  made  mj  approaches, 

As  a  birth  aboard  one  I  came  for  to  seek; 
But  as  for  the  inside,  I'd  no  cash  in  my  casket. 
So,  says  I,  *  with  jour  leave,  I  make  bold,  sir,  to  ask  it, 
When  the  coach  is  gone  off,  pray  what  time  goes  the 
basket  ? 
For  there  X  can  ride  and  sing  Langolee.* 

After  making  his  mouth  np^*  The  basket,'  says  he,  'sir. 

Goes  after  the  eoaoh  a  taH  hour  or  two ;' 
*  Very  weU,  sir/  says  I,  <  that's  the  thing  then  for  ma, 

sir:' 
But  the  devil  a  word  that  he  told  me  was  tmei 
For  the  one  went  b^'ore  and  the  other  beMndf  sir. 
They  set  off  cheek  by  jowl  at  the  very  same  time,  sir, 
80  the  same  day  at  night,  I  set  off  by  moonshine,  sir. 
All  alone  by  myself  singing  Langolee. 

Ongh  long  life  to  the  moon  for  a  fine  noble  ereatore. 

That  serves  us  for  lamplight  each  night  in  the  dark ; 
While  the  san  only  shines  in  the  day,  which  by  nature 

Wants  no  light  at  all,  as  yon  all  mayremarkf 
Bat,  as  for  the  moon,  by  my  sowle,  I'll  be  boond, 

sir, 
It  would  save  the  whole  nation  a  great  many  pounds, 

sir. 
To  subscribe  for  to  light  him  up  all  the  year  round, 
sir. 
Or  I'll  never  sing  more  about  Langolee. 
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YORK,  TOITBB  WANTED. 

Pbom  York  I  coined  up  to  get  ft  place. 

And  travelled  to  this  town,  sir. 
In  Hdbom  I  en  o£Bce  found. 

Of  credit  and  renown,  sir ; 
Eajs  I,  pray,  sir,  get  me  a  place : 

Says  he,  yonr  pray'r  is  granted; 
And  when  I  meet  with  one  that  suits, 

rU  tell  you— York,  you're  wanted. 

A  gentleman  soon  hired  me, 

I  found  he  was  a  gambler ; 
Says  he,  I  want  a  steady  lad. 

Says  I,  sir,  Tm  no  rambler : 
Bat,  if  you  want  a  knowing  one. 

By  few  I  am  supplanted; 
Oh  I  that  is  just  the  thing,  says  he. 

So,  Mr,  Yoik,  you're  wantid. 

N'ow,  I  knew  somewhat  of  a  hoye, 
-    And  measter  just  the  same,  sir ;  sir. 
And  if  we  did*nt  do  the  fools, 

'Ecod  we'd  been  to  blame. 
At  races  then  we  both  looked  out. 

For  cash  each  bosom  panted. 
And,  when  we  thought  the  flats  would  bite^ 

The  word  waa—York,  you're  wanted. 

A  maiden  lady,  you  must  know. 

Just  sixty-three  years  old,  sir. 
There  fell  in  lore  with  my  sweet  face. 

And  I  with  her  sweet  gold,  sir. 
She  said,  the  little  god  of  love 

Her  tender  bosom  haunted,-— 
Dear  sir,  I  almost  blush  to  own. 

But,  Mr.  York,  you're  wanted. 
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In  wedlock's  joys,  you  need  not  donbt. 

Most  happily  I  rolled,  sir. 
And  how  we  loved,  or  how  we  fought. 

Shall  never  now  be  told,  sir ;  f 

For  Mr.  Death  stepped  in  one  day. 

And  swift  his  dart  he  planted : 
I  wiped  my  eyes,  and  thanked  my  stars, 

'Twas  lAxa.  York  he  wanted. 

So,  ladies,  pray  now  guard  your  hearts, 

A  secret  while  I  tell  O ; 
A  widower  with  half  a  plum 

Must  needs  be  a  rich  fellow. 
With  fifty  thousand  pounds,  I  think, 

I  ought  not  to  be  daunted; 
Some  lovely  girl,  I  hope,  ere  long. 

Will  say,  sweet  York,  you're  wanted. 


TROTTING  ALON0  THE  ROAP. 

OivntB  Gsisi,  Oaffer's  son,  and  his  Utde  Jackass, 

Trotting  along  the  road. 
Through  a  gossiping  straggling  village  must  pass. 

Before  they  could  reach  tibeir  abode. 
Master  Johnny  rode  Jaokey,  which  old  GaflSer  led  t 
The  villagers  thought  the  boy  monstrous  ill-bred, 
80  they  made  honest  Gaffer  get  up  in  his  stead. 

Trotting  along  the  road. 

They  didn't  go  far,  ere  theyfheard  people  talk. 

Trotting  along  the  road. 
As  how  it  was  stupid  for  either  to  walk, 

Before  they  could  reach  their  abode. 
So  they  both  rode,  when,  proud  of  his  horse  and  his  pelf, 
A  farmer  cries,  **  Down !   would  you  kiU  the  poor  elf  P 
••  If  you  was  an  ass,  would  you  like  it  yourself?*' 

Trotting  along  the  road. 
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Kcxt  thej  euried  the  Jaek-Ms,  who  nerer  said  naj. 

Trotting  along  the  road. 
Bat  an  ehanget  endured,  Uke  the  "^car  otBray, 

Before  he  would  quit  his  abode. 
Tet  e'en  this  wou'dn't  please  er'rj  ill-patored  tyke, 
And,  therefore,  this  moral  mast  forcibly  strike, 
\^'e  shonid  manage  our  Jack-asses  just  as  we  hke, 

While  trotting  along  the  road. 


PAT  AND  THE  PRIBST. 

Pit  fen  sick  on  a  time,  and  he  sent  for  the  priest, 
That,  dying,  he  might  hare  his  blessing,  at  least; 
And  to  eome  with  aQ  speed,  did  hnmbly  imj^re  him. 
To  fit  him  out  tight  for  the  journey  before  him. 

Deny  down,  fte. 

The  good  father  the  summons  did  quickly  obey. 
And  found  Paddy,  alasl  in  a  terrible  way ; 
Fixed  and  wild  were  his  looks,  and  his  nose  cold  and  blue 
And  his  ooantenanoe  wore  a  oold  church-yard-like  hue. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

The  good  father  bid  Pat  to  confess  all  his  crimes  i 
To  think  of  his  sins,  and  forget  them  betimes. 
Or  else,  'twould  be  his  fate,  like  other  vile  souls. 
To  be  flayed,  and  be  salted,  then  roasted  oa  coa^s ! 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Oh,  think,  my  dear  Pat,  on  that  beautiful  place, 
Where  you'll  visit  St.  Patrick,  and  see  his  sweet  faoe ; 
'Tis  a  country,  my  jewel,  so  charming  and  sweet. 
Where  you'll  never  want  praties,  nor  brogues  to  your 
feet. 

Derry  down»  4c. 

Well,  well,  then,  says  Pat,  with  inqnisitirefaee. 
That  country  must,  sure,  be  a  beautiful  place  ; 
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St.  Pfttriok,  no  doabt,  he  will  give  as  f;ood  obeor. 
But,  d'ye  think,  has  he  got  any  ouM  .whiskey  there  ? 
Peny  down,  &c. 

The  good  father,  i^ith  wonder,  amaze,  and  surprise, 

Clapj^ed  his  hands,  and  next  turned  up  the  whitet 
of  his  eyes ; 

"Oh,  Tile  sinner,'*  lays  he,  "can  you  hope  to  be  for- 
given. 

If  you.think  there's  carousing  and  drinking  in  heaven?'* 
Derry  down,  &o, 

**  Wen,  well,  then,"  says  Fat,  **  though  I  cannot  help 

thinkinfir. 
If  in  heaven  they  can  do  without  eating  and  drinking, 
(Though  I  don't  mane  to  say  what  you  tell  is  a  fable,) 
'Twould  be  dacent,  you  know,  just  to  see  a  drop  on  the 

table." 

Derry  down,  &c. 


LOVE  IN  ROSEMARY  LANEj 

OB,  BmnX  VJS  AISTD  THX  COiX-HBATBB. 

'TWAS  in  Bosemary-lane,  sirs. 
Where  first  my  heart  felt  pain,  sirs ; 
I  loved  a  maid  in  the  public  trade, 
A  pot-girl,  to  be  plain,  sirs. 

And  that  I  did,  oh  dear  I  did, 
Tol  lol  de  lol  de  lol  de  lol  tol  iddle  ol  de  lido. 

Her  name  was  Biddy  Fin,  sirs ; 
She'd  a  pretty  nose  and  chin,  sirs; 

She  had  one  fault,  if  so  you  call 't. 
She  was  devilish  fond  of  gin,  sirs. 

Indeed  she  was,  &o. 
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Vom,  'twts  ftfc  the  Crown  and  Sheara,  ain. 
Where  she  had  passed  her  years,  sirs. 

And  this  oharming  fair  wonld  ax  me  there, 
With  eyes  quite  fall  of  tears,  sirs. 

And,  so  she  did,  &c. 

Kow,  I  thought  she  had  grown  steady. 
For  she  said,  VH  have  yon^^eddy; 

So,  good  night,  I  cried,  and  home  I  hied. 
Bat  to  wed  her  I  was  ready. 

Ah,  so  I  was,  &o. 

Then  my  blood  was  in  a  ienx. 
In  case  I  should  deotiTe  her. 

So  away  I  sped,  but  she  was  in  bed— 
And  so  was  a  coid-heaver. 

Indeed  he  was,  Su 

This  Coolly  boasted  sdenoe. 
So  he  bid  me  defiance. 

He  broke  my  snout,  and  kicked  me  out. 
Without  my  own  compliance. 

Tim  my  soul  he  did«  &o. 

Folks  said,  what  do  yon  cry  at  P 
And  I  was  halloed  "  fie"  at. 

When  two  queer  chiq^s— they  call  'em  traps. 
They  seised  me  for  a  riot. 

Oh  yes  they  did,  &c. 

Then  I  looked  devilish  blue,  sirs, 

I  was  milled  and  tread-nuUed  too,  sirs; 

And  so  I  swore  to  love  no  more. 
And  I'm  dashed  if  e'er  I  do,  sirs. 

Oh  no,  I  wo'n't,  &o. 
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THE  GIN-SHOP. 

I'll  sing  joa  a  song, 

'Tis  not  very  long» 
Tia  short,  too,  of  merit,  I  fear; 

But  if  without  merit, 

'Tis  not  without  tpvrit. 
And  that  you  shall  very  soon  hear. 

Fol  de  rol,  &c. 

I  sing  of  the  shop 

Where  the  comforting  drop 
Is  tasted  by  eachage  and  class ; 

And  I  know  very  well 

There  are  more  than  will  tell 
Can  toss  of  a  comforting  glass. 

Fol  de  rol,  &c. 

Sometimes  at  the  door 
There's  a  jolly  uproar, 
A  crowd  is  collected  around. 
Some  are  kicking  and  biting. 
Borne  are  scratching  and  fighting. 
While  others  lie  drunk  on  the  groimd. 

Fol  de  rol,  &o. 

Perhaps  up  comes  a  swell, 

Who  can  brag  very  well. 
And,  raising  himself  on  his  toes 

Begins  to  talk  loud. 

When  one  of  the  jcrowd 
Puts  him  down  with  a  quash  on  the  nose. 
Fol  de  rol,  &o. 

The  poor  landlord  now 
Gets  into  the  row. 
But  all  he  can  say  don't  avail; 
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He  criee,  **  Pray  forbear  i" 
Bnt  none  of  them  care. 
But  at  hit  offidousness  raiL 

.  Fol  do  rol,  &C. 

Tlie  watchmen  are  called. 

And  off  some  are  hanled. 
And  safely  lodged  for  the  night ; 

And,  perhaps,  the  next  day. 

Are  posted  sway 
To  the  MUl^M  they're  fond  of  a  fight. 

Fol  de  rol,  Sut, 


THE  BXSTAITDER. 

IiOOK  fairly  all  the  world  around. 

And,  as  yon  truth  deliver. 
Tell  me  what  character  is  foaLd 

A  real  «aootr  riore  f 
Who  truly  merits  sober  fame. 

To  find,  yon  need  not  wander; 
Koue  can  detect  life's  fraudful  game 

So  well  as  the  bystander. 

The  lover  cogs,  and  palms,  and  slips. 

The  easy  fair  to  bufBe, 
And  still  to  win  that  stake  her  lips. 

Will  deal,  and  cut,  and  shuffle : 
Still  will  he  ply  each  subtle  art. 

Till  he  has  quite  trepanned  her. 
And  then  is  sure  lo  trump  the  heart. 

If  absent  the  bystander. 

Preferment  is  a  bowling-green. 
Where,  placed  in  each  position. 

Bowls  jostling  in  and  out  are  seen. 
To  reach  the  Jack— ambition; 
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« 
The  bias,  interest,  still  they  try* 
Twist,  torn,  and  well  meander  j 
Yet  their  manoeaTres,  rab,  or  flj. 
Axe  known  to  the  bystander. 

The  law's  a  game  at  whitt,  wherein. 

The  parties  nine  are  both  in. 
Where  tricks  alone  the  game  oan  win* 

And  honours  go  for  nothing. 
And,  while  they  a  sure  game  can  win. 

Their  clients'  money  squander. 
Full  many  more  than  one  odd  trick 

Discovers  the  bystander 

The  coxcomb  plays  at  shuttlecock. 

The  wit  commands  and  questions ; 
The  carping'cits  to  commerce  flock, 

Each  follows  his  suggestion ; 
Yet  he  alone  who  merits  fame. 

Who  blunts  the  shafts  of  slander. 
And  on  the  square  Ufe's  motley  game 

Best  plays  is  the  bystander. 


HUSH  A  GRAH,  WHAT  WILL  BECOMB^OF  MB. 

»TwA8  yesterday  noon,  at  dark, 

I  went  to  see  Katty  Maloy, 
Whose' beauty  had,  just  like  a  spark. 

Set  fire  to  my  heart,  my  dear  joy. 
And  it's  musha  grah  what  wiU  become  of  me  ? 

Arrah,  now,  what  will  I  do  ? 
Sure  Katty  is  making  big  fun  of  me. 

Which  makea  me  look  wondrous  blue. 

With  my  head  in  my  hand  I  adranced. 
And  stood  on  one  knee  to  greet  her. 
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Hy  havrt,  like  «  pony,  joy,  prancod, 
BeoMise  that  it  liappeiM>d  to  meet  her. 

And  it's  moahft  grmb,  kc 

She  tipt  me  a  KilmainhMn  leer. 
Nor  pitied  my  loTe-dek  disa^er. 

Bat  bade  me  be  eeddng  elsewhere, 
Btoam  she  was  mate  for  my  master. 

And  if  s  mosha  grab,  &o. 

Since  Eatty,  you  mane  to  be  cruel. 
Bad  lock  to  myself  then,  says  I, 

On  a  tree,  to  eztingmsh  lore's  fael, 
111  hang  myself,  honey,  to  dry. 

And  if  s  mosha  grah,  &o. 

Bat,  fait,  all  my  Uamey  wo'n't  do, 

^e  longs,  perhaps,  to  see  me  a  kicking ; 
Bat,  stop,  I'll  be  d~d  if  I  do, 

I'm  not  snch  a  soft-pated  chicken. 
No  more  111  sing  what  will  become  of  me  f 

Maaha  grah,  what  will  1  do  ? 
Bat  get  Jady  at  ohorch  to  make  one  of  me, 

And  Eatly,  in  torn,  may  look  blae. 


KING  HARRY,  ANI)  HIS  SIX  WIVES  1 

Tis  a  comical  ditty  I  mng. 

The  blue  devils  hoping  to  parry. 
My  subject,  I  swear,  is  a  Sang, 

And  he  is  the  eighth  English  Harry  t 
His  traaper  was  terrible  hot. 

As  honest  historians  tell  ye. 
And  he  tempered  his  clay  irtth  a  pot. 

Which  aoeoonts  for  his  royal  pot-belly! 

Bum  ti  iddity,  &o. 
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Soon  he  married  (to  diyup  her  tears) 

The  widow  of  Axthnr,  his  brother; 
They  cuddled  and  kicked  eighteen  years 

When  he  had  his  eye  on  another : 
Nanny  Boleyne,  beyond  all  dispute. 

Her  lips  were  hke  cherries  pretty. 
And  he,  longing  long  for  such  fruit. 

Begged  the  Fop€  to  divorce  his  queen  KUly. 
Rum  ti  iddity,  &c. 

Mitter  Pope  would  not  do  that,  that's  flit. 

And  a  gtetAJUa  he  was  too,  I  fancy. 
For  Hal  married,  and  turned  out  queen  K  t* c. 

And  turned  into  her  place  lady  Nancy  ; 
Then  the  Fqpe  he  shook  off,  who,  numskui . 

Sent  a  bull,  to  make  bold  Hany  bow,  sir, 
But  what  for  his  buU  cared  John  Bull, 

Whom  no  bull  nor  buUy  could  cow,  sir. 

Bum  ti  iddity,  &c. 

Well,  his  majesty  loved  his  new  dear 

As  any  old  miser  his  guinea. 
But  jealous  he  was,  and  severe. 

And  Nancy  would  oft  play  the  ninny  ; 
He,  at  last,  caught  her  playing,  'tis  said. 

At  kiss-in-the-ring,  with  some  soldiers. 
So  he  first  took  the  eroumfrom  her  head. 

And  then  took  her  head  Jhm  her  ahouldere. 

Rum  ti  iddity,  Ac. 

Then  a  third  and  fourth  wife  had  their  day. 

And  a  fifth  tied  the  knot  with  this  madman. 
But  she  wanted  to  have  her  own  way. 

And,  when  bridled,  she  called  him  a  bad  man ; 
Her  bad  words  gave  the  king  a  bad  shock. 

And  he  mourned  that  good  wives  were  uncommon^ 
When  he  once  again  thought  of  the  block, 

Where  thoy  chopped  her—into  a  good  Koman. 
100  «  Bum  ti  iddity,  &? 
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Yes,  s  sixth  did  tUs  grog  BUuheard  get, 

With  ft  tongne  in  length  foil  three  mites  German, 
And  she  preaebed  him  %  \od%  sonoKmet, 

That  had  near  been  hex  funeral  sermon ; 
For  he  ordered  her  off  to  a  jail, 

Kext  to  grace  Tower-^iiU  was  hor  dread  air; 
Bat,  howerer  to  save  a  long  tale. 

The  king  died,  and  this  qfoeen  moeilier  head,  sir 
Rum  ti  iddity,  &e. 


SUCH  A  GENIUS  I  DID  GROW. 

Whbv  a  rery  hHitie  boy. 

They  sent  me  first  to  school, 
Hy  master  said  though  least  of  all, 

I  was  the  biggest  fool. 

Bach  a  {^nios  I  did  grow. 

They  tried  with  cakes  and  cminmg 

To  pat  learning  in  my  head. 
Bat  I  ne'er  coold  tell  which  was  great  A, 

Or  which  was  crooked  Z 

Sach  a  genius  1  did  grow. 

Arithmetic  it  pmszled  me. 

Bat  as  my  knowledge  grew, 
I  soon  found  out  that  one  and  one. 

When  added,  ap  made  two. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  crow. 

A  great  musician  I  became. 

And,  as  the  people  said. 
Upon  the  grinding  organ. 

Most  delightfully  I  played. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 
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Upon  my  traTels  I  set  oat. 

The  English  folks  to  see. 
And  I  found  that  they  had  arms  and  legs. 

And  head,  and  all,  like  me. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

The  Lord  Mayor  andbthe  Aldermen 

My  absence  did  require. 
They  sent  me  home  for  fear  that  I 

Should  set  the  Thames  on  fire. 

Such  a  genius  I  di  J  grow. 

COn  fhefrgt  encore.) 
When  a  very  little  boy, 

A  cunning  head  was  mine, 
I  never  drank  cold  water 
When  I  could  get  good  wine. 

Such  a  geqius  I  did  gruw. 

To  make  a  clever  man  of  me 

My  father  was  perplex'd. 
For  what  I  learnt  the  one  day, 

I  forgot  the  very  next. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

They  soon  sent  for  a  barber 

To  shave  his  mammy's  hope, 
I  took  the  lather  for  thick  milk. 

And  licked  up  all  the  soap. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

I  sat  me  down  to  blow  the  fire. 

Which  out  one  day  had  gone. 
And  I  ript  the  bellows  open 

To  see  where  the  wind  came  from. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

O,  then  I  had  a  lovely  voice. 
And  out  such  tones  could  bring, 
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That  soon  with  ererj  tea-kettle. 
Duets  I  learni  to  sing, 

Sooh  a  genios  I  did  gro 

I  tried  mj  voice  upon  the  stage. 

Bat  there  it  was  in  Tain, 
I  song  so  rerj  bad,  titey  made  me 

Sing  my  song— again, 

Soch  a  genios  I  did  grow. 

(X>n  the  teetmd  encore.) 

Folks  say  when  I  was  bom, 

I  was  deep  as  any  well. 
Bat  what  I  said  before  I  spoke 

I  never  yet  coaldtell. 

Such  a  genios  I  did  grow. 

They  sent  me  to  an  artist 

To  learn  to  draw  in  chalk. 
Bat  the  only  drawing  I  could  leant 

Was  how  to  draw  a  cork, 

Soch  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

I  studied  next  astronomy. 

And  got  it  soon  with  ease. 
For  I  was  deep  enough  to  know 

The  moon  was  not  a  cheese. 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 

One  thing  I've  learnt,  with  due  respect, 

I  trust  you'll  think  it  true. 
That  I've  found  out  the  happy  knack 

Somehow  of  pleasing  you, 

Such  a  genius  I  did  grow. 
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THE  WANTON  WIDOW; 

OB,  DISIBJLCIBB  USS.  WlQQUfS. 

A  WAKTOir  widow  old  and  soar. 

Would  fain  be  a  Signora; 
She  practised  all  was  in  her  pow'r 

To  wear  her  weeds  no  more-a  :— 
But  all  she  did,  and  all  she  strove. 

Could  not  entice  her  oharmer; 
So  cold  her  heart,  the  flame  of  love 
Could  never  rightly  warm  her ! 
Ohl  Mistress  Wiggins, 
Despairing  Mrs.  Wiggins  I 
She  took  to  drinking  peppermint. 
And  mourned  her  faithless  lover. 

She  sigh'd,  she  panted,  rolled  her  eyes, 

And  used  these  efforts  often ; 
The  youth  but  view'd  her  with  surprise. 

His  heart  oould  never  soften. — 
At  length,  a  brisk  young  maid  he  view*d. 
Handsome,  tall,  and  clever; 
She  liked  him,  though  he  came  so  rude. 
And  vow*d  she'd  love  for  ever 

Oh  I  Mistress  W^gins,  &o. 

This  damsel's  name  was  Sally  Prim, 

Her  daddy  was  a  brazier ; 
The  youth  was  niok-nam'd  Billy  Slim, 

And  was  by  trade  a  glazier; 
Their  hands  they  join'd  in  wedlock's  tie. 

And  told  their  joy  in  kisses.— 
Let  this  a  warning  word  imply. 

To  widows  and  old  misses; 
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Oh,  IGstrees  Wigfpsa, 
Diatraoted  Mistress  Wiggins  f 
She  kffled  herself  with  peppermiot* 
And  left  her  faithless  lover. 


TO  BE,  OB  NOT  TO  BE. 

A  TOCJJC  rJLSAPHBASB  OIT  EAMLBT'S  SOLILOQUY. 

Jw  Shskspeare*8  aH  eaUgfatning  school. 

Where  wit  and  wisdom  eqtuii  shise. 
Where  genica  spams  at  fettering  role^ 

And  towYing  sours  to  heights  divine. 
The  royal  Hamlet,  wrapt  in  thovght. 

On  Freedom's  power  and  F«te*B  decree. 
The  question,  with  importance  firanght. 

He  states— "To  bo,  or  not  to  be." 

Now  pondering,  if  the  noble  mind 

fihoold  tamely  snffiar  Fortnno's  frown. 
Or  treat  h«r  as  a  mistress  kind. 

Whose  smfles  oar  tenderest  wishes  erown  I 
Or,  when  in  dire  and  tronblons  siege. 

Strong  ins  assail,  like  hostile  foes, 
'Twere  best  to  take  up  arms,  in  rage, 

Herslkigs  toad  anows  to  oppose. 

Reserving  then,  what  tis  to  die. 

He  says—*'  To  sleep,"— and  nothing  moro  ; 
And  if  from  tears  itelean  each  eye. 

And  eases  hearts  that  ac^ed  before  ; 
Ending  at  onoe  each  oank'ring  grief 

To  which  devoted  flesh  is  hdr  { 
That  sleep  which  brings  snoh  sweet  relief. 

Will  soon  be  yours,  ye  sons  of  care! 
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"  To  sleep,*'— but,  then,  perchance,  to  dream  s 

Aye,  there's  the  rub,  dark  Doubt  replies; 
For  whips,  and  stings,  and  fire,  and  flame. 

And  widows'  moans,  and  orphans'  cries ; 
Oppression's  yoke,  pride's  rankling  gall. 

Love's  pangs  despised,  fuid  law's  delay, 
A  bodkin's  p<nnt  might  end  them  all. 

But  for  that  dream  which  bars  the  way 

Then,  till  we  quit  this  mortal  coil. 

To  reach  that  undiscovered  bourn. 
Where  terminates  all  human  toil. 

And  whence  no  traveller  can  return. 
Let  smiling  hope  expand  the  breast, 

And  all  from  doubt  and  dread  be  free ; 
6iDco  1^  is  ordered  for  the  best— 

Whato'OT's  "  To  be,  or  not  to  be.** 


rilE  YORKSHIREMAN'S  DESCRTPTION  OF  A  LON- 
DON  GALA. 

Of  Madam  fig's  gala  and  rout 

John  Lump  has  discours'd  like  a  parrot, 
For,  betwixt  you  and  I,  that  great  lout 

Didn't  know  a  "  sheep's  head  from  a  carrot.  *' 
'^hy,  your  country  routs  am't  worth  a  straw 

When  with  town  ones  compared,  'tis  no  hum,  rirf. 
So  111  tell  you  of  one  which  I  saw. 

When  a  servant  to  great  Sir  John  Plum,  sirs, 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

It  was  on  Miss  Plum's  coming  of  age 
That  ttie  rout  I  now  sing  of  was  given,  sirs  ; 

It  beat  all  I  e'er  saw  on  the  stage, 
And  hideed  I  thought  I  was  in  heaven,  sirs : 
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On  tbe^Boon  were  <AaIk*d  flffores  so  tastj. 
The  walls  were  all  fe8tooB*d  with  flowers,  On, 

On  tbe  tables  were  jellies  and  pasty. 
Just  like  horses,  and  castles,  and  tow*rs,  sirs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c 

Three  rooms  tbej  were  thrown  into  one, 

A  stgrUsh  way  now  of  proceeding. 
And  in  Yorkshire  *twoald  be  bnt  queer  tan 

What  in  London  they  call  tbe  best  breeding ; 
For,  to  saye  fentry  being  nnmly, 

At  the  doors  Bow-strert  runners  attoid,  sirs. 
Which  you'd  think  bnt  a  rummish  way,  truly. 

Of  reoelTinff  your  intimate  friends,  sirs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

8udi  pushing*  such  shoring,  such  thrusting. 

And  running,  good  places  to  get,  sirs; 
Said  old  Marrow,  "  My  belly  is  barsting !" 
"What,"  sajs  I,  "*fore  you*ve  set  down  to  eat, 
sir?" 
A  coachman  was  kill*d  in  the  row. 

Which  Miss  Dolly  Plum  said  was  glorious. 
And  when  I  Just  said,  **  Miss,  pray  how  ?'* 
'        ••  Why,"  says  she,    "  fool,  'twill  make  us  noto- 
rious." 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

Lord  Squintum*s  glass  eye  it  got  Inroke, 

Miss  Snout  lost  her  aquiline  nose,  sir, 
While  Lady  Bloom's  cheeks,  a  good  joke, 

Tnm'd  to  whitey-brown  'stead  of  the  rose,  sir  4 
Mrs.  Eatall  and  old  Lady  Guttle 

*Bout  some  pudding  had  come  to  drawn  daggers, 
sirs. 
And  I  tumbled  over  the  scuttle. 

Which  threw  some  young  ladies  in  staggers,  sirs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c< 


Digitized  by  Google 


COMIC  60N6S.  2C3 

Mr.  Congte't  bows,  I  shan't  forget  'em, 

For,  in  tossing  his  head  cock.a-hoop,  shrs, 
His  wig,  nicely  greas'd  with  pomatam. 

Fell  down  plump  in  the  turtle  soup,  sirs ; 
Old  Maw,  who  thought  'twas  some  nioe  dainly. 

With  a  fork  flsh'd  it  hito  his  plate,  sirs } 
Cut  and  slash'd,  and  took  mouthfuls  in  plenty. 

Nor  heeded  Congo's  shining  pate,  sbrs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 

After  dinner  came  tea,  and  at  ten 

Hie  company  stood  up  to  dance,  sirs. 
And  Dowager  Bombasiu  ttien 

Like  a  Jack-ass  in  panniers  did  prance,  sirs; 
yffe  supp'd  when  the  day  was  a  dawnhig. 

And  ttien  danc'd  again  till  quite  light,  shrsj 
"When,  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

The  company  wish'd  us  good  night,  sirs. 

Rumpti  iddity,  &c. 


POLLY  COX. 

Thbrs  is  a  place  of  great  resort, 

In  town,  though  not  the  best  end. 
Famed  for  holding  many  a  court, 

'Tis  St.  Giles's,  near  the  west  end« 
One  Polly  Cox,  a  single  maid. 

Lived  near  the  Seven  Dials, 
And  would  you  know  what  was  her  trade. 

She  dealt  in  rags  and  phials. 

Two  young  men  wished  to  gain  her  heart. 
Both  handsome,  and  the  first  man 

Was  a  coalheaver,  so  spruce  and  smart. 
And  t*  other  was  a  dustman. 


Digitized  by  Google 


^04 


COMIC  SOKGS, 
Tj^  boib  M  sweet  •«  honey. 

ABd  86  It  looked  Ifte  Just  as  if 

And  the  dustman  a  *»«!«  was  m 

Andbnmtuptoacinda. 
BatPoU  did  not  Uke  bun  to  go. 
''l^thoughtitafinething.  8^,       ^^^^^^ 

A,d  the  way  *<>  ^V^^  ^^^  h«  .tnn..  .irs. 
Was  to  keep  two  beaux  w  u 

soon  love  had  got  ti^ei^^  hand 
Ofboth  ot  these  two  feUows, 

And  PoUy  being  at  a  st^f ' 
Why  both  of  them  got  j«aotfi. 

Snetold'emthatw^je^jo^^^^ 

.rr^th^-----^^ 

She'd  be  conttnt  wBn  oow 
These  words  the  d«stm»dldn-t  heed. 

"* '"  IdlSrSo^s'^c;^  an  should  weed, 

^  ^.ihPAVcr.  as  obstinate. 
The  coalheaver,  "^  ^js, 

Did  in  the  same  co'^Yws  fate 
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The  dustman  he  had  got  most  length. 

And  he  bid  his  foe  defiance  ; 
Bat  the  coalheaver  could  boast  of  strength 

And  a  goodish  bit  of  science. 

It  would  hanre  done  yoor  eye-sights  good. 

If  yon  the  fight  had  teed,  sirs. 
The  djostman  nearly  six  feet  stood, 

Thongh  he  was  baker-knee'd,  surs. 
But  coaly*s  fist  was  near  ibs  size 

Of  a  decoixt  1^  of  mutton, 
And  when  it  caught  the  dustman's  eyes. 

He  owned  he  war'n't  no  glutton. 

So  coaly  proved  the  better  stuff. 

And  the  dustman's  pain  was  such,  sirs, 
He  not  only  owned  he  had  enough^ 

But  a  precious  sight  too  much,  sirs. 
He  fighting  didn't  like  at  all. 

As  dows'd  was  both  his  glims,  sirs. 
He'd  stand  some  gin,  but  as  for  Poll, 

She  might  go  to  h— 11  for  him,  sirs. 

The  dustman  he  felt  nation  sad, 

'Cause  he  had  got  such  a  wopping. 
And  the  coalheaver  ran  off  right  glad 

And  never  thought  of  stopping. 
He  was  thinking  what  his  Poll  would  say 

To  him,  he/ fancy  fighter. 
When  he  found  his  Poll,  that  very  day. 

Had  married  a  lamplighter. 

This  put  him  into  such  a  funk. 

He  ne'er  his  fate  resisted. 
He  went  and  got  most  precious  drunk. 

And  for  a  soldier  listed. 
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Ma'Mn  PoQy  she  was  pat  to  bed, 
Aboot  seven  months  too  soon.  sirs. 

And  the  dustman  he  was  transported 
'Cause  hofotmd  a  silver  spoon,  sirs. 

flk>  there's  an  end  of  these  two  chaps. 

It  an  yonr  hearts  must  shock,  sirs, 
When  joa  think  of  their  onlacky  haps. 

All  through  that  Polly  Cox,  sirs. 
Yoony  men,  I*d  have  yon  all  beware, 

Throngh  St.  Giles's  as  yon  rove,  sirs. 
Look  at  the  girls,  bat  pray  take  care 

Yoa  do  not  fall  in  love,  sirs. 
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